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To  the  Right  Honourable 

T    II  1  L    \    T, 

Earl  of  Leicefter,  &c. 


A  R  be  it  from  me,  (my  moft  noble 
Lord)  to  think,  that  any  thing  which 
my  Meannefs  can  produce,  fliouM 
be  worthy  to  be  ofter'd  to  your  Pa- 
tronage; or' that  ought  which  I  can 
fay  of  you  fliou'd  recommend  yoii- 
farther,  to  the  Efteem  of  good  Men  in  this  pre- 
fent  Age,  or  to  the  Veneration  which  v/ill  cer- 
tainly be  paid  you  by  Poflerity.  On  the  other 
fide,  I  mult  acknowledge  it  a  great  Prefumptioiv 
in  me,  to  make  you  this  Addrefs;  and  fo  much 
the  greater,  becaufe  by  the  common  Suffrage  even. 
of  contrary  Parties,  you  have  been  always  regar- 
ded as  one  of  the  firft  Perfons  of  the  Age,  ajid 
yet  no  one  Writer  has  dar'd  to  tell  you  fo :  whe- 
ther we  have  been  all  confcious  to  our  felves 
that  it  was  a  needlefs  Labour  to  give  this  Notice 
to  Mankind,  as  all  Men  are  a(haui'd  to  tell  ftale 
A  4  News  J, 
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News  ;  or  that  we  were  juftly  diffident  of  our  own 
Performances,  as  even  Cicero  is  obferv'd  to  be  in 
awe  when  he  writes  ro  AtticHs\  where  knowing 
himfelf  ovcrmatch'd  in  good  Senfe,  and  Truth  of 
Knowledge,  he  drops  the  gawdy  train  of  Words, 
and  is  no  longer  the  vain-glorious  Orator.     From 
whatever  Reafon  it  may  be,  I  am  the  firft  bold  Of- 
fender of  this  kind  :  I  have  broken  down  the  Fence, 
and  ventur'd  into  the  Holy  Grove;  how  I  may  be 
puniih'd  for  my  profane  x^ttempt,  I  know  not;  but 
i  wifh  it  may  not  be  of  ill  Omen  to  your  Lordfhip; 
aiKi  that  a  Crowd  of  bad  Writers  do  not  rufli  into 
me  quiet  of  your  Rccefles  after  me.     Every  man  in 
all  Changes  of  Government,  which  have  been,  or 
may  ponibly  arrive,  will  agree,  that  I  cou'd  not 
have  otier'd  my  Incenfe,  where  it  cou'd  be  fo  well 
defervM.     For  yon,  my  Lord,  are  ftcure  in  your 
own  Merit;  and  all  Parties,  as  they  rife  uppermoft, 
are  fare  to  court  you  in  their  turns;  'tis  a  Tribute 
which  has  ever  been  paid  your  Virtue :  The  leading 
Jvlen  ftiil  bring  their  Bullion  to  your  Mint,  to  re- 
ceive the  Stamp  of  their  Intrinlick  Value,  that  they 
may  afterwards  hope  to  pafs  with  human  kind. 
They  rife  and  fall  in  the  Variety  of  Revolutions; 
and    are  fometimes  great,    and  therefore  wile  in 
Men's  Opinions,  who  muft  court  them  for  their 
Intereft :   But  the  Reputation  of  their  Parts  moft 
<:ommonly  follows  their  Succefs;  few  of  'em  are 
wife,  but  as  they  are  in  Power:  Becaufe  indeed, 
they  have  no  Sphere  of  their  own,  but  like  the 
Moon  in  the  Co^crmcan  Syftem  of  the  World,  are 
whiri'd  about  by  the  Motion  of  a  greater  Planet. This 
it  is  to  be  ever  bufy  ;   neither  to  give  reft  to  their 
Fellow-Creatures,  nor,  which  is  more  wretchedly 
ridiculous,  to  themfelves :  Tho' truly,  thelat:eris 
a  kind  of  Juftice,  and  giving  Mankind  a  due  Re- 
venge, 
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venge,  that  they  will  net  permit  their  own  Hearts 
to  be  at  quiet,  whodifturb  the  Repole  of  all  belide 
them.  Ambitious  Meteors !  how  willing  they  are 
to  fet  themfelves  upon  the  Wing ;  taking  eve- 
ry occafion  of  drawing  upward  to  the  Sun:  Not 
conlidering  that  they  have  no  more  time  allow'd 
them  for  their  mounting,  than  the  fliort  Revoluti- 
on of  a  Day  ;  and  that  when  the  Light  goes  from 
them,  they  are  of  Neceffiry  to  fall.  How  much 
happier  is  he,  (and  who  he  is  I  need  not  fay,  for 
there  is  but  one  Phoenix  in  an  Age,)  who  centring - 
on  himfelf,  remains  immovable,  and  fmiles  at  the 
madnefs  of  the  Dance  about  him  ?  He  poflelles 
the  midft,  which  is  the  Portion  of  Safety  and  Con- 
tent: He  will  not  be  higher,  becaufe  he  needs  it 
not;  but  by  the  Prudence  of  that  Choice,  he  puts 
it  out  of  Fortune's  Power  to  throw  him  down. 
' Tis  confeft,  that  if  he  had  not  fo  been  born,  he 
might  have  been  too  high  for  Happinefs  ;  but  not 
endeavouring  to  afcend,  he  fecures  the  native 
height  of  his  Station  from  Envy;  and  cannot  de- 
fcend  from  what  he  is,  becaufe  he  depends  not  on 
another.  Wnat  a  glorious  Charader  was  this 
once  in  Rome  !  I  thou'd  fay  in  Aikens^  when  in  the 
Difturbances  of  a  State  as  mad  as  ours,  the  wife 
Pomponius  tranfported  all  the  remaining  Wifdom . 
and  Virtue  of  his  Country,  into  the  Sanctuary  of 
Peace  and  Learning.  But  I  wou'd  ask  the  World, 
(for  you,  my  Lord,  are  too  nearly  concern'd  to 
judge  this  Caufe)  whether  there  may  not  yet  be 
found  a  Chara6ter  of  a  Noble  Englijh  Man,  e- 
qually  ftiining  witii  that  iiluftrious  lioman.  "Whe- 
ther I  need  to  name  a  fecond  Att'tcus ;  or  whether 
the  World  has  not  already  prevented  me,  and  tix'd 
it  there  without  my  naming.  Not  a  fecond  with 
a  loKgo  fed proxtmus  intervallo^  not  a  young  Mar- 
A  J"  cellus 
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cdlus^  flatter'd  by  a  Poet  into  a  refemblance  of  the 
firft,  with  z.frons  lata  parum^  ^  dejedo  lumina, 
lultu^  and  the  reft  that  follows,  fi  qua  fata  aff  era 
rum-pas^  "Tu  Marcellus  eris :  But  a  Perfon  of  the 
fame  Stamp  and  Magnitude;  who  owes  nothing 
to  the  former,  befides  the  Word  Roman^  and  the 
Superftition  of  Reverence,  devolving  on  him  by 
the  Precedency  of  eighteen  hundred  Years.  One 
who  walks  by  him  with  equal  Paces,  and  (hares 
the  Eyes  of  Beholders  with  him :  One  who  had 
been  firft,  had  he  firft  liv'd ;  and  in  fpight  of  doat- 
ing  Veneration  is  ftill  his  Equal.  Both  of  them 
born  of  Noble  Families  in  unhappy  Ages  of  Change 
and  Tumult ;  both  of  them  retiring  from  Affairs 
of  State:  Yet  not  leaving  the  Common- wealth ,^ 
till  it  had  left  it  felf ;  but  never  returning  to  pub- 
lick  Buiinefs,  when  they  had  once  quitted  it;  tho* 
courted  by  the  Heads  of  either  Party.  But  who 
wou*d  trul^  the  quiet  of  their  Lives,  with  the  Ex- 
travagancies of  their  Country-men,  when  they 
were  juft  in  the  giddinefs  of  their  turning;  when 
the  Ground  was  tottering  under  them  at  every 
Moment;  and  none  cou'd  guefs  whether  the  next 
heave  of  the  Eartliquake,  wou'd  fettle  them  on 
the  firft  Foundatfop,  or  fwallow  it  ?  Both  of  'em 
knew  Mankind  exsctly  well;  for  both  of  them 
began  that  Stndy  in  themfelves;  and  there  they 
found  the  bcft  part  of  humane  Compoiltion,  the 
vforii  they  learn'd  by  long  Experience  of  the  Fol- 
ly, ignorance,  and  Immorality  of  moft  bcfide 
them ;  their  Philofophy  on  both  fides,  was  not 
wholly  fpeculative,  for  that  is  barren,  and  pro- 
duces nothing  but  vain  Ideas  of  things  which  can- 
not pofllbly  be  knov/n ;  or  \(  they  cou'd,  yet 
wou'd  only  terminate  in  the  Underflanding;  but 
it  was  a  noble,  vigorous,  and  pra(5lical  Philofo- 
phy, 
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phy,  which  exerted  it  fclf  in  all  the  Offices  of  Pi- 
ty, to  thofe  who  were  unfortunate,  and  delerv'd 
not  fo  to  be.  The  Friend  was  always  more  con- 
fider'd  by  them  than  theCaufe:  And  an  0(f?<3Z'/- 
»j,or  an  Anthony  in  diftrefs,  were  reliev'd  by  them, 
as  well  as  a  Brutus  ovviCaJJiut.  For  the  lowcr- 
moft  Party,  to  a  noble  Mind,  is  ever  the  fitted  Ob- 
jcift  of  Good-will.  The  eldeft  of  them,  1  will 
fuppofe  for  his  Honour,  to  have  been  of  the  Aca- 
demick  Sed,  neither  Dogmatift  nor  Stoick ;  if  he 
were  not,  I  am  fure  he  ought  in  common  Jullice, 
to  yield  the  Precedency  to  his  younger  Brother. 
For  ftiffnefs  of  Opinion  is  theeffeS  of  Pride,  and 
not  of  PhiJofophy:  'Tis  a  miferable  Prefumption 
of  that  Knowledge  which  humane  Nature  is  too 
narrow  to  contain.  And  the  ruggednefs  of  a  Sto- 
ick is  only  a  filly  Affeaatiou  of  being  a  God  : 
To  wind  liimfelf  up  by  Pullies,  to  an  Infenfibiliry 
of  fuffering  ;  and  at  the  fame  time  to  give  the  Lye 
to  his  own  Experience,  by  faying  he  fuffcrs  not,, 
what  he  knows  he  feels.  True  Philofophy  is 
certainly  of  a  more  pliant  Nature,  and  more  ac- 
commodated to  human  ufe ;  Homo  fum^  humani 
a  me n'th'tl alienum  puto.  A  wife  Man  will  never 
attempt  an  Impoflibility  ;  and  fuch  it  is  to  ftraiii 
himfeif  beyond  the  Nature  of  his  Being ;  either  to 
become  a  Deity,  by  being  above  futJering,  or  to 
debafe  himfeif  into  a  Stock  or  Stone,  by  pretend- 
ing not  to  feel  it.  To  find  in  our  felves  the  Wcak- 
nelTes  and  Imperfedions  of  our  wretched  Kind,  is 
furely  the  moft  reafonable  ftep  we  can  make  to- 
wards the  CompafTion  of  our  Fellow-Creatures.  I 
cou'd  give  Examples  of  this  kind  in  the  fecond 
Atticus.  In  every  turn  of  State,  without  med- 
dling on  either  fide,  he  has  always  been  favoura- 
ble and  afliding  to  oppreft  Merit.     The  Praifes 

which 
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wnich  were  given  by  a  great  Poet  to  the  late  Queen 
Mother  on  her  rebuilding  Somerfet  Palace^  one 
part  of  which  was  fronting  to  the  niean  Houfes 
on  the  other  fide  of  the  Water,  are  as  juftly 
his : 

For^  the  Dijirep^  and  the  AffllSled  lye 
Moji  in  his  Thoughts^  and  always  in  his  Eye. 

Neither  has  he  fo  far  forgot  a  poor  Inhabitant  of 
his  Suburbs,  whofe  bell  Profped  is  on  the  Gar- 
den of  Leicefler  Houfe  ;  but  that  more  than  once 
he  has  been  offering  him  his  Patronage,  to  re- 
concile him  to  a  World,  of  which  his  Misfor- 
tunes have  made  him  weary.  There  is  another 
Sidney  tlill  remaining,  tbo'  there  can  never  be  a- 
nother  Spencer  to  deterve  the  Favour.  Bat  one 
Sidney  gave  his  Patronage  to  the  Applications  of 
a  Poet  ;  the  other  offer'd  it  unask'd.  Thus, 
whether  as  a  fecond  Atticus^  or  a  fccond  Sir 
Philip  Sidney^  the  latter  in  all  refpeds  will  not 
have  the  wurfe  of  the  Comparifon ;  and  if  he 
will  take  up  with  the  fecond  place,  the  World 
will  not  fo  far  flatter  his  Modefty,  as  to  feat  him 
there,  unlefs  it  be  out  of  a  Deference  of  Manners, 
that  he  may  place  himfelf  where  he  pleafes  at  his 
own  Table. 

I  may  therefore  fafely  conclude,  that  he,  who 
fey  the  Confent  of  all  Men,  bears  fo  eminent  a 
Charadter,  will  out  of  his  inborn  Noblenefs 
forgive  the  Prefumption  of  this  Addrefs.  'Tis  an 
unfinifli'd  PiSure,  I  confefs,  but  the  Lines  and 
Features  are  fo  like,  that  it  cannot  be  miftaken  for 
any  other ;  and  without  writing  any  name  under 
it,  every  Beholder  mufk  cry  out,  at  the  firft  light, 
this  was  defign'd  for  Attieus ;   but  the  bad  Artift 

has 
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has  caft  too  much  of  him  into  Shades.  But  I  have 
this  Excufe,  that  even  the  greateft  Maftcrs  com- 
monly fall  fhort  of  the  belt  Faces.  They  may 
flatter  an  indifferent  Beauty;  but  the  Excellencies 
of  Nature  can  have  no  Right  done  to  them:  For 
there  both  the  Pencil  and  the  Pen  are  overcome 
by  the  Dignity  of  the  Subjed;  as  our  admirable 
IValler  has  exprefs'd  it. 

7'he  Heroes  Race  tranfcends  the  Poet's  'thought. 

There  are  few  in  any  Age  who  can  bear  the 
load  of  a  Dedication;  for  where  Praife  is  unde- 
ferv'd,  'tis  Satyr:  Tho'  Satyr  on  Folly  is  now  no 
longer  a  Scandal  to  any  onePerfon,  where  a  whole 
Age  is  dipt  together ;  yet  I  had  rather  undertake  a 
Multitude  one  way,  than  a  lingle  Atticus  the  o- 
ther ;  for  'tis  eafier  to  defcend,  than  'tis  to  climb. 
I  rtiould  have  gone  afham'd  out  of  the  World,  ifl 
had  not  at  leaft  attempted  this  Addrefs,  which  I 
have  long  thought  owing :  And  if  I  had  never  at- 
tempted, I  might  have  been  vain  enough  to  think  I 
might  have  fucceeded  in  it :  Now  I  have  made  the 
Experiment,  and  have  fail 'd,  through  my  Unwor- 
thinefs,  I  may  reft  fatisfy'd,  that  either  the  Ad- 
venture is  not  to  be  atchiev'd,  or  that  it  is  referv'd 
for  feme  other  hand. 

Be  pleas'd  therefore,  fince  the  Family  of  the  At- 
tici  is  and  ought  to  be  above  the  common  Forms 
of  Concluding  Letters,  that  I  may  take  my  leave 
in  the  Words  of  Cicero  to  the  firft  of  them :  Me,  0 
Pomponi,  valde  fGcnitet  vivere :  tantum  te  oro,  nt 
quoniam  me  ipfe  fernper  amafii,  ut  eodem  am  ore  fis ; 
ego  nimtrum  idemfum.  Inimici  met  meamtht^  non 
meipfum  ademerunt.  Cura^  Aitiee^  ut  valeas. 

Dabam  Cal. 
Jan.  1690. 
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I  Hether  it  luppen'd  through  a  long  Difuie 
of  Writing,  that  I  forgot  the  ufual  Com- 
pafi  of  a  Play  j  or  that  by  crowding  it 
with  Charadlcrs  and  Incidents,  I  put  a 
Neceflity  upon  my  felf  of  lengthning  the 
main  Aftion,  I  know  not ;  but  the  firft 
clay's  Audience  fufHciently  convinc'd  me  of  my  Elrrorj 
and  that  the  Poem  was  infupportably  too  ior.g.  'Tis 
an  ill  Ambition  of  us  Poets,  to  pleafe  an  Audience  with 
more  than  they  can  hear :  And,  fuppofing  that  we 
v/rote  as  well  as  vainly  we  imagine  ourfclves  to  write, 
yet  w^e  ought  to  conllder,  that  no  Man  can  bear  to 
be  long  ticKled.  There  is  a  Naufeoufnefs  in  a  City- 
Feaft,  when  we  are  to  fit  four  Hours  after  we  are 
cjoy'd.  I  am  therefore  in  the  firft  place  to  acknow- 
ledge, with  all  manner  of  Gratitude,  their  Civility,  who 
.w^ere  pleas'd  to  endure  it  with  fb  much  Patience,  to 
be  weary  with  Co  much  Good-nature  and  Silence,  and 
not  to  explode  an  Entertainment,  which  was  defign'd  to 
pleafe  them;  or  difcouragc  an  Author,  whofe  Misfor- 
tunes have  once  more  brought  him  againll  his  Will,  upon 
the  Stage.  While  I  continue  in  thefe  bad  Circumftances, 
(and  truly  I  fee  very  little  Probability  of  coming  out :)  I 

muft 
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tnuftbeoblig'd  to  write,  and  iflmayftill  hope  for  the  fame 
kind  Ufage,  I  {hall  the  lefs  repent  of  that  hard  Neceflity.  I 
write  not  this  out  of  any  Expe£tation  to  be  pitied ;  for  I 
have  Enemies  enough  to  wifh  me  yet  in  a  worfe  Condi- 
tion i  but  give  me  leave  to  fay,  that  if  I  can  pleafe  by 
writing,  as  I  fliall  endeavour  ir,  the  Town  may  be  fome- 
what  oblig'd  to  my  Misfortunes,  for  a  part  of  their  Di- 
verfion.  Having  been  longer  acquainted  with  the  St^e, 
than  any  Poet  now  living,  and  having  obferv'd  how  dif- 
ficult it  was  to  pleafe ;  that  the  Humours  of  Comedy 
were  almoft  fpent,  that  Love  and  Honour  (the  miftaken 
Topicks  of  Tragedy)  were  quite  worn  out,  that  the 
Theatres  could  not  fupport  their  Charges,  that  the  Audi- 
ence forfook  them,  that  young  Men  without  Learning 
fet  up  for  Judges,  and  that  they  talk'd  loudeft,  who  un- 
derftood  the  le?ft:  all  thefe  Difcouragements  had  not  on- 
ly wean'd  me  from  the  Stage,  but  had  alfo  given  me  a 
loathing  of  it.  But  enough  of  this  :  the  Difficulties 
continue ;  they  incieafe,  and  I  am  ftill  condemn'd  to  dig 
in  thofe  exhaufted  Mines.  Whatever  Fault  I  next  com- 
mit, reft  aflur'd  it  ftiall  not  be  that  of  too  much  length  : 
Above  twelve  hundred  Lines  have  been  cut  off  from  thi» 
Tragedy,  fince  it  was  firft  dcliver'd  to  the  Aftors.  They 
were  indeed  fo  judicioufly  lop'd  by  Mr.  Betierton,  to 
whofe  Care  and  excellent  Aftion  I  am  equally  oblig'd, 
that  the  Connexion  of  the  Story  was  not  loft  5  but  on 
the  other  fide,  it  was  impoftible  to  prevent  fome  part  of 
the  A£tion  from  being  precipitated  and  coming  on  with- 
out that  due  Preparation,  which  is  requir'd  to  all  great 
Events:  as  in  particular,  that  of  raifing  the  Mobile,  in 
the  beginning  of  the  fourth  AQ.;  which  a  Man  o^  Ben- 
diicars  cool  Charafter  cou'd  not  naturally  attempt,  with- 
out taking  all  thofe  Precautions,  which  he  forefaw 
wou'd  be  nccelliry  to  render  his  DeGgn  fuccefsful.  Oa 
this  Confidcration  I  have  replac'd  thofe  Lines  through  the 
whole  Poem  j  an  J  thereby  reftor'd  it  to  that  clearnefs  of 
Conception,  and  (if  I  may  dare  to  fay  it)  that  Luftre  and 
Mafculine  Vigour,  in  which  it  was  firft  written.  'Tis 
obvious  to  every  underftanding  Reader,  that  the  moft 
Poetical  Part5,  which  are  Defcriptions,  Images,  Simili- 
tudes, 
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tudes,  and  Moral  Sentences ;  arc  thofe  v/hich  of  nece/Ilty 
were  to  be  par'd  away,  when  the  Body  was  fwoln  into 
too  large  a  bulk  for  the  Reprefcntation  of  the  Stage.  But 
there  is  a  vaft  difference  becwixt  a  publick  Entertainment 
on  the  Theatre,  and  a  private  reading  in  the  Clofct :  In 
the  firfl:  we  are  confin'd  to  Time,  and  though  we  talk  not 
by  the  Hour-glafs,  yet  the  Watch  often  drawn  out  cf  the 
Pocket  v«  arns  the  Aftors  that  their  Audience  is  weary  j 
in  the  lafl  every  Reader  is  Judge  of  his  own  Convenience  j 
he  can  take  up  the  Book  and  lay  it  down  at  hispleafurCiand 
find  out  thofe  Beauties  of  Propriery  in  Thought  and 
Writing,  which  efcap'd  him  in  the  Tumult  and  Hurry  of 
reprefenting.  And  I  dare  boldly  promifc  for  this  P.'ay, 
that  in  the  loughnefs  of  the  Numbers  and  Cadences, 
(which  I  alTure  was  not  cafual,  but  fo  de/ign'd)  you  will 
fee  fomcwhat  more  mafterly  arifing  to  your  View,  than 
in  moft,  if  not  any  of  my  former  Tragedies.  There  is  a 
more  noble  daring  in  the  Figures,  and  more  faitable  to 
the  loftincfs  of  the  Subjeftj  and  belides  this  fome  New- 
nefles  of  Efigli/l),  tranflated  from  the  Beauties  of  Modern 
Tongues,  as  well  as  from  the  Elegancies  of  the  Latin  i 
and  here  and  there  fome  eld  Words  are  fprinkled,  v/hich 
for  their  Significance  and  Sound  deferv'd  not  to  be  anti- 
quated ;  {uch  as  we  ohSu  find  in  Saluji  amongft  tJie  Ro- 
njon  Authors,  and  in  Milton's  Paradife  amongft  ours^  tho' 
perhaps  the  latter,  inftead  of  fprinkling,  has  dealt  them 
with  too  free  a  hand,  even  fometimcs  to  the  obfcuring 
of  his  Senfe. 

As  for  the  Story  or  Plot  of  the  Tragedy,  'tis  purely 
Fidiion  j  for  I  take  it  up  where  the  Hiftory  has  laid  it 
down.  We  are  aflur'd  by  all  V/riters  of  thofe  Times, 
that  Seiajiiaa  a  young  Prince  of  great  Couiage  and  Ex- 
pe£lation,  undertook  that  War  partly  upon  a  Religious 
Account,  partly  at  the  Solicitation  of  MuUy-Miihumet, 
who  had  been  driven  out  of  his  Dominions  by  Ahdeime- 
lech,  or  as  others  call  him,  MHley-Mohuh  his  nigh  KinC 
man,  who  defcended  from  the  lame  Family  of  the  Xerijfs, 
whofe  Fathers  Hofnet  and  Mabotnet  had  conquer'd  that 
Empire  with  joint  Forces  j  ind  fhar'd  it  betwixt  them 
after  their  Victory :  That  the  Body  of  Bon  Sebajlim  was 

never 
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never  found  in  the  Field  of  Battk ;  which  gave  occafion 
for  niany  to  believe,  that  he  was  not  (lain  ;  that  feme 
Years  after,  when  the  Spaniards  with  a  pretended  Title, 
by  force  of  Arms  had  ufurp'd  the  Crown  of  Portugal  from. 
the  Houfe  of  Br^^anZiH,  a  certain  Perfbn  who  call'd  him- 
felf  Don  Sebaftian,  and  had  all  the  Marks  of  his  Body  and 
Features  of  his  Face,  appear'd  at  Venice,  where  he  was 
own'd  by  fome  of  his  Country-men ;  but  being  feiz'd  by 
the  Spaniards,  was  fivft  impriion'd,  then  fent  to  the  Gal- 
lies,  and  at  lafi:  put  to  Death  in  private.  'Tis  moil  cer- 
tain, that  the  lortnguefe  expe&ed  his  Return  for  alraoft 
an  Age  together  after  that  Battle;  which  is  at  Icaft  a 
Proof  of  their  extream  Love  to  h.s  Memory  3  and  the 
Uiagc  which  they  had  from  their  new  Conquerors,  might 
poflibly  make  them  fo  extravagant  in  their  Hopes  and 
Wifhes  for  their  old  Mafter. 

This  Ground-work  the  Hiftory  afforded  me,  and  I  de- 
fire  no  better  to  build  a  Play  upon  it :  For  where  the 
Event  of  a  great  Adiion  is  left  doubtful,  there  the  Poet  is 
left  Maficr:  He  may  raife  what  he  pleafcs  on  that  Foua- 
dation,  provided  he  ma-kes  it  of  a  pit'ce,  and  accoidiug  to 
the  Rule  of  Probability.  From  hence  I  was  only  obiig'd 
that  Sebafiinn-  fiiould  return  to  Vortugd  no  more  ;  but  at 
the  fame  time  I  had  him  at  my  own  difpolal,  whether 
to  bellow  him  in  Africk,  or  in  any  other  coiner  of  tlie 
Woild,  or  to  have  clos'd  the  Trs^edy  with  his  Death } 
and  the  lad  of  thefe  was  certainly  the  mod  eaiie,  bat  for 
the  fame  Reafon,  the  leail  artful;  becaufe,  as  I  have 
femewhere  faid,  the  Poifon  and  the  Dagger  are  ftillat 
hand  to  butcher  a  Heroe,  when  a  Poet  wants  the  Brains 
to  fave  him.  It  being  therefore  only  neccflary,  accord- 
ing to  the  Laws  of  the  'Druma,  that  Sebafiian  ILould  no 
more  be  fcen  upon  the  Throne,  I  leave  it  for  the 
World  to  judge,  whe::her  or  no  I  have  difpos'd  of  him 
according  to  Art,  or  have  bungled  up  the  ConcUiiion  of 
his  Adventure.  In  the  drawing  of  his  Charadler  I  forgot 
not  Piety,  which  any  one  may  obfcrve  to  be  one  Prm- 
cipal  Ingredient  of  it;  even  ib  far  as  to  be  a  Habit  in. 
him;  though  i  fhcw  him  once  to  be  tranfported  fio-m 
it  by  the  Violence  of  a  fuddea  Paiiion,  to  endeavour  a 

Self- 
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Sclf-Murther.  This  being  pre-fuppos'd,  that  he  was  re- 
ligious, the  Horror  of  hislnccft,  though  innocently  com- 
mitted, was  the  befl:  Reafon  which  the  Stage  cou'd  give 
for  hindering  his  Return.  'Tis  true  I  have  no  Right  to 
blaft  his  Memory  with  fuch  a  Crime  :  But  declaring  it 
to  be  Fiftion,  I  defire  my  Audience  to  think  it  no  longer 
true,  than  while  they  are  feeing  it  reprefented :  For  that 
once  ended,  he  may  be  a  Saint  for  ought  I  know  ;  and 
we  have  Reafon  to  prefume  he  is.  On  this  Suppofition, 
it  was  unrcafonable  to  have  kill'd  him  :  For  the  Learned 
h'lT.  Rymer  has  well  obferv'd,  that  in  all  Punifhments  v^-e 
are  to  regulate  our  {ekes  by  Poetical  Juiliccj  and  accor- 
ding to  thofe  Mcafures  an  involuntary  Sin  deferves  not 
Death;  from  whence  it  follows,  that  to  divorce  him felf 
from  the  beloved  Obje£l,  to  retire  into  a  Defart,  and  de- 
prive himfelf  of  a  Throne,  was  the  utmofl:  Punifhment 
which  a  Poet  could  inflifk,  as  it  was  alfo  the  utmoft  Re- 
paration which  Ssbaftian  cou'd  make.  For  what  relates 
to  Almeyda,  her  Part  is  wholly  fidiitious:  I  know  it  s 
the  Sirname  of  a  noble  Family  in  Portugal,  which  was 
rcryinftrumentalin  the  \kc^o:5X\onoi Doii  J-ohnde  Br agan- 
za,  Father  to  the  moft  Illuftrious  and  moft  Pious  Princefs 
our  Queen  Dowager.  The  Frei-irh  Author  of  a  Novel  calj'd 
Don  Sebajllan,  has  given  that  Name  to  an  African  Lcdy 
of  his  own  Invention,  and  makes  he«-  Siiler  to  MttUy-Ma- 
humet.  But  I  have  wholly  chang'd  the  Accidents,  and 
borrow'd  nothing  but  the  Suppolition,  that  flie  was  bc- 
lov'd  by  the  King  of  Portugal.  The'  if  I  hid  taken  the 
whole  Story,  and  wrought  it  up  into  a  Pky^  I  mi^ht 
have  done  it  exactly  according  to  the  Pra£tice  of  almoft 
all  the  Ancients;  who  were  never  accus'd  of  being  hU- 
giaries^  for  building  their  Tragedies  on  known  Fables. 
Thus  Augufius  Cefar  wrote  an  Aj.ix,  which  v/as  no:  the 
leis  his  own,  becaufe  Euripides  had  written  a  Play  before 
him  on  that  Subject.  Thus  of  late  Years  Corneille  writ 
an  Oedipus  after  Sophocles;  and  I  have  delign'd  one  after 
him,  which  I  wrote  with  Mr.  Lee,  yet  neither  the  French 
Poet  ftole  from  the  Greek,  nor  we  from  the  French-man. 
*Tis  the  Contrivance,  the  new  Turn,  and  new  Charafters, 
which  alter  the  Property,  and  make  it  ours.  The  Ma- 
teria 
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teriA  Toetica  is  as  common  to  all  Writers,  as  the  Materia 
Medial  to  all  Phyficians.  Thus  in  our  Chronicles,  Daniel's 
Hiftory  is  ftill  his  own,  though  Matthew  Paris,  Stow,  and 
Holling/hed  writ  before  him ,  otherwiie  we  muft  have 
been  content  with  their  dull  Relations,  if  a  better  Pen 
had  not  been  allow'd  to  come  after  them,  and  write  his 
own  Account  after  a  new  and  better  Manner. 

I  muft  farther  declare  freely,  that  I  have  not  exaftly 
kept  to  the  three  mcchanick  Rules  of  Unity :  I  knew 
them,  and  had  them  in  my  Eye,  but  follow'd  them  only 
at  a  Diftance;  for  the  Genius  of  the  Englifh  cannot  bear 
roo  regular  a  Play;  we  are  given  to  Variety,  even  to  a 
Debauchery  of  Pieafure.  My  Scenes  are  therefore  fomc- 
times  broken,  bccaufe  my  Under-Plot  required  them  ib  to 
be;  tho' the  general  Scene  remains  of  the  fame  Caille; 
ard  I  have  taken  the  Time  of  two  Days,  becaufe  the  Va- 
riety of  Accidents,  which  are  here  reprefented,  cou'd  rot 
naturally  be  fuppos'd  to  arrive  in  one  :  But  to  gain  a 
greater  Beauty,  'tis  lawful  for  a  Poet  to  fuperfede  a  lefs. 

I  muft  likewife  own,  that  I  have  fomewhat  deviated 
from  the  known  Hiftory,  in  the  Death  of  Muley-Moluch, 
who,  by  all  Relations,  died  of  a  Fever  in  the  Battle,  be- 
fore his  Army  had  wholly  won  the  Field;  but  if  I  have 
allow'd  him  another  Day  of  Life,  it  was  becaufe  I  ftood 
in  Need  of  fo  ftiining  a  Charadter  of  Brutality,  as  I  have 
given  him ;  which  is  indeed  the  fame,  with  that  of  the 
prefent  Emperor  MuUy-lJhmael,  as  Ibme  of  our  Znglijh 
OfHcers,  who  have  been  in  his  Court,  have  credibly  ia- 
forra'd  me. 

I  have  been  liftning  what  Objeftions  had  been  made 
againft  the  Conduft  of  the  Play,,  but  found  them  all  fo 
trivial,  that  if  I  ftiou'd  name  tliem,  a  true  Critick  wou'd 
imagine  that  I  play'd  Booty,  and  only  rais'd  up  Fantoms 
for  my  felt  to  conquer.  Some  are  pleas'd  to  fay  the  Wri- 
ting is  dull;  but  Atatem  habet,  de  fe  loquatur.  Others,  that 
the  double  Poifbn  is  unnatural;  let  the  common  receiv'd 
Opinion,  and  Auf$nim  his  famous  Epigram  anfwer  that. 
Laftly,  a  more  ignorant  Sort  of  Creatures  than  either  of 
the  former,  maintain  that  the  Charafter  of  Borax  is  not 
only  UHoaturai,   but  inconfiftent  with  it  isHi  let  them 
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rcjtti  the  Play  and  think  agaift;  and  if  yet  they  are  not  fi- 
tisfied,  caft  their  Eyes  oq  that  Chapter  of  the  wife  Mm- 
tMffM,  which  is  entitled,  dt  i  Inconjimce  ties  AQims  kn- 
tntmes.  A  longer  Reply  is  what  thole  Cavillers  deferve 
not;  but  I  will  give  them  and  their  Fellows  to  under- 
ftand,  that  the  Earl  of  Dorfet  was  plcas'd  to  read  the  Tra- 
gedy twice  over  before  it  was  A£ted ;  and  did  me  the 
Favour  to  fend  me  Word,  that  I  had  written  beyond  any 
of  my  former  Plays  j  and  that  he  was  difpleas'd  any  Thing 
fhou'd  be  cut  aw:iy.  If  I  have  not  Reafon  to  prefer  his 
fingle  Judgment  to  a  whole  Faftion,  let  the  World  be 
Judges  for  the  Oppofition  is  the  fame  with  that  of  Im- 
can's  Heroe  agaiitli  an  Army ;  concurrere  btllum,  of  que  vi- 
rum.  I  think  I  may  modeftiy  cocclude,  that  whatever 
Errors  there  may  be,  either  in  the  Dci:gn,  or  writing  of 
this  Play,  they  are  not  thoie  v/hich  have  been  objet^ed 
to  it.  I  think  alfo,  that  I  am  not  yet  arriv'd  to  the  Age 
of  Doting  i  and  that  1  liave  given  fb  much  Application 
to  th  s  Poem,  that  1  cou'd  not  probably  let  it  run  into 
many  grois  Abiurdities ;  which  may  caution  ray  Enc- 
■ues  from  too  raih  a  CcrCure;  and  may  alfo  encourage 
any  Friends,  w^ho  are  ma  ly  more  than  1  cou'd  reafonabiy 
hare  expected,  to  bcl  eve  their  Kiixinefs  has  not  been 
very  undejfcrvediy  beftow'd  en  me.  This  is  not  a  Play 
that  was  huddl'd  up  in  Halfej  and  to  fhew^  it  was  not,  I 
will  own,  !^hat  berice  the  general  Moral  of  it,  which  is 
■  given  in  the  four  kit  Lines,  there  is  alfo  another  Mora], 
eou/:h'd  under  every  one  of  the  principal  Parts  atid  Chz- 
radlers,  which  a  judicious  Cntick  will  oblerve,  though  I 
point  not  to  it  in  this  Preface.  And  there  may  be  alfo 
feme  ftcrct  Beauties  in  the  Decorum  of  Parts,  and  Uni- 
formity of  Deiign,  which  my  puny  Judges  will  not  ea- 
fily  find  out  -y  let  them  conlider  in  the  hft  Scene  of  the 
Fourth  Act,  whether  I  have  not  preferv'd  the  Rule  of 
Decency,  in  giving  all  the  Advantage  to  the  Royal  Cha- 
ra<5fcer;  and  in  making  D^rax.  firft  fubmit  :  Perhaps  too 
they  may  have  thought,  that  it  was  through  Indigence 
©f  Chara(Sters,  that  I  have  given  the  faove  to  Stbafiixi  and 
.dlxnsyda;  and  confequenily  made  them  alike  in  aii Things 
but  their  Sex    Bat  ^  tbeca  iook  a  ;bttle  deeper  into  the 

Matter, 
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Matter,  and  they  will  firad  that  this  Identity  of  Ciraraiae^ 
in  the  Greatnefs  of  their  ^ouls,  was  intended  for  a  Pre- 
paration of  the  final  Difcovery,  and  that  the  Likenefs  of 
their  Nature,  was  a  feir  Hint  to  tiie  Proximity  of  their 
Blood. 

To  avoid  the  Imputation  of  too  much  Vanity  (  for  all 
Writer*,  and  efpecially  Poets  will  have  fome )  I  will  give 
but  one  other  Inftince,  in  Relation  to  the  Uniformity  of 
the  Defign.  I  have  obferv'd,  that  the  Tnglifh  will  not 
bear  a  thorough  Tragedy  5  but  are  f^s'd,  that  it  llipu'd 
be  lightned  with  Under-Parts  of  Mirth.  It  had  been 
eafie  for  mc  to  have  given  my  Audience  a  better  Courfe 
of  Comedy,  I  mean  a  more  diverting,  than  that  of  An- 
tonio and  Morayma.  But  I  dare  appeal  even  to  my  Ene- 
mies, if  I  or  any  Man  CDu'd  have  invented  one  whfch 
had  been  more  of  a  Piece,  and  more  depending  on  the 
lerious  Part  of  the  Defign.  For  what  eou'd  be  more  u- 
niforra,  than  to  draw  from  -out  of  the  Members  of  a  cap- 
tive Court,  the  Subjedi  of  a  comical  Entertainment?  To 
prepare  this  Epifodc,  you  fee  Demx  giving  the  Character 
of  Jlntoiiio,  in  the  Beginning  of  the  Play,  upon  his  firft 
Sight  of  him  -at  the  Lottery  ;  and  to  make  the  Depen- 
dence, Antonio  is  engag'd  in  the  Fourth  Aft,  for  the  De- 
liverance oiAlmeyda, ;  which  is  alfb  prepar'd,  by  his  being 
firft  made  a  Slave  to  the  Captain  of  the  Rabble. 

I  fhou'd  beg  Pai'don  for  thefc  Inftances ;  but  perhaps 
they  may  be  of  Ufe  to  future  Poets,  in  the  Conilud:  of 
their  Plays :  At  leaft  if  I  appear  too  pofitive ;  I  am  grow- 
ing old,  and  theieby,  in  Poflcffion  of  fbme  Experience, 
which  Men  in  Years  will  always  aflumc  for  a  Right  t^f 
Talking.  Certainly,  if  a  Man  can  ever  have  Realon  to 
fet  a  Value  on  himfelf,  'tis  when  his  ungenerous  Ene- 
mies are  taking  the  Advantage  of  the  Times  upon  him, 
to  ruin  him  in  his  Reputation.  And  therefore  for  once, 
I  will  make  bold  to  take  the  Counfel  of  my  old  Matter 
Virpl, 

Tu  ne  cede  mMifi  fadcomm  mdentitr  Ho. 

PRO- 
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Sent  to  the  Author  by  an  unknown  Hard, 
and  proposM  to  be  Spoken  by  Mrs. 
Mont  ford  dreft  like  an  Officer. 

BKtght  Beauties  teho  in  avftd  Cinle  jit. 
And  you  grave  Synod  of  the  dreadful  fit. 
And  you  the  Upper-Tire  of  Fopgun-Wit, 

tray  eafe  me  of  my  Wonder.,  if  you  may: 

Is  all  this  Crowd  barely  to  fee  the  flay. 

Or  is't  the  Poet's  Execution-Day  ? 

His  Breath  is  in  your  Hands  I  will  prefume^ 

But  I  adxife  you  to  d^fer  his  Boom, 

'Jill  you  have  got  a  better  in  his  Boom ; 

And  don't  malicioufly  combine  together. 

As  if  in  Spight  and  Spleen  you  were  come  hither } 

"For  he  has  kept  the  Fen,  tho'  loft  the  Feather. 

And  on  my  Honour,  Ladies,  I  avow. 

This  Play  was  writ  in  Charity  to  you  : 

Torfuch  a  Dearth  of  Wit  who  ever  knew  f 

Sure  'tis  a  judgment  on  this  Sinful  Nationt 
Tor  the  Abufe  of  Jo  great  Difpenfation : 
And  therefore  I  refolv'd  to  change  Vocation'. 
Tor  want  of  Petty-Coat  I've  put  on  Buff", 
To  try  what  may  be  got  by  lyiag  rough : 
How  think  you  Sirs,  is  it  not  well  enough? 

Of  Bully-Criticks  I  a  Troop  wou'dlead; 
But  one  reply' d.  Thank  you,  there's  no  fuch  Need, 
I  at  Groom-Porter's,  Sir,  canfafer  bleed. 
Another,  who  the  Name  of  Danger  loaths, 
Vow'd  he  wou'd  go,  and  fwore  me  forty  Oath;, 
B.,t  that  i.is  Horfes  nere  it  Body-Cloath/. 
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A  Third  cry'd.  Bam  my  Btood,  I'd  be  content 
2J»  ^ujh  my  Tortune,  if  the  Parliameftt 
Would  but  recal  Claret  from  Bmijloment . 

^Fourth  (and  I  have  done)  made  this  Zxcufe, 

I'd  draw  my  Sword  in  Ireland,  Sir,  to  chuji ;  ' 

Had  not  their  Women  gouty  Leggs,  and  wore  no  Shoes. 

Well,  I  may  march,  thought  I,  and  fight,  and  trudge, 
But  of  theje  Blades  the  Detil  a  Man  will  budge  j 
They  there  would  fight,  e'en  jufi  as  here  they  judge. 

Here  they  will  pay  for  Leave  to  find  a  Fault, 
But  when  their  Hc.our  calls,  they  can't  be  bought  j 
Honour  in  Danger,  Blood  and  Wounds  is  fought. 

Lofi  Virtue  whither  fied,  or  where' s  thy  Dwelling 
Who  can  reveal  ?  at  leaft  'tis  pafi  my  telling, 
Urdefi  thou  art  emharkt  for  Iniskelling. 

0»  Carrion-Tits  thofe  Sparks  denounce  their  Rage, 
hi  Boot  ofWifp  and  Leinfter  Frife  engage: 
what  would  you  do  in  fueh  an  Equipage? 

The  Siege  ofDtxrj  does  you  Gallants  threaten: 
Not  out  cf  errant  Shame  of  being  beaten. 
As  Fear  of  wanting  Meat,  or  being  eaten. 

Were  Wit  like  Honour,  to  be  won  by  fighting. 
How  few  jufi  Judges  would  there  be  of  Writing, 
Then  you  would  leave  this  villainous  Back-biting. 

Tour  Talents  lye  how  to  exprefs  your  Spight, 
But  where  is  he  knows  how  w  praife  aright  ? 
Tou  praife  like  Cowards,  but  like  Criticks  fight. 

Ladies  be  wife,  and  wean  thefe  yearling  Calves, 
Who  in  your  Service  too  are  meer  Faux-braves, 
They  fudge,  and  Write.,  wd  Fight,  and Love  by  Halves, 
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Spoken  by  a  Woman. 

THE  Juige  remov^i,  tho'  he^s  no  mere  My  Itrd, 
May  plead  at  Bar,  or  at  the  Comcil-Boftrd : 
So  may  caft  Poets  write;  there j  no  Fretenfion 
To  argue  Lofs  of  Wit,  from  Lofs  ofVenfim. 
Tour  Looks  are  cheerful  ■>  and  in  all  this  Place 
7  fee  not  one,  that  wears  a  damning  Face. 
The  Britifh  Nation  is  too  brave,  to  Jheto 
Ignoble  Vengeance  on  a  lanquifh'd  Foe. 
At  leafi  be  civil  to  the  Wretch  imploring ; 
And  lay  your  Pavs  upon  him,  without  roaring : 
Suppofe  our  Poet  was  your  Foe  before  5 
Yet  now,  the  Bus'nefs  of  the  Field  is  «Vi 
'Tis  Time  to  let  your  Civil-Wars  alone^ 
When  Troops  are  into  Winter-Quarters  gone. 
Jove  was  alike  to  Latian  and  to  Phrygian  j 
And  you  well  know,  a  Play's  of  no  Religion. 
Take  good  Aihice,  and  pleafe  your  Jehes  this  Bay-y 
No  Matter  from  what  Hands  yon  have  the  Play. 
Among  good  Fellows  ev'ry  Health  will  pafs. 
That  ferves  to  carry  round  another  Glafs : 
When,  with  full  Boyvls  of  Burgundy  you  dine,  y 

Tho'  at  the  Mighty  Monarch  you  repine,  P" 

TCou  grant  him  fill  Mod  Chriftian  in  his  Wme.  '^ 

Thus  far  the  Poet;  but  his  Brains  grow  Addles 
And  all  the  reji  is  purely  from  this  Noddle, 
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Yotivefeen  Xoung  Ladies  at  the  Senate-Door, 
Trefer  Vetitions,  and  your  Grace  hnpiore; 
However  grave  the  LegiJJators  were. 
Their  Caufe  went  ne'er  the  worfi  for  being  Fair. 
JUafons  as  weak  as  theirs,  perhaps  I  bring  j 
But  I  cou'd  bribe  you  with  as  good  thing. 
1  heard  him  make  Aivances  of  good  Nature  i 
That  he,  for  once,  wou'd  Jheath  his  cutting  Satyt 
Sign  but  his  Peace,  he  lows  he'll  ne'er  again 
The  facred  Names  of  Fops  and  Beaus  profme. 
Stike  up  the  Bargain  quickly  ;  for  I  [wear. 
As  Times  go  now,  he  offers  very  fair. 
Be  not  too  hard  on  him  with  Statutes  neither. 
Be  kind;  and  do  not  fet  your  Tteth  together, 
Tbjiretch  the  Laws,  as  Coblers  do  their  Leather. 
Horfes  by  Papifts  are  not  to  be  ridden ; 
But  ft^e  the  Mufes  Horfe  was  ne'er  forbidden. 
For  in  no  Kate-Book  it  was  ever  found 
That  Pegafus  was  valued  at  Five  Found  : 
Fine  him  to  daily  Drudging  and  Inditing  j 
Atkl  let  him  pay  his  Taxes  out  in  Writing, 
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MEN. 

Dm  Sebftfl'tMh  King  of  Fortugal.  Mr.  PPilliams. 

Muley-Moluch,  Emperor  of  Barbary.  Mr.  Kynaftm. 

Dor  ax,  a  Noble  Fortuguefe,  now  a  Rene-  7 

gade,  formerly  Bon  Alonz.0  de  Syhera,  x  Mr .  Betterton, 

Alcade,  or  Governor  of  alcazar.  3 

Benducar,  Chief  Minifter,  and  Favourite  7  , .    SmAfori 

to  the  Emperor.  3        "        ■'''''^' 

The  Mufti  Abddh.  Mr.  Underbill, 

'Muley-Zeydan,  Brother  to  the  Emperor.         Mr.P<m>W/,Juii 
X)on  Aam.io,  a  young,  noble,  amorous     ?    j^^^.  ^^^f^j^ 

PortH^uefe,  now  a  Slave.  i         * 

D.«  .^W.  anoldCounfellorto  Don  ?    ^^   £„„;;^/ 

Seoajli^n,  now  a  Slave  alio.  5 

M«/;i/>i&;i,  Captain  of  the  Rabble.  Mr.  Leigh. 

WOMEN. 


Almeyday  a  Captive  Queen  of  Barbary.      Mrs.  Barry. 

Morayma,  Daughter  to  the  Mufti.  Mrs.  Moraford. 

ychayma.  Chief  Wife  to  the  Mufti.  Mrs  Leigh. 

Two  Merchants. 

Rabble. 

A  Servant  to  Benducar. 

A  Servant  to  the  M«/r;. 

iS  C  £  iV  £  in  the  Caftle  of  Alcazar, 


DON 


Dt)N  SEBASTIAN, 

Kmg  of  Portugal. 

ACT    I.      SCENE    I. 


The  SC ENE at  Alc^l^r,  reprefenting  a  Market- 
Place  under  the  Cajile. 

'Enter  Muley-Zeydan,  and  Benducar.  -^^ 

Muley-Zeydan.  I 

,OW  Africa's  Jong  Wars  are  at  an  End, 
And  our  parch'd  Earth  is  drcnch'd  in  Chri- 

ftian  Blood  j 
My  conquering  Brother  will  have  Slaves 

enow 
To  pay  his  cruel  Vows  for  Vi^ory. 
What  hear  you  of  Sebafilm,  King  of  Portugal^ 

Bend.  He  fell  among  a  Heap  of  flaughter'd  Moors  i 
Though  yer  his  mangled  Carkafs  is  not  found. 
The  Rival  of  our  threatned  Empire,  Mahumet, 
Was  hot  purfu'dj  and  in  the  general  Rout, 
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Wiftook  a  fwdling  Current  for  a  Ford ; 
And  in  MucaxMr's  Flood  was  feen  to  rife; 
Thrice  was  he  feen;  at  length  his  Courfcr  plung'd,' 
And  threw  him  offj  the  Waves  whelm'd  over  him. 
And  helplefs  in  his  heavy  Arms  he  drown'd. 

Mul.Ztvd.  Thus,  then,  a  doubtful  Title  is  cxtinguifli'd; 
Thus  MoiHch,  ftill  the  Favourite  of  Fate, 
Swims  in  a  finguine  Torrent  to  the  Throne  : 
As  if  our  Prophet  only  work'd  for  him ; 
The  Heavens  and  all  the  Stars  arc  his  hir'd  Servants, 
As  Mitley-Zeydan  were  not  worth  their  Care, 
And  younger  Brothers  but  the  Draff  of  Nature. 

Bend.  Be  ftil!,  and  learn  the  foothing  Arts  of  Court  j 
Adore  his  Fortune,  mix  with  flattering  Crowds, 
And  when  they  praife  him  moft,  be  you  the  loudefti 
Your  Brother  is  luxurious,  clofe,  and  cruel. 
Generous  by  Fits,  but  permanent  in  Mifchief. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Difcontent  wou'd  ruin  us ; 
"We  muft  be  fafe  before  we  can  be  great ; 
Thcfe  Things  obferv'd,  leave  me  to  fliapc  the  reft. 

M«/.  Zeyd.  You  have  the  Key,  he  opens  imvard  to  you. 

'Bend.  So  often  try'd,  and  ever  found  fo  true. 
Has  given  me  Truft,  and  Truft  has  given  mc  Means 
Once  to  be  faHe  for  all.    I  truft  not  him . 
For  now.  his  Ends  are  ferv'd,  and  he  grown  abfolute, 
How  am  I  fiire  to  ftand  who  ferv'd  tnofe  Ends  ? 
I  knov7  your  Nature  open,  mild,  and  grateful } 
In  fuch  a  Prince  the  People  may  be  bleft. 
And  I  be  fafe. 

Mul.  Zeyd.  My  Father !  [EmbrMing  him. 

Bend.  My  future  King,  (Aufpicious  Muley  Zeydm:  ) 
5hall  I  adore  you?  No,  the  Place  is  publicki 
I  worfhip  you  within ;  the  outward  KCt 
Shall  be  relcrv'd  till  Nations  follow  me, 
And  Heaven  fhall  envy  you  the  kneeling  World. 
You  know  th'  Alcade  of  AlcazMr,  Dorax  t 

Mul  Zeyd.  The  gallant  Renegade  you  mean  ?  Bend.  The 
That  gloomy  Outfide,  like  a  rufty  Cheft,  [iame : 

Contains  the  fhining  Treafure  of  a  Soul, 
Kelolv'd  and  brave  j  he  has  the  Soldiers  Hearts,      [on  us. 
And  Time  (hall  make  him  ours.  Mul.  Zeyd.  He's  juft  up- 
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Bend,  I  know  him  from  afer, 
By  the  long  Stride  and  by  the  fallen  Poh:       "* 
Retire  my  Lord. 

Waft  on  your  Brother's  Triumph,  vours  is  next. 
His  Growth  is  but  a  wild  and  froitlefs  Plant, 
ril  cut  his  barren  Branches  to  the  Stock, 
And  graft  you  on  to  bear. 

Mul.  Zeyd.  My  Oracle  !  {Exit  Mul.  Zeyd. 

Bend.  Yes  to  delude  your  Hopes,  poor  credulous  Fooi, 
To  think  that  I  wou'd  give  away  the  Fruit 
Of  fo  much  Toil,  fuch  Guilt,  and  fuch  Damnation  : 
If  I  am  damn'd  it  ftiall  be  for  my  felf : 
This  eafie  Fool  muft  be  my  Stale,  fet  up 
To  catch  the  Peoples  Eyes ;  he's  tame  and  merciful. 
Him  I  can  manage,  'till  I  make  him  odious 
By  fome  unpopular  Acl,  and  then  dethrone  him, 

JEmtr  Dorax. 
Now  Borax ! 

Dor.  Well  Bejnboucctr  ! 

Bend,  Bare  Bemioncar! 

Bor.  Thou  would'ft  have  Titles,  take  'cm  then,  Ch?rr 
Firft  Hangman  of  the  State.  [Miniftcr, 

Bend.  Some  call  me  Favourite. 

Dor.  Wliat's  that,  his  Minion? 
Thou  art  too  old  to  be  a  Catamite! 
IJow  prithee  tell  me,  and  abate  thy  Pride, 
Is  not  Benducar  bare,  a  better  Name 
In  a  Friend's  Mouth,  than  all  thofe  gawdy  Titles, 
Which  I  difdain  to  give  the  Man  I  love? 

Bend.  But  always  out  of  Humour,— ——-_ 

Dor.  I  have  Caufe: 
Tho'  all  Mankind  is  Caufe  enough  for  Satyr. 

Bend.  Why  then  thou  haft  revenp'd  thee  on  Mankin(^ 
They  fay  in  Fight,  thou  hadft  a  thirfty  Sword, 
And  well  'twas  glutted  there. 

D»r.  I  fpitted  Frogs,  I  crulh'd  a  Heap  of  Emmets, 
A  Hundred  of  *em  to  a  finglc  Soul, 
And  that  but  fcanty  Weight  too :  The  great  Devil! 
Scarce  thank'd  me  for  my  Pains ;  he  fwallows  Vulgar 
Like  whipp'd  Cream,  feels  'em  not  in  going  down. 
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'Bmi.  Brave  Renegade!  cou'd'ft  thou  not  meet  Sa^ajiifin  / 
Thy  Mafter  had  been  worthy  of  thy  Sword. 

Dor.  My  Mafter  ?  By  what  Title  ? 
Becaufc  I  happen'd  to  be  born  where  he 
Happen'd  to  be  King  ?  And  yet  I  ferv'd  hinj» 
Nay,  I  was  Fool  enough  to  love  him  too. 
You  know  my  Story,  how  I  was  rewarded 
yor  fifteen  hard  Campaigns,  ftiil  hoop'd  in  Iron, 
And  why  I  turn'd  Mahometan :   I'm  grateful  j 
But  whofoever  dares  to  injure  me. 
Let  that  Man  know,  1  dare  to  be  reveng'd. 

Bmd.StiW  you  run  off  from  Biafsi  fay  what  moves 
Your  prefent  Spleen  ? 

T>or.  Y«u  mark'd  not  what  I  told  you; 
I  kill'd  not  one  that  was  his  Maker's  Image; 
I  met  with  none  but  vulgar  two-legg'd  Brutes, 
Sebafiian  was  my  Aim  j  he  was  a  Man : 
Nay,  though  he  hated  me,  and  I  hate  him. 
Yet  I  muft  do  him  Right  he  was  a  Man, 
Above  Man's  height,   ev'n  tow'ring  to  Bivitiity. 
Brave,  pious,  generous,  great  and  liberal : 
Juft,  as.  the  Scales  of  Heaven  that  weigh  the  SeafonsJ 
He  lov'd  his  People,  him  they  Idolii'd  : 
And  thence  proceeds  my  mortal  Hatred  to  him. 
That  thus  unblameable  to  all  bcfides 
He  err'd  to  me  alone  : 
His  Goodnefs  was  difJus'd  to  human  Kind, 
And  all  his  Cruelty  confin'd  to  me. 

Betid.  You  cou'd  not  meet  him  then  ? 

Dor.  No,  though  I  fought 
Where  Ranks  fell  thickelt;  'twas  indeed  the  Place 
To  feek  Sebajiim  :  Through  a  Track  of  Death 
I  follow'd  him  by  Groans  of  dying  Foes, 
But  ftill  1  came  too  late,  for  he  was  flown 
Like  Lightning,  fwift  before  me  to  new  Slaughters. 
I  mow'd  a-crofs,  and  madCv  irregular  Harveft, 
Defac'd  the  Pomp  of  Battle,  but  in  vain, 
For  he  was  Iliil  fupplying  Death  elfewhere: 
This  mads  me,  that  perhaps  ignoble  Hands 
Have  overlaid  him,  for  they  cou'd  not  conquer. 

Mur- 
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Murder'd  by  Multitudes,  whom  I  alone 

Had  Right  to  flay  •,  I  too  wou'd  have  been  flain,". 

That  catching  Hold  upon  his  flitting  Ghoft, 

I  might  have  robb'd  him  of  his  opening  Heav'n  ; 

And  drag  him  down  with  me,   Spight  of  Predefti nation; 

Bend.  'Tis  of  as  much  Import  as  Afric's  Worth, 
To  know  what  came  of  him,  and  of  Almeyditi 
The  Sifter  of  the  vanquifh'd  Mahumet, 
Whofe  fatal  Beauty  to  her  Brother  drew 
The  Land's  third  Part,  as  Lucifer  did  Hcav'n's. 

Dor.  1  hope  flie  dy'd  in  her  own  Female  Calling, 
Choak'd  up  with  Man,  and  gorg'd  with  Circumcilion, 
As  for  Sehftfilan,  we  muft  fearch  the  Field, 
And  where  we  fee  a  Mountain  of  the  Slain, 
Send  one  to  climb,  and  looking  down  below. 
There  he  fliall  find  him  at  his  Manly. Length, 
With  his  Face  up  to  Heav'n,  in  the  red  Monumeat, 
Which  his  true  Sword  has  digg'd. 

Bend.  Yet  we  may  poflibly  hear  farther  Ncv/s ; 
For  while  our  Africans  purfu'd  the  Chale, 
The  Captain  of  the  Rabble  iflued  our. 
With  a  black  Shirtlefs  Train  to  fpoil  the  Dea.if, 
And  feize  the  Living. 

Dor.  Each  of  'em  an  Hoft, 
A  Million  ftrong  of  Vermin  ev'ry  Villain  : 
No  Part  of  Government,  but  Lords  of  Anarchy, 
Chaos  of  Power,  and  privilcdg'd  DeftrucSlion. 

Bend.  Yet  I  muft  tell  you  Friend,  the  Great  muft  ulc 
Sometimes  as  neceflary  Tools  of  Tumult.  ['em^ 

Dor.  I  wou'd  ufe  'em 
Like  Dogs  in  Times  of  Plague,  Out-Laws  of  Nature, 
Fit  to  be  fhot  and  brain'd :  Without  a  Procefs 
To  flop  Infedion,  that's  their  proper  Death. 

Bend.  No  more  : 
Behold  the  Emperor  coming  to  furvey 
The  Slaves,  in  order  to  perform  his  Vow. 

Enter  Muley-Moluch  the  Emperor,  with  AttendMts. 
The  Mufti,  anJ  Muley-Zeydan. 

Mel.  Our  Armours  now  may  ruft,  our  Idle  Scymiters 
Hang  by  our  3idcs  for  Ornament,  not  Ufe  : 
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Children  (hall  beat  our  Atabals  and  Drums, 

And  all  the  noifie  Trades  of  War,  no  more 

Shall  wake  the  peaceful  Morn :  The  Xeriff's  Blood 

"No  longer  in  divided  Channels  runs. 

The  younger  Houfe  took  End  in  Mahumet : 

Nor  fhall  Sebaflim's,  formidable  Name 

jBe  longer  us'd,  to  lull  the  crying  Babe! 

Muf.  For  this  Viftorious  Day  our  mighty  Prophet 
Expefts  your  Gratitude,  the  Sacrifice 
Of  Chriftian  Slaves,  devoted,  if  you  won. 

hlol   The  Purple  Prefent  fliall  be  richly  paid: 
That  Vow  perform'd,  Fafiing  (hall  be  abolifh'd  : 
None  ever  ferv'd  Heav'n  well  with  a  ftarv'd  Face: 
Preach  Abftinence  no  morei  I'll  tell  thee  Mufiy, 
Good  Feafting  it  devout  :  And  thou  our  Head, 
Haft  a  religious,  ruddy  Countenance: 
We  will  have  learned  Luxury  :  our  lean  Faith 
f  Tives  Scandal  to  the  Chrijiians  :  they  feed  high  ; 
Then  look  for  Shoals  ot  Converts,  when  thou  haft 
Rerbrm'd  us  into  FeaQing. 

M;./.  Fafting  is  but  the  Letter  of  the  Law : 
Vet  it  fl:ews  well  to  preach  it  to  the  Vulgar. 
V/ine  is  againft  our  Law,  that's  literal  too. 
But  not  deny'd  to  Kings  and  to  their  Guides, 
Wire  is  a  holy  Liquor  for  the  Great. 

Dor.  [Ajide!]  This  l-Iufty  in  my  Confciencc  is  fbme  Englifh 
Renegade,  he  talks  fo  lavourily  of  Toping. 

i^.oi.  Bring  forth  th'  unhappy  Relicks  of  the  War. 
£f7Ur  Muftapha  Captain  of  the  Rabble,  with  his  Followers  of 

the Blaek-Guard,  &c.  and  other  Moors:  JViththemaCom- 

pany  of  Vonugue[cSlaves,  vithout  any  of  the  Chief  Per  Jons, 

Mul.Mol.  Thefe  are  not  fit  to  pay  an  Emperor's  Vow; 
Our  Bulls  and  Rams  had  been  mare  noble  Vidimsj 
Thefe  are  but  Garbidge,  not  a  Sacrifice. 

Mttf.  The  Prophet  muft  not  pick  and  chufe  his  O firings ; 
Now  he  has  given  the  Day,  Ms  paft  recalling: 
And  he  muft  be  content  with  fuch  as  thele.        [Matters. 

Mul.  Mol.  But  are  thefe  all?  Speak  you  that  are  their 

Mufi.  All  upon  my  Honour :  It  you'll  take  'em  as  their 
Fathers  got  'em,  fo.    If  not,  you  muft  ftay  'till  they  get 
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a  better  Generation  :  Thefe  Chrijiians  are  meer  Bunglers  i 
they  procreate  nothing  but  out  of  their  own  Wives  j  and 
thefe  have  all  the  Looks  of  eldeft  Sons. 
Mtdey-Mol.  Pain  of  your  Lives  let  none  conceal  a  Slave. 
Mufi.  Let  every  Man  look  to  his  own  Confdencc>  I 
am  fure  mine  fliall  never  hang  me. 

Bend.  Thou  ijjeak'ft  as  if  thou  wert  privy  to  Conceal- 
ments :  Then  thou  art  an  Accomplice. 

Muft.  Nay,  if  Accomplices  muft  fufFer,  it  may  go  hard 
with  me ;  but  here's  the  Devil  on't,  there's  a  great  Man, 
and  a  holy  Man  too  concern'd  with  me.  Now  if  I  con- 
fefs,  he'll  be  fure  to  efcape  between  his  Greatnefs  aod  hh 
Holinefs,  and  I  ftiall  be  murder'd,  becaufe  of  my  Poverty 
and  Rafcality. 

Mufty.  [wmkingathim.']  Then  if  thy  Silence iave  the  great 

*ris  fure  thou  fbalt  go  ftreight  to  Taradife.        [and  holy, 

Mufl.  'Tis  a  fine  Place  they  iay  ;  but  Do£tor,  I  am  not 

worthy  on't  ;  I  am  contented  with  this  homely  World» 

'tis  good  enough  for  fuch  a  poor  rafcally  Mujfulmim  as  I 

am  :  Befidcs  I  have  learnt  ib  much  good  Manners,  Do- 

dlor,  as  to  let  my  Betters  be  ierv'd  before  me. 

Muley-Mal.  Thou  talk'ft  as  if  the  Mufti  were  concern 'dl. 

Mufi.  Your  Majefty  may  lay  your  Soul  on't :    But  for 

n\y  Part,  though  I  am  a  plain  Fellow,  yet  I  fcorn  to  be 

trick'd  into  Paradife,  I  wou'd  he  fhou'd  know  it.    The 

Truth  on't  is,  an't  like  you,  his  Reverence  bought  of  ma 

the  Flower  of  ail  the  Market;  thefe thefc  are  but  Dogs 

Meat  ro  'em,  and  a  round  Price  he  pa/d  me  too,  I'll  lay 
that  for  him  j  but  not  enough  for  me  to  venture  my  Neck 
for:  If  I  get  Faradifi  when  my  Time  comes,  I  can't  help 
my  feif  j  but  I'll  venture  nothing  before-hand  upon  a  blind 
Bargain. 
MttUy-Mol.  Where  are  thofe Slaves  ?  produce  'era. 
Muf.  They  are  not  what  he  fays. 
Multy-Mol.  No  morcExcufcs.  [One  goes  out  tdfetththimi, 
Know  thou  may'ft  better  dally 
With  i  dead  Prophet,  than  a  living  King, 

Muf.  I  but  rclerv'd  'em  to  preieot  thy  Grctitnefs^ 
An  Off 'ring  wtjrthy  thee. 
Uiift.  By  the  fam«3  Token  there  was  a  dainty  Vir^in^ 
B  f  (Viigir 
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(Virgin  faid  I!  but  I  wo'n't  be  too pofitivc  of  that  neither) 
•with  aroguilh  leering  Eye !  he  paid  me  down  upon  the  Nail 
a  thoufand  golden  Suitmim ;  or  he  had  never  had  her  I  can  tell 
him  that :  Now  is  it  very  likely  he  would  pay  fo  dear  for 
iuch  a  delicious  Morfcl,  and  give  it  away  out  of  his  own 
Mouth;  when  it  had  fuch  a  Farewell  with  it  too? 
Enter  Sebaftian  conduced  in  mem  Habit,  with  Alvarez, 
,    Antonio  and  KlmcyAa.  :  Her  Face  vail'd  »//^;»Bamus. 

Muley-Mol.  Ay  ;  Thefe  look  like  the  Workm  anOiip  of 
This  is  the  Porcelain  Clay  of  human  Kind,  [Heav'n  : 

And  therefore  caft  into  thefe  noble  Molds. 

Dorax  afide,  while  the  Emperor  whifpers  Benducar. 

By  all  my  Wrongs 
'Tis  he  !  Damnation  feize  mc  but  *tis  he ! 
My  Heart  heaves  up  and  fwclls  j  he's  Poifon  to  me  j 
My  injur'd  Honour,  and  my  ravifh'd  Love 
Bleed  at  their  Murderers  Sight. 

Benducar  to  Dorax  ajide.    The  Emperor  wou'd  learn 
,  I  ou  know  *em .  [thefe  Pris'ners  Names  i 

D:r.  Tell  him,  no, 
jAnd  trouble  me  no  more.'  I  will  noc  know  'em. 

Shall  1  truftHeav'n,  that  Heav'n  which  I  rcnounc'd  [Afide. 
"With  my  Revenge?  Then,  where's  my  Satisfaction  ? 
No,  it  muft  be  my  own  ;  I  fcorn  a  Proxy. 

Muley-Mol.  'Tis  decreed, 
Thefe  of  a  better  Afpeft,  with  the  reft 
iShall  {hare  one  commonDobm,  and  Lots  decide  if. 
For  cv'ry  number'd  Captive  yut  a  Ball 
Into  an  Urn  ;  three  only  black  be  there, 
The  reft,  all  white,  are  iafe, 

Muf.  Hold  Sir,  the  Woman  muft  not  draw. 

Muley-Mol.  O  Mufti, 
We  know  your  Reafon,  let  her  (hare  the  Danger. 

Muf.  Our  Law  ^ys  plainly  Women  have  no  Souls. 

MuleyMol.  'Tis  true  ;  their  Souls  are  mortal,  fet  her  by: 
Yet  were  Almeyda  here,  though  Fame  reports  her 
The  faircft  of  her  Sex,  fo  much  unfeen, 
I  hate  the  SiP.er  of  our  Rival-Houfe, 
Ten  Thousand  fuch  dry  Notions  oi  or  Alcoran 
Shou'd  not  proteft  Her  Life  :  If  not  immortal  > 
t)ie  as  ftic  cou'd,  ^  of  a  Piece,  the  better. 

That 


That  none  of  her  remain, 

Here  is  anUrn^brought  in  ;  the  Tris'ntrs  apfroac'}  with  gnat 

Concernment ;  and  amongji  the  reji  Sebaftian,  Alvarez,  and 

Antonio ;  who  come  more  chearfully. 

Dor.  Poor  abjedi  Creatures,  how  they  fear  to  die !  [^Jide^ 
Thefe  never  knew  one  happy  Hour  in  Life, 
Yet  (hake  to  lay  it  down  :  Is  load  fo  pleafant  ? 
Or  hasHeav'n  hid  theHappinefs  of  Death, 
That  Men  may  dare  to  live  ?— — Now  for  our  Heroes^ 

[The  Three  aj^p-oach^. 

O,  thefe  come  up  with  Spirits  more  relblv'd  ! 
Old  venerable  Alvarez,  well  I  know  him. 
The  Fav'rite  once  of  this  Sebafiian's  Father  ; 
Now  Minifter  ;  ftoo  honeft  for  his  Trade) 
Religion  bears  him  out,  a  thing  taught  young. 
In  Age  ill  pra<Stis'd,  yet  his  prop  in  Death. 
O,  he  has  drawn  a  black  ;  and  fmiks  upon't,1 
As  who  fhould  fay,  my  Faith  and  Soul  are  white,. 
Tho'  my  hot  fwarthy  :  Now  if  there  be  Hereafter  J- 
He's  bleft  j  if  not,  well  cheated,  and  dies  pleas'd.        (thce^, 

Anton,  [holding  his  Lot  in  his  clench' d Hand']  Here  I  have- 
Be  thou  what  thou  wilt :  I  will  not  look  too  foon. 
Thou  haft  a  Colour  j  if  thou  prov'ft  not  right, 
I  have  a  Minute  good  e'er  I  behold  thee. 
Now  let  me  row!  and  grubble  theee. 
Blind  Men  fay  White  feels  fmooth,  and  Black  feels  rough-j. 
Thou  haft  a  rugged  Skin  ;  I  do  not  like  thee. 

Dor.  There's  the  amorous  airy  Spark,  Antonio  j 
The  wittieft  Woman's  Toy  in  Fortugal. 
Lord  what  a  lofs  of  Treats  and  Sei  anades  ! 
The  whole  She  Nation  will  be  in  Mourning  for  him. 

Anton.  I've  a  moift  fweaty  Palm  i  the  morc's  my  SiHij. 
If  it  be  black,  yet  only  dy'd,  not  odious 
Damn'd  Natuial  Ebony,  there's  hopes  in  rubbing 

To  wafh,  this  Mthio^e  white. {Looks)  Pox  of  the* 

As  black  as  Hell  :  another  lucky  Saying  !  (Proverb!- 

I  think  the  Devil's  in  me  , ..,         gooaagain, 

I  cannot  fpeak  one  Syllable,  but  tends 

To  Death  or  to  Damnation,  {HsUt  h^  his  Ball,. 
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Dor.  He  looks  uneafic  at  his  future  Journey  :      {^^/iJe. 
And  wifhes  his  Boors  off  again  ;  for  fear 
Of  a  bad  Road,  and  a  woric  Inn  at  Night. 
Go  to  bed.  Fool,  and  take  fecure  Repof^ 
For  thou  fnalt  wake  no  more.       [Sebaftian  comes  up  to  draw. 
M.  M.  to  Ben.  Mark  him  who  now  approaches  to  the 
He  looks  fecure  of  Death ,  fuperior  Greatnefs,     (Lett  ry, 
Like  foze  when  he  made  Fate,  and  faid,  thou  art 
The  Slave  of  my  Creation  ;  I  admire  him. 

Bend.  He  looks  as  Man  was  made,  with  Face  ercdl. 
That  icorns  his  brittle  Corps,  and  feems  afham'd 
He's  not  all  Spirit,  his  Eyes  with  a  dumb  Pride, 
Accufing  Fortune  that  he  fell  not  warm  : 
Yet  now  difdains  to  live.  [Sebaft.  dravs  a  Black. 

M.  Mol.  He  has  his  Wifli ; 
And  I  have  fail'd  of  mine  ! 

Dor.  Robb'd  of  my  Vengeance,  by  a  trivial  chancc.^-^^. 
Fine  work  above,  that  their  anointed  Care 
Shou'd  dye  fuch  little  Death  :  or  did  his  Genius 
Know  mine  the  ftronger  DAtnon,  fear'd  the  grapple, 
And  looking  round  him,  found  this  nook  ot  Fate 
To  skulk  behind  my  Sword?  fliall  I  difcover  him  ? 
Still  he  wou'd  not  die  mine  :  no  thanks  to  my 
Revenge:  rclerv'd  but  to  more  Royal  Shambles. 
Twere  bafc  too;  and  be'ow  rhofc  vulgar  Souls, 
That  fliar'd  his  Danger,  yet  not  one  diiclos'd  him  : 
?ut  ftruck  with  Reverence  kept  an  awful  Silence, 
i'li  fee  no  more  of  this;  Dog  of  a  Prophet!  [Exit  Dortx. 

A/«/.  IM.  One  of  thcfe  thice  is  a  whole  Hecatomb  \ 
And  therefore  only  one  of  'era  ftiall  die. 
The  reft  are  but  mute  Cattle  ;  and  when  Death 
Comes,  )ike  a  ruftiing  Lion,  couch  like  Spaniels, 
With  lolling  Tongues,  and  tremble  at  the  Paw. 
Lst  Lots  sgain  decide  if. 

\Jhe  Tl/ree  draro  again  :  and  the  Lot  falls  on  Sebaftiaa. 
Sebaft.  Then  there's  no  more  to  manage  !  if  I  faU, 
It  fhall  be  like  my  felf_;   a  fetting  Sun 
Shou'd  leave  a  track  of  Giory  in  the  Skies. 
B'.  hold  Sehaflian  King  of  Portugal. 
M.  Mel.  dtiajliaa  I  ha !  it  mull  be  he  j  no  other 

Cou'd 
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Cou'd  reprefent  fuch  fuffering  Majefty  : 
I  faw  him,  as  he  terms  himTclf,  a  Sun 
Strugling  in  dark  Eclipfe,  and  {hooting  Day 
On  either  fide  of  the  black  Orb  that  veil'd  him. 
Seiafi.  Not  lefs  ev'n  in  this  defpicabic  Now, 
Than  when  my  Name  fili'd  ^frUk  with  Affrights, 
And  froze  your  Hearts  beneath  the  torrid  Zone. 

Bmi.  to  M.  Moi  Extravagantly  brave !  even  to  an  Im-' 
Of  Grcatnefs.  (pudence 

Sei>a/i.  Here  fatiate  all  your  Fury  ; 
Let  Fortune  empty  her  whole  Quiver  on  me, 
I  have  a  Soul,  that  like  an  empty  Shield 
Can  take  in  all  j  and  verge  enough  for  more. 
I  wou'd  have  conquer'd  youj  and  ventur'd  only 
A  narrow  neck  of  Land  for  a  tliird  World  j 
To  give  my  loofen  d  Snbje(£ls  room  to  play. 
Fate  was  not  mine. 

Nor  am  I  Fate's  :  Now  I  have  pleas'd  my  longing. 
And  trod  the  Ground  which  I  beheld  from  far, 
I  beg  no  Pity  for  this  mouldring  Clay  : 
For  if  you  give  it  Burial,  there  it  takes 
Pofleffion  of  your  Earth  : 
If  burnt  and  f  catter'd  in  the  Air  j  the  Winds 
That  ftrow  my  Duft,  diffufe  my  Royalty, 
And  iprcad  me  o'er  your  Clime  j  for  where  one  Atome 
Of  mine  fhall  light,  know  there Seiafitaa  reigns. 

M.  Mol.  What  {hall  I  do  to  conquer  thee  ? 

Sel>.  ImpoffiUle! 
Souls  know  no  Conquerors. 

M.  M.  I'll  {liew  thee  for  aMoniter  thro' my  ji^itk, 

Seb.  No,  thou  can'il  only  {hew  noc  for  a  Man  : 
Africk  is  {lor'd  withMon{lers;  Man's  a  Prodigy 
Thy  Subjefts  have  not  feen. 

M.Mol.  Thou  talk'fl  as  if 
Still  at  the  Head  of  Battel. 

Seb.  Thou  mi{lak'{l, 
For  then  I  wou'd  not  talk. 

Bend.  Sure  he  wou'd  fleep.  (rife  j 

Sebaft.  'Till  Dooms-day  j  when  the  Trumpet  founds  to 
For  that's  a  Soldier's  Call. 

M.  Mil. 
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M.  Mol.  Thou'rt  brave  too  late  -, 
Thou  fhould'ft  have  dy'd  in  Battle  like  a  Soldier. 

Seb.  I  fou^t  and  fell  like  one,  but  Death  deceiv'd  mp  • 
I  wanted  weight  of  feeble  Af(?*ri  upon  me,  ''^ 

To  crufti  my  Soul  out. 

M.  l4ol.  Still  untameabic  ! 
In  what  a  Ruin  has  thy  head-flrong  Pride, 
And  boundlcfs  thirft  of  Empire,  plung'd  thy  People  ? 

Sehnft.  What  fay'ft  thou  ?  ha !  No  more  of  that. 

M.  Mol.  Behold, 
What  Carcafes  of  thine  thy  Crimes  has  ftrew'd. 
And  left  our  Africk  Vultures  to  devour.  (thee. 

Bend.  Thofe  Souls  were  thole  thy  God  intruftoi  witlj 
To  chcrifh,  not  deftroy. 

Sebajl.  Witnefs,  O  Heaven,  how  much 
This  fight  concerns  me !  Wou'd  I  had  a  Soul 
For  each  of  thefe  ;  how  gladly  wou'd  I  pay 
ThcRanfom  down:  But  fince  I  have  but  one, 
'Tis  a  King's  Life,  and  freely  'tis  beftow'd. 
Not  your  falfe  Prophet,  but  eternal  JufHcc 
Has  deftin'd  me  the  Lot,  to  dye  for  thefe  : 
'Tis  fit  a  Sovereign  fo  ftiou'd  pay  fuch  Subjcdl  -^ 
For  Subjefts  fuch  as  they,  are  feldora  feen. 
Who  not  forfook  me  at  my  greateft  need  } 
Nor  for  bafe  Lucre  fold  their  Loyalty, 
But  fhar'd  my  Dangers  to  the  laft  Event, 
And  fenc'd  'em  with  their  own :  Thefe  Thanks  I  pay  you  ; 

[Mlpes  his  Eyes. 
And  know,  that  when  Sebajlian  weeps,  his  Tears 
Comie  harder  than  his  Blood. 

M.  Mol.  They  plead  too  flrongly 
To  be  withflood  :  My  Clouds  arc  gath'ring  too. 
In  kindly  mixture  with  his  Royal  Show'r  : 
Be  fafe,  and  owe  thy  Life,  not  to  my  Gift, 
But  to  the  Grcatnefs  of  tliy  Mind,  Sebtijiian  : 
Thy  Subjefts  too  fliall  live  ;  a  due  Reward 
For  their  untainted  Faith,  in  thy  Concealmeat. 

Mufty.  Remember,  Sir,  your  Vow.       [A  general  She  ut 

M.  Mol,  Do  thou  remember 
Thy  Function,  Mercy,  and  prevokc  not  Blood. 

ml 
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W«/.  Zeyi.  One  of  his  generous  Fits,  too  ftrong  to  laft^ 

\^Ajide  wBcnducar. 

Bend.  Tke  Mufty  reddens,  mark  that  holy  Cheek,  \Tohink 
He  frets  within,  froths  Trcafon  at  his  Mouth, 
And  churns  it  through  his  Teeth ;  leave  mc  to  work  him, 

Sebafi.  A  Mercy  unexpedied,  undefir'd. 
Surprizes  more  :  You've  learnt  the  Art  to  vanquifli : 
You  cou'd  not  (give  me  leave  to  tell  you.  Sir) 
Have  giv'n  me  Life  but  in  my  Subjefts  Safety  : 
Kings,  who  are  Fathers,  live  but  in  their  People. 

M.  Mol.  Still  great,  and  grateful,  that's  thy  CharaderJ 
Unveil  the  Woman  j  I  wou'd  view  the  Face 
That  warm'd  our  Muftfs  Zeal : 
Thefc  pious  Parrots  peck  the  faireft  Fruit : 
Such  Tafters  are  for  Kings. 

[Officers  go  to  Almcyda  to  unveil  her. 

AlmeydA.  Stand  off,  ye  Slaves,  I  will  not  be  unveil'd, 

M.  Mol.  Slave  is  thy  Title  :   Force  her. 

Sei>.  On  your  Lives  approach  her  not, 

M.  Mol.  How's  this  ! 

Sei>.  Sir,  pardon  me. 
And  hear  me  fpeak.— — — — 

Almeyda.  Hear  me  3  I  will  be  heard  : 
I  am  no  Slave  j  the  nobleft  Blood  of  Africh 
Runs  in  my  Veins  ;  a  purer  Stream  than  thine  ; 
For,  though  deriv'd  from  the  fame  Source,  thy  Current 
Is  puddl'd  and  defil'd  with  Tyranny. 

M.  Mol.  What  Female  Fury  have  we  here  ! 

Almeyda.  I  fhou'd  be  one, 
Becaufe  of  kin  to  thee  :  Wou'dfl:  thou  be  touch'd 
By  the  prefuming  Hands  of  fawcy  Grooms  ? 
The  fame  Refpeft,  nay  more,  is  due  to  me  : 
More  for  my  Sex  j  the  fame  for  my  Defccnt. 
Thefe  Hands  are  only  fit  to  draw  the  Curtain. 
Now,  if  thou  dar 'ft,  behold  .^iteey^Z-at's  Face.  [Unveils  herfelf. 

Bend.  Wou'd  I  had  never  feen  it !  [Afdei, 

Almeyda.  She  whom  thy  Mufty  tax'd  to  have  no  Soul  j 
Let  Ajrick  now  be  Judge  j 
Perhaps  thou  think'ft  I  meanlv  hope  to  '/cape. 
As  did  Stlmfi'im  when  he  own  d  his  Greatncfs. 

But 
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But  to  remove  that  Scruple,  know,  baft  Man, 
"My  itiurder'd  Father,  and  my  Brother's  Ghoft 
Still  haunt  this  Breaft,  and  prompt  it  to  Revenge. 
-    Think  not  I  cou'd  forgive,  nor  dare  thou  pardon. 

M,  id.   Woud'ft  thou  revenge  thee,  Trait'refs,  had'ft 

thou  Power  ? 
•^Im.  Traitor,  Iwou'dj  the  Name's  more  juftly  thine  : 
Thy  Father  was  not  more  than  mine  the  Heir 
Of  this  large  Empire  ;  but  with  Arms  united 
They  fought  their  way,  and  feiz'd  the  Crown  by  Force  :^ 
And  equafas  their  Danger  was  their  Share  : 
For  where  was  Elderihip,  where  none  had  Right 
But  that  which  Conqueft  gave?  'Twas  thy  Ambition 
Pull'd  firom  my  peaceful  Father  what  his  Sword 
Hclp'd  thine  to  gain:  Surpriz'd  him  and  his  Kingdom* 
No  Provocation  giv'n,  no  War  declar'd. 
AT.  Mol.  I'll  heai  bo  more. 
^fm.  This  is  the  living  Coal,  that  burning  in  me 
Wou'd  flame  to  Vengeance,  cou'd  it  find  a  Vent : 
My  Brother  too  that  lies  yet  fcarcely  cold 
In  his  deep  watry  Bed  ;  My  wandring  Mother, 
Who  in  Exile  died. 

O  that  I  had  the  fruitful  Heads  of  Hydra, 
That  one  might  bourgeon  where  ano  her  fell ! 
Still  wou'd  I  give  thee  Work  ;  ftiL,  ftiU,  thou  Tyrant,   • 
And  hifs  thee  with  the  laft. 

M.  Mfl:  Something,  I  know  not  what,  comes  over  me  j 
Whether  the  Toils  ot  Battle,  urn  epair'd 
With  ducRepofe,  or  other  fudden  Qualm. 
Betulucar  do  the  reft.  [^Goes  of,  the  Court  follows  him. 

Bend.  Strange  •  in  full  health!  This  Pang  is  of  the  Soulj, 
The  Body'is  unconcern'd  :  Til  think  hereafter. 
Conduft  thelc  Royal  Captives  to  thcCaftle; 
hiaDorax  ufc*em  well>  till  ferther  order.     [Going  off,  fiops. 
The  inferior  Captives  their  firft  Owners  take, 

'  To  fell,  or  to  dilpofe. Yon  Hujiafha, 

Set  ope  the  Market  for  the  Sale  of  Slaves.       [Exit  Bend. 
TheMaJlert  andSU-ves  tome  fonsurd,  and  Buyers  cffezeral 
^jHuliiies  came  in  a;  d  chafer  about  the  fever aL  Owfters, 
vhQ  mnki  their  Slaves  do  Tricks, 
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Mujiapha.  My  Chattels  are  come  into  my  Hands  again? 
and  my  Confcience  will  ferve  me  to  fell  'em  twice  over  j 
any  price  now,  before  the  Mufty  comes  to  claim  'cm. 

iji  Mer.  [to  Muft.j  What  doft  hold  that  old  Fellow  at  ? 

[Feinting  to  Alvarez,' 
He's  tough,  and  has  no  Service  in  his  Limbs. 

Mujl.  1  confcfs  he's  fomewhat  tough  i  but  I  iuppofe 
you  wou'd  not  boyl  him.  I  ask  for  him  a  thouund 
Crowns. 

jft  Mer.  Thou  mean'ft  a  thoufand  Marvedi's. 

Muft,  Prithee,  Friend,  give  me  leave  to  know  my  own 
Meaning. 

iji  Mer.  What  Vertues  has  he  to  deferve  that  Price? 

Muji.  Marry  come  up.  Sir!  Vertues  quoth  a!  I  took 
him  in  the  King's  Company ;  he's  of  a  great  Family,  and 
rich ;  what  other  Vertues  wouldft  thou  have  in  a  Nobleman  ? 

iji  Mer.  I  buy  him  with  another  Man's  Furfe ,  that's 
my  Comfort. 

My  Lord  Dor  ax  the  Governor  will  have  him  at  any  rate :  — * 
There's  Handfel. 
Come,  old  Fellow,  to  the  Caftle. 

Alvar.  To  what  is  miferable  Age  rcferv'd !         [^'7/».' 
But  oh  the  King !  and  oh  the  fatal  Secret! 
Which  I  have  kept  thus  long  to  time  it  better. 
And  now  I  wou'd  difclole,  'tis  paft  my  Power. 

[Exit  with  his  Mafier] 

Muft.  Something  of  a  Secret,  and  of  the  King  I  heard 
him  mutter:  A  Pimp  I'll  warrant  him,  for  I  am  iiire  he 
is  an  old  Courtier, 

Now  to  put  off  t'other  Remnant  of  my  Merchandize,—- 
Stir  up  Sirrah.  [To  Antonio. 

Araon.  Dog,  what  would'fl  thou  have  ? 

Muft.  Learn  better  Manners,  or  I  Ihallierveyou  a  Dog- 
trick ;  come  down  upon  all  four  immediately  j 
I'll  make  you  know  your  Rider. 

Ant.  Thou  wilt  not  make  a  Horfe  of  me? 

Muft.  Horfe  or  Afs,  that's  as  thy  Mother  made  thee  :-- 
But  take  carneft  in  the  firft  place  for  thy  Sawcinefs, 

[Lafljet  him  with  his  l!0jip. 
Be  advis'd,  Friend,  and  buckle  to  thy  Geers :  Behold  my 

£nfign 
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En£gn  of  Royalty  difplay'd  over  thee. 

Jbn.  I  hope  one  day  to  ufe  thee  worfe  in  Portugal. 

Muji.  Ay,  and  gooid  reafon,  Friend,  if  thou  catchcrt: 
rat  a  conquering  on  thy  fide  of  the  Water,  lay  me  on 
luitily,  I'll  take  it  as  kindly  as  thou  doft  this. 

Ant.  [lying  down]  Hold  my  dear  Thrum-cap :  I  obey 
fhee  cheerfully. 

1  fee  the  Dodrine  of  Non-Rriiftance  is  never  prailis'd 
throughly,  bur  when  a  Man  can't  help  himfelf. 
Enter  a  Second  Merchant. 

id  Mer.  You,  Friend,  I  wou'd  fee  that  Fellow  do  his 
Pofturcs. 

Muji.  [briMing  Ant. J  Now,  Sirrah,  follow,  for  you 
have  Rope  enough  : 

To  your  Paces,  Villain,  amble,  trot,  and  gallop  :  — — — 
Quick  about  there.— ——Yeap,  the  more  Money's  bidden 
for  you,  the  more  your  Credit. 

[Antonio  follows  at  the  end  of  the  Bridle  tn  his  Handt  and 
Feet,  find  does  all  his  Fojii.res. 

id  Mer.  He's  well  chind,  and  has  a  tolerable  good 
Back  J  that's  half  in  half.  [To  Muftapha.]  I  wou'd  fee- 
iM-m  ftjip,  has  be  no  Difeafes  about  him? 

Muft.  He's  the  beft  pieceof  Man's  Flefti  in  the  Market, 
not  an  Eye  fore  in  his  whole  Body.  Feel  his  Legs,  Ma- 
iler, neither  Spb"nt,  Spavin,  nor  Wind-gall. 

[Claps  him  $n  the  ShoulJ<r. 

Merchant,  feeling  abottt  him,  and  then  f  sitting  hit  Hand  en 
his  fide. 

Out  upon  him,  how  his  Flank  heaves!  The  Whorfon's 
broken  winded. 

Mnfi.  Thick  breath'd  a  little  j  Nothing  but  a  forry  Cold 
with  lying  out  a-Nights  in  Trcachesj  but  found  Wind 
and  Limb,  I  warrant  him. 
Try  him  at  a  loofe  Trot  a  little, 

[Vuts  the  Bridle  into  his  Hand,  he  firokes  him. 

jOiton.  For  Heaven's  iake  Owner  fparc  me ;  you  know 
I  am  but  new  broken. 

id  Mer.  'Tis  but  a  wafliy  Jade,  I  fee;  What  do  you 
ask  for  this  Bauble  ? 

Mufi. 
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Muft.  Bauble  do  you  call  him?  he's  a  fubflantial  true- 
bred  Beaft;  bravely  forehanded;  mark  but  the  cleanneis 
of  his  Shapes  too;  his  Dam  may  be  a  Spamfh  Gennet, 
but  a  true  Barb  by  the  Sire,  or  I  have  no  Skill  m  Horie- 
fleib. 

Marry  I  ask  fix  hundred  Xeriffs  for  him. 
Enter  Mufti. 

Mttfti.  What's  that  you  are  asking,  Sirrah  ? 

Muft  Marry  I  ask  your  Reverence  fix  hundred  Far- 
dons;  I  was  doing  you  a  fmall  Piece  of  Service  here,  put- 
ting off  ycur  Cattel  for  you. 

Muft.  And  putting  the  Mony  into  your  own  1  ocket. 
■  Mtifi.  Upon  vulpar  Reputation,  no  my  Lord,  it  wa^ 
for  your  Profit  and  Emolument.  What,  wrong  the  Head 
of  my  ReigioH?  I  was  fenfible  you  wou'd  have  damnd 
me,  or  any  Man  that  fbou'.d  have  injur'd  you  in  a  Img.e 
Farthinpr-  for  I  knew  that  was  Sacrifice. 

Mufii.   Sacrilege  you  mean,   Sirrah, and  ^^""T^ 

fhailbethe  leaft  Part  of  your  Puniftiment:  I  have  taken 
you  in  the  Manner,  and  will  have  the  Law  upon  you. 

Miifi.  Good  my  Lord,  take  pity  upon  a  poor  Man  in 
tills  World,  and  damn  me  in  the  ftcxr. 

Mufti.  No,  Sirrah,  fo  you  may  repent,  and  Icape  pu- 
nifament:  Did  not  you  fell  this  very  Slave  amongM  tbc 
refl:  to  me,  and  take  Mony  for  him? 

Mull,  Right,  my  Lord.  ^  .      r^^ 

Mufti.  And  felling  him  again?  take  Mony  twice  ^ 
the  fame  Commodity?  Oh,  Villain! 
But  did  you  not  know  him  to  be  my  Slave,  Sirrah  ? 

'Muft.  Why  iliould  I  lye  to  your  Honour,  I  did  know 
him;  and  thereupon  feeing  him  wander  about,  took  him 
up  for  a  ftray,  and  impounded  him,  with  intention  to  re- 
ftore  him  to  the  right  Owner.  'r        '  w 

Mufti.  And  yet  at  the  fame  time  was  felling  him  to 
another:  How  rarely  the  Story  hangs  together. 

Muft.  Patience,  my  Lord. 
I  took  him  up,  as  your  Heriot,  with  Intention  to  hare 
made  the  beft  of  him,  and  then  have  brought  the  whole 
Produa  of  him  in   a  Purfe  to  you ;    for  I  know  you 
wou'd  have  fpent  half  of  it  upon  your  pious  PJca&res, 

have 
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have  hoarded  up  the  other  half,  and  given  the  remainder 
in  Charities  to  the  Poor, 

Mufti.  And  what's  become  of  my  other  Slave  ?  Thou 
haft  fold  him  too,  I  have  a  villainous  Sufpicion, 

Ht^.  I  know  you  have,  my  Lord;  but  while  I  was 
managing  this  young  robuftious  Fellow,  that  old  Spark, 
who  was  nothing  but  Skin  and  Bone,  and  by  confequencc, 
very  nimble,  flipt  through  my  Fingers  like  an  Eel,  for 
there  was  no  hold  faft  of  him,  and  ran  away  to  buy  him* 
Iclf  a  new  Mafter. 

Muft.  [to  Ant.]  Follow  me  home  Sirrah:  [to  Muft.] 
I  fhall  remember  you  fomeothcrtimc.[iI»f  Muf  iwVA  Ant. 

Mufi.  I  never  doubted  your  Lordfhip's  Memory,  for  an 
ill  turn ;  And  I  (hall  remember  him  too  in  the  next  riling 
of  the  Mobile,  for  this  aft  of  Reiumption  j  and  more  el- 
pecially  for  the  ghofily  Counfel  he  gave  me  before  the 
Emperor,  to  have  hang'd  my  fcif  in  filcnce,  to  have  lav'd 
his  Reverence.  The  befl:  on't  is,  I  am  before  hand  with 
him,  for  felling  one  of  his  Slaves  twice  over- 
And  if  he  had  not  come  juft  in  the  nick,  I  might  have 
pocketed  up  t'other :  For  what  fhould  a  poor  Man  do 
that  gets  his  living  by  hard  Labour,  but  pray  for  bad 
Times  when  he  may  get  it  eafily?  O,  for  fomc  incom- 
parable Tumult !  Then  (hould  I  naturally  wifli  that  the 
beaten  Party  might  prevail,  becaufe  we  have  plunder'd 
t'other  ilde  already,  and  there's  nothngmoretogetof'em. 

Both  rich  and  poor  for  their  own  Intereft  pray, 

*Tis  ours  to  make  our  Fortune  while  we  may  j 

For  Kingdoms  are  not  conquer'd  every  day. 

[Exit  Muftapha. 


A  C  T  II.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Supposed  to  be  a  Terrace  IValk^   on  the  fide  of  thi 
Caftle  of  Alcazar. 
Inter  Emperor  imi  Benducar. 
£»»/.  AND  think'ft  thou  not  it  was  difcorcr'd? 

l\     Bend.  No: 
The  Thoughts  of  Kings  are  like  religious  Grores, 

The 


King  0/  Portugal.  4^ 

The  Walks  of  muffled  Gods :  Sacred  Retreat, 

Where  none  but  whom  they  pleafe  t'admit,  approach. 

Emp.  Did  not  my  confcious  Eyes  flafli  out  a  Flame 
To  lighten  fhofe  brown  Horrors,  and  difclofc 
The  fecret  Path  I  trod  ? 

BenJ.  I  could  not  find  it,  'till  you  lent  a  Clue 
To  that  clofe  Labyrinth j  how  tnen  Ihould  they? 

Emp.  I  would  be  loath  tht^y  fhou'd :  It  breeds  Contempt 
For  Herds  to  liften,  or  prelume  to  pry. 
When  the  hurt  Lion  groans  within  his  Den: 
But  is't  not  ftrange  ? 

Bend.  To  love?  not  mote  than  'tis  to  livcj  a  Tax^ 
Impos'd  on  all  by  Nature,  paid  in  Kifid, 
Fam  liar  as  our  Being. 

Emp.  Still  'tis  ftjange 
To  me:  I  know  my  Soul  as  wild  as  Wind, 
That  fweeps  the  Defeits  of  otir  moving  Plains: 
Love  might  as  well  be  Ibw'd  upon  our  Sands, 
As  in  a  BiCaft  fo  barren. 
To  love  an  Enemy,  the  only  one 
Remaining  too,  whom  yeftcr  Sun  beheld, 
Muft'ring  her  Charms,  and  rolling  as  fhe  paft 
By  every  Squadron  her  alluring  Eyes ; 
To  edge  her  Champions  Swords,  and  urge  my  Ruin. 
The  fl-.outs  of  Soldiers,  and  the  burft  of  Cannon, 
Maintain  even  ftill  a  deaf  and  murmuring  Noifcj 
Nor  is  Heaven  yet  recover'd  of  the  Sound 
Her  Battle  rows'd:  Yet  fpite  of  me,  I  love. 

Bend.  What  then  controuls  you  ? 
Her  Perfon  is  as  proflrate  as  her  Party. 

Emp.  A  thoufand  things  controul  this  Conqueror. 
My  Native  Pride  to  own  th'  unworthy  Paflion, 
Hazard  of  Intcreft,  and  my  Peoples  Love: 
To  what  a  Storm  of  Fate  am  I  expos'd ! 
What  if  I  had  her  murder'd  ?  'tis  but  what 
My  Subjefts  all  expe<St,  and  fhe  deferves. 
Wou'd  not  the  Impoffibility 
Of  ever,  ever  {being,  or  poffefflng. 
Calm  all  this  Rage,  this  Hurricane  of  Soul? 

Bend.  That  ever,  ever, 
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I  mark'd  the  double,  fhows  extream  Relu£tancc 
To  part  with  her  for  ever. 

Emp.  Right,  thou  haft  me. 
I  wou'd,  but  cannot  kill :  I  muft  enjoy  her : 
I  muft,  and  what  I  muft,  be  fare  I  will. 
What's  Royalty,  but  Power  to  pleafe  my  fc!f  ? 
And  if  I  dare  not,  then  am  I  the  Slave, 

And  my  own  Slaves  the  Sovereigns, 'tis  refolv'd. 

Weak  Princes  flatter  when  they  want  the  Power 
To  curb  their  People ;  tender  Plants  muft  bend. 
But  when  a  Government  is  grown  to  ftrength. 
Like  fome  old  Oak,  rough  with  its  armed  Bark, 
It  yields  not  to  the  tug,  but  only  nods. 
And  turns  to  fullen  State. 

Bend.  Then  you  refolvc 
T' implore  her  Pity,  and  to  beg  Relief? 

Emp.  Death,  muft  I  beg  the  pity  of  my  Slave? 
Muft  a  King  beg?  Yes,  Love's  a  greater  Kingj 
A  Tyrant,  nay  a  Devil  that  pofleftes  me : 
He  tunes  the  Organs  of  my  Voice,  and  ipeaks 
Unknown  to  me  within  me ;  pufhes  me. 
And  drives  me  on  by  force 

Say  I  fhou'd  wed  her,  wou  d  not  my  wife  Subjefts 
Take  check,  and  think  it  ftrangc  ?  perhaps  revolt  ? 

Bend,  I  hope  they  wou'd  not. 

Emp.  Then  thou  doubt'ft  they  wou'd  ? 

BeTiJ.  To  whom  ? 

Emp.  To  her 
Perhaps,  or  to  my  Brother,  or  to  thee.  (I  tremble .' 

Betid,  [in  diforder}  To  me!  me  did  you  mention?  how 
The  Name  of  Treafon  fhakes  my  honeft  Soul. 
If  I  am  doubted.  Sir, 
Secure  your  fclf  this  Moment,  take  my  Life. 

Emp.  No  more:  If  I  fiifpefted  thee 1  wou'd. 

Btnd,  I  thank  your  Kindnefs :  Guilt  had  ahnoft  loft  me! 

[y^fide. 

Imp.  But  clear  my  Doubts:  Think'ft  thou  they  may 
rebel  ?  ('Tis  poflible. 

Bend.  lafide'\  This  goes  as  I  wou'd  wifti : —  [To  fh'  Emp. 
A  fecret  Party  ftill  remains,  tlaat  lurks 
Like  Embers  rak'd  in  Afhes— wanting  but  A 
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A  breath  to  blow  afide  th' involving  Duft, 
And  then  they  blaze  abroad 

Emp.  They  rnufl:  be  trampled  out. 

Bmd.  But  firft  be  known, 

Emp.  Torture  fliall  force  it  from  *em. 

Bend.  You  would  not  put  a  Nation  to  the  Rack  ? 

Emp.  Yes,  the  whole  ^orld  j  fo  I  be  iafe,  I  care  notv 

Bend.  Our  Limbs  and  Lives 
Are  yours,  but  mixing  Friends  with  Foes  is  hard. 

Emp.  All  may  be  Fo'cs}  or  how  to  be  diftinguiflifd. 
If  fome  be  Friends  ? 

Bend.  They  may  with  eafe  be  winnow'd : 
Suppofe  fome  one  who  has  deferv'd  your  Truft, 
Some  one  who  knows  Mankind,  (hou'd  be  cmploy'd 
To  mix  among  *em,  ftem  a  Malecontent, 
And  dive  into  their  Breafts,  to  try  how  far 
They  dare  oppofe  your  Love  ? 

Emp.  I  like  this  well  -.  'Tis  wholefomc  Wickedneis. 

BerJ.  Whomever  he  fufpeds,  he  faftens  there. 
And  leaves  no  cranny  of  his  Soul  unfearch'd : 
Then  like  a  Bee.bagg'd  with  his  honey'd  Venom, 
He  brings  it  to  your  Hive:  If  fuch  a  Man 
So  able,  and  fo  honeft  may  be  foiind  j 
If  not,  my  Project  dies 

Emp.  By  all  my  Hopes  thou  haft  defcrib'd  thy  feJf — 
Thou,  thou  alone  art  fit  to  play  that  Engine, 
Thou  only  couldft  contrive. 

Bend.  Sure  I  cou'd  ferve  you : 

I  think  I  cou'd ; But  here's  the  Difficulty, 

I'm  lb  entirely  yours. 

That  I  (hou'd  fcurvily  diflemble  HatCj 

The  Cheat  wou'd  be  too  grofs. 

Emp.  Art  thou  a  Statemian, 
And  can'ft  not  be  a  Hypocrite?  Impoflible: 
Do  not  diftruft  thy  Virtues. 

Bend.  If  I  muft  perfonate  this  fceming  Villain, 
Remember  'tis  to  ferve  you. 

Emp.  No  more  Words : 
Love  goads  me  to  Almeyda,  all  Affairs 
Arc  troublcfome  but  thatj  and  yet  that  moft.        IGmg. 

Bid 
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Bid  Dorax  treat  Sebaflim  like  a  King  ; 

I  had  forgot  him ; but  this  Love  mars  all. 

And  takes  up  my  whole  Breaft.  [Exit  Emperor. 

Bend,  [to  the  Emp.}  Be  furc  I'll  tell  him. 

With  all  the  aggravating  Circumftances  [Jlont. 

I  can,  to  make  him  fwell  at  that  Command. 

The  Tyrant  firft  fu{pe£ted  me  : 

Then  with  a  fuddcn  Guft  he  whirl'd  about. 

And  trufted  me  too  far:  Madnefs  of  Pow'r! 

Now,  by  his  own  Conftnt  I  ruin  him. 

For,  fhou'd  fbme  feeble  Soul,  for  fear  or  gain 

Bolt  out  t'accule  me,  ev'n  the  King  is  cozcn'd. 

And  thinks  he's  in  the  Secret. 

How  fwect  is  Treafon  when  the  Traytor's  fafe ! 

Sees  the  Mufty  and  Dorax  entr'mg,  urUJeem'mg  to  confer. 

The  Mufti,  and  with  him  my  fuUen  Borax. 
That  firft  is  mine  already. 
'Twas  cafie  Work  to  gain  a  covetous  Mind, 
Whom  Rage  to  lofe  his  Pris'ners  had  prepar'd : 
Now,  caught  himfelf, 

He  would  feduce  another ;  I  muft  help  him : 
For  Church-men,  though  they  itch  to  goyem  aU, 
Are  filly,  woeful,  awkard  Politicians: 
They  make  lame  Mifchief,  though  they  mean  it  well: 
Their  Int'reft  is  not  finely  drawn,  and  hid. 
But  Seams  are  coarfly  bungled  up,  and  leen. 

Muf.  He'll  ttll  you  more. 

Dor.  I've  heard  enough  already 
To  make  me  loath  thy  Morals. 

Bend,  to  Dor.  You  fcem  warm ; 
The  Good  Man's  Zeal  perhaps  has  gone  too  far. 

Dor.  Not  very  far ;  not  farther  than  Zeal  goes 
Of  courfe;  a  fmall  Day's  Journ^  {hort  of  Treafon. 

Muf.  By  all  that's  Holy,  Treafon  was  not  nam'd : 
I  fpar'd  the  Emperor's  broken  Vows,  to  ^ve 
The  Slaves  from  Death  j  though  it  was  cheating  Heay'n, 
But  I  forgave  him  that. 

Dor.  And  flighted  o'tr  [Scor^ully. 

The  Wrongs  himfelf  fuflan'd  in  Property : 
When  his  bought  Slaves  were  fciz'd  by  Force,  no  Lofs 

Of 
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Oi  his  confider'd,  and  no  Cofl:  repaid. 

Muf.  Not  wholly  flii^hted  o'er-  not  abfblutely: 
Some  modeft  Hints  of  private  Wrongs  I  urg'd. 

Dor.  Two  Thirds  of  all  he  faid :  There  he  began 
To  ftiew  the  Fulnefs  of  his  Heart}  there  ended: 
Some  (hort  Excurhons  of  a  broken  Vow 
He  made  indeed,  but  flat  inilpid  Stuff: 
But  when  he  made  his  Lofs  the  Theme,  he  flourifli'd, 
Reliev'd  his  fainting  Rhetorick  with  new  Figures, 
And  thunder'd  at  opprclTing  Tyranny. 

Muf.  Why  not,  when  Sacrilegious  Pow'r  wou'd  feizc 
My  Property,  'tis  an  Affront  to  Heav'n, 
Whofe  Perfon,  tho'  unworthy,  I  fuflaiii. 

Dor.  You've  made  fuch  ftrong  Alliances  above. 
That  'twere  Profanenefs  in  us  Laiery 
To  offer  earthly  Aid. 

I  teil  thee.  Mufti,  if  the  World  were  wife. 
They  wou'd  not  wag  one  Finger  in  your  Quarrels. 
Your  Heav'n  you  promife,  but  our  Earth  you  covet. 
The  Fhaetoas  of  Mankind,  who  fire  that  World, 
Which  you  were  fent  by  Preaching  but  to  warm. 

Bead.  This  goes  beyond  the  Mark. 

Muf.  No,  let  him  rail; 
His  Prophet  works  within  himj 
He's  a  rare  Convert. 

Dor,  Now  his  Zeal  yearns. 
To  fee  me  burnt  j  he  damns  me  from  his  Churck, 
Becaufc  I  wou'd  reffrain  him  to  his  Dutyj 
Is  not.  the  Care  of  Souls  a  Load  fufficient  ? 
Are  not  your  holy  Stipends  paid  for  this? 
Were  you  not  bred  apart  from  worldly  Noife,  ^ 

To  ftudy  Souls,  their  Cures  and  their  Difeafes? 
If  this  be  fo,  we  ask  you  but  our  own : 
Give  us  your  whole  Employment,  all  your  Care: 
The  Province  of  the  Soul  is  large  enouc^h 
To  fill  up  every  Cranny  of  your  Time, 
And  leave  you  much  to  aniwer,  if  one  Wretch 
Be  damn'd  by  your  Neglect. 

Bend,  [to  the  Mafti.^  He  fpeaks  but  Reafon. 

Vox.  VI.   .  C  Der. 
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Dt>r.  Why  then  thefe  foreign  Thoughts  of  State-Emplo}-- 
Abhorrent  to  your  Funftion  and  your  Breeding  ?  [menti 
Poor  droaning  Truants  of  unpraftis'd  Cells, 
Bred  in  the  Fellowfhip  of  bearded  Boys, 
What  Wonder  is  it  if  you  ktiow'not  Men? 
Yet  there  you  live  demure,  with  down-caft  Eyes, 
And  humble  as  your  Difcipline  requires: 
But,  when  let  loofe  from,  thence  to  live  at  large. 
Your  little  Tinfture  of  Devotion  dies: 
Then  Luxury  fucceeds,  and  fet  agog 
With  a  new  Scene  of  yet  untafted  Joys, 
You  fall  with  greedy  Hunger  to  the  Feaft. 
Of  all  your  College  Virtues,  nothing  now 
But  your  original  Ignorance  remains  ^ 
Bloated  with  Pride,  Ambition,  Avarice, 
You  fwell,  to  couniel  Kings,  and  govern  Kingdoms. 

Mftf.  He  prates  as  if  Kings  had  not  Confcienccs, 
And  none  requir'd  Directors  but  the  Crowd. 

Dor.  As  private  Men  they  want  you,  not  as  Kings; 
Kor  wou'd  you  care  t'  infpeft  their  publick  Confcicncc, 
But  that  it  draws  Dependencies  of  Pow'r, 
And  earthly  Intereft  which  you  long  to  fway : 
Content  you  with  monopolizing  Heav'n, 
And  let  tnis  little  hanging  Ball  alone; 
For  give  you  but  a  Foot  of  Confcience  there. 
And  you  like  Archimedes,  tofs  the  Globe. 
We  know  your  Thoughts  of  us  that  Laymen  are. 
Lag  Souls,  and  Rubbifn  of  remaining  Clay, 
Which  Heav'n,  grown  we&ry  of  more  pcrfed  Work, 
Set  upright  with  a  little  Puff  of  Breath, 
And  bid  us  pafs  for  Men. 

Muf.  I  Will  not  anfwer, 
Bafc  foul-mouth'd  Renegade;  but  I'll  pray  for  thee. 
To  (hew  my  Charity.  \_Exit  Mufti, 

Dtr.  Do;  but  forget  not  him  who  needs  it  moft: 
Al'ow  thy  felf  fbmc  Share :    He's  gone  too  fooo; 
1  had  to  tell  him  of  his  holy  Jugglings; 
Things  that  wou'd  ftartlc  Faith,  and  make  fis  deem 
Kot  this,  or  that,  but  all  Religions  falfe. 

Bmd.  Our  holy  Orator  has  toft  the  Caufe:  [AftJe. 

But 
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Rut  I  fhall  yet  redeem  it. [To  Dorax.']  Let  him  goj 

For  I  have  feaet  Orders  from  the  Emperor,        -  •.•■-:' 
Which  none  but  you  muft  hear:     I  muft  confefs,     ^r 
I  cou'd  have  wifh'd  fome  other  Hand  had  biough':  'em. 
When  did  you  fee  your  Pris'ner,  great  Sebaftian  ? 

Dor.  You  might  as  well  have  ask'd  me,  when  I  fivv 
A  crefted  Dragon,  or  a  BafdisK;  --     -    .' 

Both  arc  lefs  Poifon  to  my  Eyds  and  Nature.'  ''' 
He  knows  not  I  am  I ;  nor  fhall  he  fee  me, 
'Till  Time  has  perfeded  a  lab'ring  Thought, 
That  rowls  within  my  Breaft. 

Bend.  'Twas  my  Miflake: 
I  guefs'd  indeed  that  Time,  and  his  Misfortunes, 
And  your  returning  Duty  had  effac'd 
The  Mem'ry  of  paft  Wrongs }  they  wou'd  in  me^ 
And  I  judg'd  you  as  tame,  and  as  forgiving. 

Bar.  Forgive  him !  no :  I  left  my  foolifli  Faith, 
Becaufe  it  wou'd  oblige  me  to  Forgivenefs. 

Bend.  I  can  but  grieve  to  find  you  obftinate: 
For  you  muft  fee  him ;  'tis  our  Emp'ror's  Will, 
And  ftrift  Command. 

Bor.  I  laugh  at  that  Command. 

Bend.  You  muft  d©  more  than  fee ;  fervc,  and  refpedl  hitti, 

Bor.  See,  ferve  him,  and  refpeft,  and  afrer  all 
My  yet  uncancell'd  Wrongs,  I  muft  do  this !  ' 

But  I  forget  my  ftlf. 

Bend.  Indeed  you  do. 

Bor.  The  Emp'ror  is  a  Stranger  to  my  Wrongs; 
I  need  but  tell  my  Story,  to  revoke 
This  hard  Commiftion. 

Bend.  Can  you  call  me  Friend, 
And  think  I  cou'd  n(  glcft  to  (peak,  at  full, 
Th'  Affronts  you  had  from  your  ungra'^efiil  Mafter?      '- 

Dor.  And  yet  enjoin'd  my  Service  and  Attendance?  - 

Bend.  And  yet  enjoin'd  'cm  both:  Wou'd  that  were  all  j 
He  skrew'd  his  Face  into  ^  harden'd  Smile,-'    ^-^-    ■;•' 
And  faid  Sebafi'mn  knew  to  govern  Slaves.'-'^  ''^^  ^^  "'^"  ^_ 

Bor.  Slaves  are  the  Growth  ^pf^'^wJi,  iio^M  turtiei 
By  Heav'n,  I  will  not  lay  down  my  CommiffionV 
Not  at  his  Foot,  I  will  not  ftoop  fo  lowi 

C  z  But 
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But  if  there  be  a  Part  in  all  his  Face 

More  facred  than  the  reft,  I'll  throw  it  there. 

Bend.  You  may;  but  then  you  lofe  a.'l  future  Means ' 
Of  Vengeance  on  Sebajlim,  when  no  more 
Alcade  of  this  Fort. 
i)cr.  That  Thought  efcap'd  me. 

Bend.  Keep  yrur  Command,  and  be  reveng'd  on  both: 
Nor  footh  your  felf;  you  have  no  Pow'r  t'  affront  him  j 
The  Emp'ror's  Love  protects  him  from  Infults. 
And  he  who  fpoke  that  proud,  ill-natur'd  Word, 
Following  the  Bent  of  his  impetuous  Temper, 
May  force  yaur  Reconcilement  to  Sebaftian: 
Nay  bid  you  kneel,  and  kifs  th'  offending  Foot, 
That  kick'd  you  from  his  Prefenre. 
But  think  not  to  divide  their  Punifhment ; 
You  cannot  touch  a  Hair  of  loath 'd  Seiafiim, 
"While  Muley-Moluch  lives. 
Dor.  What  means  this  Riddle? 
Bend.  "Tis  out :    There  needs  no  Oedipus  to  iaWe  it. 
Our  Emp'ror  is  a  Tyrant,  fear'd  and  hated  j 
I  fcarce  remember  in  his  Reign,  one  Day 
Pafs  guiltlefs  o'er  his  execrable  Head. 
tit  thinks  the  Sun  is  loll:  that  fees  not  Blood: 
When  none  is  fhed  we  count  it  Holiday. 
We,  who  are  moft  in  Favour,  cannot  call 
This  Hour  our  own :  —  you  know  the  younger  Brother, 

Mild  Muley-Zeydan ! . 

Dor.  Hold,  and  let  me  think. 
Bend.  The  Soldiers  idolize  you. 
He  tiufls  you  with  the  Callle, 
The  Key  of  all  his  Kingdom. 

Dor.  Well ;  and  he  trufts  you  too. 
Bend.  Elfe  I  were  mad. 
To  hazard  fuch  a  daring  Enterprize. 

Bor.   He  trufts  us  both ;   mark  that,   fliall  we  betray 
A.  Mailer,  who  repofes  Life  and  Empire  [him? 

•>n  our  Fidelity :    I  grant  he  is  a  Tyrant, 
That  hated  Name  my  Nature  moft  abhors ; 
More,  as  you  fay,  has  loaded  me  with  Scorn : 
Ev'n  with  the  laft  Contempt,  to  ferve  Sebafiim. 

Yet 
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Yet  more  T  know  he  vacates  my  Revenge; 
Which  but  by  this  Revol:  I  cannot  compals : 
But,  while  he  trufts  m",  'twera  fo  baft  a  Part 
To  fawn,  and  yet  bcrray^  I  fhou'd  be  hifs'd 
And  whoop'd  in  Hell  for  that  Ingratitude. 

JBenJ.  Confidcr  well  what  I  have  done  for  you." 

Dor.  Conlider  thou  what  thou  wou'd'fl:  have  me  do. 

Bend.  You've  too  much  Honour  for  a  Renegade. 

Dor.  And  thou  too  little  Faith  to  be  a  Fav'rite. 
Is  not  the  Bread  thou  eat'ft,  the  Robe  thou  wear'ft. 
Thy  Wealth  and  Honours,  all  the  pure  Indulgence 
Of  him  thou  wou'd'H:  dcftroy? 

And  wou'd  his  Creature,  nay,  his  Friend  betray  him?" 
Why  then  no  Bond  is  left  on  human  Kind : 
Diftrufts,  Debates,  immortal  Strifes  enfue; 
Children  may  murder  Parents,  Wives  their  Husbands  3 
All  mufl  be  Rapine,  Wars  and  Defblation, 
When  Truft  and  Gratitude  no  longer  bind. 

Bend.  Well  have  you  argued  in  your  own  Defence  j 
Yoj,  who  have  burft  afunder  all  thofe  Bonds, 
And  turn'd  a  Rebel  to  youi-  native  Prince. 

Dor.  True,  I  rebell'd  :    But  when  did  I  betray  ? 
Indignities,  which  Man  cou'd  not  fapport, 
Provok'd  my  Vengeance  to  this  noble  Crime, 
But  he  had  ftripp'd  me  firft  of  my  Command, 
Difmifs'd  my  Service,  and  abfolv'd  my  Faith j 
And,  with  dildainful  Language,  dar'd  my  worfl. 
I  but  accepted  War,  whicn  he  denounc'd. 
Elfe  had  you  leen,  not  Dorax,  but  Alonzo, 
With  his  couch'd  Lance  againft  your  foremofl  Mo)rs, 
Perhaps  too  turn'd  the  Fortune  of  the  Day; 
Made  Africk  mourn,  and  Portugal  triumph. 

Bend.  Let  me  embrace  tJiee. 

Dor.  Stand  off  Scycophant, 
And  keep  Infeftion  diftant. 

Bend.  Brave  and  honeflr. 

Dor.  In  Spight  of  thy  Temptations. 

Bend.  Call  'em  Tryals  : 
They  were  no  more :     Thy  Faith  was  held  in  Balance, 
And  nicely  weigh'd  by  Jealoufie  of  Pow'r  j 

C  3  Vail 
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Vafl:  was  the  Truft  of  fuch  a  Royal  Charge  j 
And  our  wiic  Empeior  might  juftly  fear 
Seoafiian  might  be  freed  anci^recondrd, 
By  new  Obligen.entf,  to  thy  former  Love. 

I  or   1  doubt  thee  ft  ill;  thy  Reafons  were  too  ftrong, 
And  driven  too  near  the  Head,  to  be  but  Artifice : 
And  after  all,  I  know  thou  art  a  Statefman, 
"Where  Truth  is  rarely  found. 

Bei^d.  Behold  the  Emperor  j 

I.njer  Emperor,  Sebaftian  and  Almcyda. 

Ask  him,  I  beg  thee,  to  be  juftify'd, 
If  he  employ'd  me  not  to  foord  thy  Soul, 
And  try  the  Footing  whether  falfe  or  firm. 

Dor.  Death  to  my  Eyes,  I  fee  Sebafiian  with  him! 
Muft  he  be  ferv'd!  avoid  him,  if  we  meet, 
It  muft  be  like  the  Crufli  of  Heav'n  and  Eatth, 
T  involve  us  both  in  Ruin.  [£jr/f» 

Bend.  'Twas  a  bare  faving  Game  I  made  with  Dorax, 
But  better  fo  than  lofl;  he  cannot  hurt  me, 
That  1  prccaution'd ;  I  muft  ruin  him. 
But  now  this  Love  j  ay.  there's  the  gath'ring  Storm ! 
The  Tyrant  muft  not  v.el  j4lme\d:j;  no, 
That  luins  all  the  Fabrick  I  am  raifing. 
Yet  feeming  to  approve  it  gave  me  Time, 
And  gaining  Time  gains  alt. 

[  Bend  u  car  goes  and  v>aits  behind  the  Emperor, 

The  Emperor,  Sebaftian,  and  Almeyda  advance  to  the 
Front  of  the  Stage :     Guards  and  Attendants. 

"Emf,  to  Seb.  I  bade'em  ferveyou,  and  if  they  obey  not^ 
1  keep  my  Lions  keen  within  their  Dens, 
To  ftop  their  Maws  with  difobcdicnt  Slaves. 

Seb.  If  I  had  Conquer'd, 
They  cou'd  net  have  with  more  Obfervance  waited  r 
Their  Eyes,  Hands,  Feet, 

Are  all  fo  cjtiick,  they  feem  t'  have  but  one  Motion, 
To  catch  my  flying  Words.    Only  the  Alcade 
Shuns  me,  and  with  a  giim  Civility 
Bows,  and  declines  my  Walks. 

Imp.  A  Renegade: 
I  know  no  more  of  him :    But  that  he's  brare, 

And 
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And  hates  your  Chriftian  Seft.     If  you  can  frame 
A  farther  Wifli,  give  Wing  to  your  Defires, 
And  name  the  thing  you  want. 

Se^.  My  Liberty: 
For  were  ev'n  Paradife  it  felf  my  Prifbn, 
Still  I  fliou'd  long  to  leap  the  Cryftal  Walls. 

Emp.   Sure  our  two  Souls  have  fom^wherc  been  ac- 
In  former  Beings  :    Or  Ihuck  out  together,       [quaintcd 
One  Spark  to  Africk  flew,  and  one  to  Poytugd. 
Expeft  a  quick  Deliverance :  [turning  to  Almejda.l   Here'^ 
Of  Kindred  Soul  to  both :  Pity  our  Stars  [a  third. 

Have  made  us  Foes !  I  fhou'd  not  wifh  her  Death. 

Aim.  I  ask  no  Pity ;  if  I  thought  my  Soul 
Of  Kin  to  thine,  foon  wou'd  I  rend  my  Heart-ftrings, 
And  tear  out  that  Alliance :  But  thou  Viper 
Haft  canccird  Kindred,  made  a  Rent  in  Nature, 
And  through  her  holy  Bojvels  gnaw'd  thy  Way, 
Through  thy  own  Blood  to  Empire. 

Emp.  This  again : 
And  yet  (lie  lives;  and  only  lives  t'  upbraid  me. 

Seb.  What  Honour  is  there  in  a  Woman's  Death! 
Wrong'd  as  fhe  fays,  but  helplefs  to  Revenge  j 
Strong  in  her  Paffion,  impotent  of  Rcafon, 
Too  weak  to  hurt,  too  fair  to  be  deftroy'd. 
Mai  k  her  Majeftick  Fabrick  i  She's  a  Temple 
Sacred  by  Birth,  and  built  by  Hands  Divine  j 
Her  Soul's  the  Deity  that  lodges  there: 
Nor  is  the  Pile  unworthy  of  the  God. 

Emp.  She's  all  that  thou  canft  fay,  or  I  can  think. 
But  the  Pervcrienefs  of  her  dam'rous  Tongue 
Strikes  Pity  deaf. 

Sei.  Then  only  hear  her  Eyesj 
Tho'  they  are  mute,  they  plead ;  nay  more,  command^ 
For  beauteous  Eyes  have  arbitrary  Power. 
All  Females  have  Prerogative  of  Sex, 
The  Shces  even  of  the  falvage  Herd  are  fafc  r 
Ail  when  they  fnarl  or  bite,  have  no  Return 
But  Courtfliip  from  the  Male. 

Emp.  Were  She  not  She,  and  I  not  Muley-Mokch, 
She's  Miftrcfs  of  inevitable  Charms, 
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For  al!  but  me;  nor  am  I  fo  exempt, 

But  that I  know  not  what  I  was  to  fay        '  m 

But  I  am  too  obnoxious  to  my  Friends  j 
And  fway'd  by  your  Advice. 

Seb.  Sir,  I  advis'd  not. 
By  Heav'n,  I  never  counfell'd  I.ove  but  Pity. 

£;«/>.  By  Heav  n  thou  didit :  Deny  it  not»  thou  didft : 
For  V  hat  was  all  that  Prodigality 
Of  Priife,  but  to  enflamc  me!  ■ 

Seb.  Sir. 

£toj>.  No  more: 
Thou  haft  convinc'd  me,  that  (he's  worth  my  Love. 
Seb.  Was  ever  Man  lb  ruin'd  by  himfelf!  \^Afi<{e] 

Aim.  Thy  Love;  that  odious  Mouth  was  never  fram'd 
To  fpcak  a  Word  fo  foft : 

Name  Death  again,  for  that  thou  can'ft  pronounce 
With  horrid  Grace,  becoming  of  a  Tyrant. 
Love  is  for  humane  Hearts,  and  not  for  thine. 
Where  the  Brute  Beaft  extinguifties  the  Man. 
£w^.  Such  if  I  were,  yet  rugged  Lions  love. 

And  grapple,  and  compel  their  ialvage  Dames ,- 

Mark  my  Sebafiian,  how  that  iiiillen  Frown,     [Shefrownt^ 
Like  flawing  Lightning  opens  angry  Heaven; 
And  while  it  ki;}f,  dehghts.    But  yet,  infult  not 
Too  foon,  proud  Beauty,  I  confefs  n-o  Love, 

Seb.  No  Sir,  I  faid  lb,  and  1  witnefs  for  you  : 
Not  Love,  but  noble  Pity  mov'd  yeur  Mind : 
Int'reft  might  urge  you  too  to  lave  her  Life; 
For  thole  who  wi(h  her  Party  loft,  might  murmur 
At  {bedding  Royal  Blood. 

Zmp.  Right,  thou  inftrudl'ft  me; 
Int'reft  of  State  requires  not  Death,  but  Marriage; 
ST'unite  the  jarring  Titks  of  our  Line. 

Stb.  Let  me  be  dumb  for  ever,  all  L  plead,  {Ajhle. 

Like  Wildfire  thrown  againft  the  Wind,  returns 
With  double  Force  to  burn  me. 

Emp.  Cou'd  I  but  bend,  to  make  my  beauteous  Foe 

The  Partner  of  my  Throne,  and  of  my  Bed. 

Aim.  Still  thcu  dilfembleft,  bur  I  read  thy  Heart, 
And  know  the  Power  of  my  own  Charms  3  thou  lov'ftj 

And. 
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And  I  am  pleas'd  fot  my  Revenge  thou  dofl-. 

Emp.  And  thou  haft  Caufe. 

^Im.  I  have;  for  I  have  Power  to  make  thee  wretched. 
Be  fure  I  will,  and  yet  defpair  of  Freedom. 

Emp.  Well  then,  I  love, ;— 

And  'tis  below  my  Greatnefs  to  difown  it: 
Love  thee  implacably,  yet  hate  thee  too ; 
Wou'd  hunt  thee  bare-foot,  in  the  mid-day  Sun," 
Through  the  parch'd  Defarts,  and  the  fcorching  Sanij, 
T'  enjoy  thy  Love,  and  once  enjoy 'd,  to  kill  thee. 

Aim.  'Tis  a  falfe  Courage,  when  thou  threat'ncft  mcj  > 
Thou  canft  not  ftir  a  Hand  to  touch  my  Life: 
Do  not  1  lee  thee  tremble  while  thou  fpeak'ft  ? 
Lay  by  the  Lion's  Hide,  vain  Conqueror,  • 
And  take  the  Diftaff;  for  thy  Soul's  my  Slave. 

Emp.  Confufion!  How  thou  view'ft  my  very  Heart! 
.1  cou'd  as  foon. 

Stop  a  Spring  Tide,  blown  in,  with  my  bare  Hand, 
fiS  this  impetuous  Love :  ■  Yes,  I  will  wed  the.} 

In  Spight  of  thee,  and  of  my  felf ,  I  will. 

-rf/w.  For  what,  to  ?cop\e  Africa  with  Monfters, 
Which  that  unnatural  Mixture  muft  produce  ? 
No,  were  we  join'd,  ev'n  tho'  it  were  in  Death, 
Our  Bodies  burning  in  one  Funeral  Pile, 
The  Prodigy  of  Theses  wou'd  be  renew'd. 
And  my  divided  Flame  fhou'd  break  from  thine. 

Emp.  Serpent,  I  will  engender  Poifon  with  theej 
Join  Hate  v/ith  Hate,  add  Venom  to  the  B:rth; 
Our  Off-fpring,  like  the  Seed  of  Dragon's  Teeth, 
Shall  iiTu.e  arm'd,  and  fight  thcmfelves  to  Death. 

Aim.  I'm  calm  again,  thou  canft  not  marry  me, 

Emp.  As  Gleams  of  Sunfliine  fuften  Storms  to  Showers, 
So  if  you  {Vcile,  the  Loudnefs  of  my  Rage 

In  gentle  Whifpers  fhall  return,  but  this — — . 

That  nothing  can  divert  my  Love,  but  Death. 

Aim.  See  how  thou  art  deceiv'd.  I  am  a  Chriftianj 
'Tis  true,  linpracStis'd  in  my  new  Belief, 
Wrongs  I  reient,  nor  pardon  yet  with  Eafe: 
Thofc  Fruits  come  late,  and  arc  of  flow  Increafe 
la  haughty  Hearts,  like  mine:    Now,  tell  thy  felf 

Cj  if 
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If  th's  one  Word  deftroy  not  thy  Defigns : 
Thy  Law  permits  thee  not  to  marry  me. 

Emp.  Tis  but  a  fpecious  Tale,  to  blaft  my  Hopes, 
And  baffle  my  Pretenfions.    Speak  Sebujliim, 
And  as  a  King,  fpeak  true. 
Seh.  Then,  thus  adjur'd. 
On  a  King's  Word  'tis  Truth,  but  Truth  ill-tim'dj 
For  her  dear  Life  is  now  expos'd  anewj 
Unlefs  you  wholly  can  put  on  Divioity, 
And  graciouily  forgive. 

Aim.  Now  learn  by  this. 
The  little  Value  I  have  left  for  Life, 
And  trouble  rae  no  more. 

Emp.  I  thank  thee.  Woman; 
Thou  haft  reftor'd  me  to  my  native  Rage; 
Ard  I  will  feize  my  Happinefs  by  Force. 
Scb.  Know  Muley-MoLch,  when  thou  dar'ft  attempt.— 
Emp.  Beware,  I  wou'd  not  be  provok'd  to  ufe 
A  Concueror's  Right,  and  therefore  charge  thy  Silencci 
If  rhou  wou'd'ft  merit  to  be  thought  my  Friend, 
1  leave  thee  to  perfwade  her  to  Compliance: 
If  not,  there's  a  new  Guft  in  Ravifhment, 
Wliich  I  have  never  try'd. 

JBeW.  They  muft  be  watch'd ;  [Afile. 

lor  fomething  I  obferv'd  creates  a  Doubt. 

[Exit  Emp.  and  Bend, 
Se6   I've  been  too  tame,  have  bafdy  born  my  Wrongs, 
And  not  exerted  all  the  King  within  me; 
I  heard  him,  O  fweet  Heavn's,  he  threat'ned  Rapcj 
Nay,  infblently  urg'd  me  to  perfwade  thee, 
Ev'n  thee,  thou  Idol  of  my  Soul  and  Eyes; 
For  whom  1  fuffcr  Life,  and  drag  this  Being. 

Aim.  You  turn  iv.y  Prifon  to  a  Paradife; 
But  I  have  turn'd  your  Empire  to  a  Prifon  r 
In  all  your  Wars  good  Fortune  flew  before  you  j 
Sublime  you  fate  in  Triumph  on  her  Wheel; 
'Till  in  my  fatal  Caufe  your  Sword  was  drawn  j 
The  Weigh":  of  my  Misfortunes  dragg'd  you  down. 

Se6.  And  is'r  not  ftrange,  that  Heav'n  fhou'd  blefs  my 
In  common  Caufes,  and  defert  the  bell  ?  [Arms 

Now 
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Now  in  your  grcatelV,  lad:  Extremity, 

When  I  wou'd  aid  you  moft,  and  moft  defiie  it, 

I  bring  but  Sighs,  the  Succours  of  a  Slave.  ^ 

yilm.  Leave  then  the  Luggage  of  your  Fate  beiind 
To  make  your  Flight  more  eafie,  leave  Jlniejdn: 
Nor  think  me  left  a  bafe  ignoble  Prey, 
Expos'd  to  this  inhuman  Tyrant's  Luft; 
My  Virtue  is  a  Guard  beyond  my  Strength, 
And  Death,  my  laft  Defence,  within  my  Call. 

Seb.  Death  may  be  call'd  in  vain,  and  cannot  comej 
Tyrants  can  tye  liim  up  from  your  Relief: 
Nor  has  a  Chriftian  Priviledge  to  die. 
Alas  thou  art  too  young  in  thy  new  Faith ; 
Brutus  and  Cato  might  difcharge  thefr  Souls, 
And  give  them  Furlo's  for  another  Worli  : 
But  we  like  Gentries,  arc  oblig'd  to  ftand 
In  Starlefs  Nights,  and  wait  th'  appointed  Hour. 

^m.  If  {hunning  111  be  Good 
To  thofe  who  cannot  flum  it  but  by  Death : 
Divines  but  peep  on  undifcover'd  V/orlds, 
And  draw  the  diftant  Landfcape  as  they  pleafe: 
But  who  has  e'er  return'd  from  thofe  bright  Regionr^ 
To  tell  their  Manners,  and  relate  their  Laws  ? 
I'll  venture  landing  on  that  happy  Shore 
With  an  unfully'd  Body  and  white  Mind^ 
If  I  have  crr'd,  fome  kind  Inhabitant  *■ 

Will  pity  a  ftray'd  Soul,  and  take  me  home. 

Sei>.  Beware  of  Death,  thou  canlt  not  die  unperjur'4, 
/nd  leave  an  UHaccomplifh'd  Love  behind : 
Thy  Vows  are  mine;  nor  will  I  quit  my  Claim: 
The  Tyc  of  MinJs  are  but  imperfeft  Bonds, 
Unlcfs  the  Bodies  joyn  to  feal  the  G^ntrafl. 

Mm.  What  Joys  can  you  poflcfs,  or  can  I  give  ? 
Where  Groans  of  Death  fuccecd  the  Sighs  of  Love, 
Our  Hymen  hss  not  on  his  Saffron  Robe; 
But  muffled  up  in  Mourning,  downward  holds 
His  drooping  Torch,  extinguifh'd  with  his  Tears. 

Seb.  The  God  of  Love  ftands  ready  to  revive  it 
With  his  jCtherial  Breath. 

^Ifn.  'Ti>  laie  to  joyn,  when  We  SQu/l  part  fo  foon." 

Seb.  Nav, 
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Seh.  Nay,  rather  let  us  hafte  it,  e'er  we  part : 
Our  Souls  for  Want  of  thar  Acquaintance  here, 
May  wander  in  tf-e  Ftarry  Walks  above. 
And.  forc'd  on  worfe  C'  mpanions,  mifs  our  fclvesl 

Aim.  The  Tyrant  will  not  long  be  abfent  hence; 
And  fbon  I  fhall  be  ravifh'd  f  om  your  Arms. 

Se^.  Wilt  thou  thy  felf  become  the  greater  Tyrant, 
And  give  not  Love,  while  thou  haft  Love  to  give? 
In  dangefous  Days,  when  Riches  aje  a  Crime, 
The  Wife  betimes  make  over  their  Eftates : 
Make  o'er  thy  Honour,  by  a  Deed  of  Truft, 
And  give  me  Seizure  of  the  mighty  Wealth. 

Aim.  What  Oall  I  do!  O  teach  me  to  refufe! 
I  wou'd ;  and  yet  I  tremble  at  the  Grant. 
For  dire  Prefages  fright  my  Soul  by  Day, 
And  boding  Vifions  haunt  my  nightly  Dreams : 
Sometimes,  methinks,  I  hear  the  Groans  of  Ghofts; . 
Thin,  hollow  Sounds,  and  lamentable  Screams  j 
Then,  like  a  dying  Eccho,  from  afar, 
My  Mother's  Voice,  that  cries.  Wed  not,  Almeyda ! 
Forewarn'd  Almeyda,  Marriage  is  thy  Crime. 

Seb.  Some  envious  D&mon,  to  delude  our  Joys} 
Love  is  not  Sin,  but  where  'tis  Sinful  Love. 

Aim.  Mine  is  a  Flame  fo  holy  and  fo  clear. 
That  the  white  Taper  leaves  no  Soot  behind ; 
No  Smoak  of  Luft  3  but  chafte  as  Sifters  Love, 
When  coldly  they  return  a  Brother's  Kifs, 
Without  the  Zeal  that  meets  at  Lovers  Mouths. 

Seh.  Laugh  then  at  fond  Prefages;  I  had  fome; 
Fara'd  Nofiradamus,  when  he  took  my  Horofcope, 
Foretold  my  Father,  I  fhou'd  wed  with  Inceft : 
E'er  this  unhappy  War  my  Mother  dy'dj 
And  Sifters  I  had  nonej  vain  Augury! 
A  long  Religious  Life,  a  Holy  Age, 
My  Stars  aflign'd  me  too;  impoffible. 
For  how  can  Inceft  iuic  with  Holinefs, 
Or  Prieftly  Orders  with  a  Princely  State? 

Aim.  did  Venerable  Alvarez, !  — <  \_Sigh'mg, 

Seh.  But  why  that  Sigh  in  naming  that  good  Man,? 
Aim.  Your  Father's  Counfellor  and  Confident' 

Seb.  He 
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Seh.  He  was;  and,  if  he  live?,  niy  fecotid  Father. 
Aim.  Mark'd  our  Farewell,  when  2,oing  to  the  Fight, 
You  gave  Ameydit  for  the  vvord  of  Battle  i 
'Twas  in  that  fatal  Moment,  he  difcover'd 
The  Love  that  long  we  labour'd  to  conceal. 
I  know  it;  though  my  Eyes  ftood  full  of  Tears, 
Yet  through  theMift  I  faw  him  ftcdfafl:  gaze: 
Then  knock'd  his  aged  Breaft,  and  inward  groan'd ; 
Like  fome  (ad  Prophet,  that  forefaw  the  Doom 
Of  thofe  whom  beft  he  lov'd,  and  cou'd  not  fave. 

Seb.  It  ftartles  me!  and  brings  to  my  Remembrance, 
That,  when  the  Shock  of  Battle  was  begun. 
He  wou'd  have  much  co    plain'd,  (but  had  not  Time) 
Of  our  hid  PafTion;  then,  with  lifted  Hands, 
He  begg'd  me  by  my  Father's  Sacred  Soul, 
Not  to  efpoufe  you,  if  he  dy'd  in  Fight : 
For  if  he  iiv'd.  and  we  were  Conquerors, 
He  had  fuch  Things  to  urge  againft  our  Marriage, 
As,  now  dcclar'd, "wou'd  blunt  my  Sword  in  Battle; 
And  daftardize  my  Courage. 
Aim.  My  Blood  cruddles  ; 
And  cakes  about  my  Heart. 

Seb.  I'll  breathe  a  Sigh,  fo  warm  into  thy  Bofom, 
Shall  make  it  flow  again.    My  Love,  he  knows  not 
Thou  art  a  Chriftian;  that  produc'd  his  Fear: 
Left  thou  fhou'd'ft  footh  my  Soul  with  Charms  fo  ftrongi 
That  Heav'n  might  prove  too  weak. 

Aim.  There  muft  be  more : 
This  cou'd  not  blunt  your  Sword. 

Seb.  Yes,  if  I  drew  it,  with  a  curfl  Intent, 
To  take  a  Misbeliever  to  my  Bed ; 
It  muft  be  To. 

Aim.  Yet 

Seb.  No,  th^ni  fhalt  not  plead 
With  that  fair  Mouth,  againft  the  Caufe  of  Loveii 
Within  rhis  Caftle  is  a  Captive,  Priefr, 
My  Holy  Confeffor,  whole,  free  Accefi 
Not  ev'n  the  barb'rous  Viftors  have  refus'd; 
This  happy  Hour  his  Hands  flisll  make  us  one. 

Aim,  I  go;  with  Love  and  Fortune,  two  blind  Guides, 

To 
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To  lead  my  Way :  half  loth,  and  half  confenting.- 

If,  as  my  Soul  forebodes,  fome  dire  Event 

Purfue  tnis  Union,  or  fome  Crime  unknown. 

Forgive  me  Heav'n  j  and  all  ye  Bleft  above, 

Excufc  the  Frailty  of  unbounded  Love.        lExtmt  amh. 

SCENE    II.     Supposed  a  Gar  deft;  with 
Lodging  Roomt  behind  it,    or  on  the  Sides. 

Inter  Mufti j  Antonio  as  a  Slavey  and  Johayma  tht 
Mufti'i  Wife. 

Muf.  And  hov7  do  you  like  him,  look  upon  him  well ; 
he's  a  perfonable  Fellow  of  a  Chriftian  Dog.  Now  I 
think  yen  arc  fitted  for  a  Gardiner:  Ha,  what  fay 'ft  thou 
fohayma  ? 

Johaym.  He  may  make  a  Shift  to  fow  Lettice,  raife 
Melons,  and  water  a  Garden-Plat.  But  otherwife  a  very 
filthy  Fellow }  how  odioufly  he  fmells  of  his  Country 
Garlick !  fugh,  how  he  ftinks  of  S^ain. 

Miif.  Why  Honeybird,  I  bought  him  on  Purpofe  for 
thee}  didft  not  thou  fay  thou  long'dft  for  a  Chriftian  Slave  .•' 

Johaym.  Ay,  but  the  Sight  of  that  loathfome  Creature 
has  almoft  cur'd  me  j  and  how  can  I  tell  that  he's  a  Chri- 
ftian.' and  he  were  well  fearch'd,  he  may  prove  a  Jew 
for  ought  I  know.  And  befides,  I  have  always  long'd 
for  an  Eunudi;  for  they  fay  that's  a  civil  Creature,  and 
almoft  as  harmlcfs  as  your  felt,  Husband  ;  Speak  Fellew, 
arc  not  you  fuch  a  Kind  of  peaceable  Thing  ? 

jint.  1  was  never  taken  for  one  in  my  own  Country; 
and  not  very  jjeaceable.  neither  when  I  am  well  provok'd. 

Iduf.  To  your  Occupation,  Dogj  bind  up  the  Jefla- 
mines  in  yond'  Aibour,  and  handle  your  Pruning-Knife 
with  Dexterity ;  tightly  I  fay,  go  tightly  to  your  Bufi- 
ncfs;  you  have  coft  me  much;  and  muft  earn  it  in  your 
Work;  here's  plentiful  Provi: ion  for  you,  Rafcal,  Sallad- 
ding  in  the  Garden,  and  Water  in  the  Tanck,  and  on 
Holidays  the  licking  of  a  Platter  of  Rice,  when  yoa. 
defcrvc  it 

J'hitym, 
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Johxjm.  What  have  you  been  bred  up  to,  Sirrah,  and 

what  can  you  perform  to  recommend  you  to  my  Service  ? 

Ant.  [making  Le^s.'j  Why  Madam,   I  can  perform  as 

much  as  any  Man,  in  a  fair  Lady's  Service.    I  can  play 

upon  the  Flute,  and  fing;  I  can  carry  your  Umbrella,  and 

fan  your  Ladyfhip,  and  cool  you  when  you  are  too  hotj 

in  fine,  no  Service  either  by  Day  or  by  Night  (hall  come 

amifs  to  me  5  and  belides,  am  ot  fo  quick  an  Apprehen- 

iion,  that  you  need  but  wink  upon  me  at  any  Time,  to 

make  me  under ftand  my  Duty.  [She  wmks  at  him. 

Ant,  Very  fine,  (be  has  tipt  the  Wink  already. — [Afide. 

!       Jch,  The  Whelp  may  come  to  fomething  in  Time, 

when  I  have  enter 'd  him  into  his  Bufinefs. 

Muf.  A  very  malapert  Cur,  I  can  tell  him  thatj  I  do 
Hot  like  his  Fawning;  you  mufi:  be  taught  your  Di- 
ftance,  Sirrah.  [Strikes  him^ 

Joh.  Hold,  hold. He  has  deferv'd  it  I  confefs} 

but  for  once  let  his  Ignorance  plead  his  Pardon ;  we  muft 
not  difcourage  a  Beginner.  Your  Reverence  has  taught 
us  Charity  ev'n  to  Birds  and  Bealls :  here  you  filthy  Brute 
you-.— ——take  this  little  Alms  to  buy  you  Plaifters. 
[Gives  him  it  Piece  of  Money. 
Ant.  Money,  and  a  Love-Pinch  in  the  Infide  of  my 
Palm  into  the  Bargain.  [Ajide. 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Serv.  Sir,  my  Lord  Benducar  is  coming  to  wait  on  you, 
and  is  already  at  the  Palace-Gate. 

Muf.  Come  in,  Johayma,  regulate  the  reft  of  my  Wives 
and  Concubines,  and  leave  the  Fellow  to  his  Work. 

Joh.  How  ftupidly  he  ftares  about  him,  like  a  Calf  new 
come  into  the  World  :  I  fhall  teach  you  Sirrah,  to  know 

your  Bufinefs  a  little  better : this  Way  you  awkard 

Rafcal,  here  lyes  the  Arbour,  muft  I  be  Ihcwing  you  e- 
ternally  ?  [Turning  him  about, 

Muf.  Come  away,  Minion  j  you  fhall  fhew  him  no- 
thing. 

foh.  I'll  but  bring  him  into  the  Arbour,  where  a  Rofe- 
tree  and  a  Myrtle-tree  are  juft  falling  for  want  of  a  Prop; 
il  they  were  bound  together,  they  wou'd  help  to  keep 
up  one  another :  — —  He's  a  raw  Gardiner,  and  'tis  but 
Charity  to  teach  him,  Muf.  No 
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ili«/.  No  mare  deeds,  of  Charity  to  day ;  come  in,  or 
I  fhall  think  you  a  little  better  dilpos'd  than  I  cou'd  wifh 
you. 

Jdh.  Well,  go  before,  I  will  follow  my  Paftor. 

Muf.  So  you  may  caft  a  Sheeps  eye  behind  you :  In  be- 
fore mej  and  you  Sawcinefs,  mind  your  Pruning-knife  j 
or  I  may  chance  to  ufc  it  for  you. 

{Exeunt  Mufti  and  Johayma. 

Ant.  [alone'}  Thank  you  for  that ;  but  I  am  in  no  fuch 

"  hafte  to  be  made  a  Mufulman.     For  his  Wedlock,  for  all 

ier  Haughtinefs,   I  find  her  coming.     How  far  a  Chri- 

flian  fhould  refift,   I  partly  know ;   but  how  far  a  lewd 

iroung  Chriftian  can  refift,  is  another  Qucflion.  SheV  to- 
erable,  and  lam  a  poor  Stranger,  far  from  better  Friends, 
and  in  a  bodily  neceflTity :  Now  have  I  a  ftrange  Temp- 
tation to  try  what  other  Females  are  belong'ng  to  this 
Family :  I  am  not  far  from  the  Womens  Apartment  I 
am  fure  ;  and  if  thefe  Birds  are  within  diftance,  here's 
that  will  chuckle  *em  together,  [puils  eut  his  Mute}  If 
there  be  variety  of  Moois  Flelh  in  this  holy  Market, 
'twere  Madnefs  to  lay  out  all  my  Money  upon  the  firfi 
Bargain.  [He  pUys. 

[A  Grate  opens,  and  Morayma  the  Mufti'^  Daughter  ap- 
pears at  it. 
Anton.  Ay  there's  an  Apparition !  This  is  a  Morfel  wor- 
"thy  of  a  Mtifti ;  this  is  the  relifhing  bit  in  ftcret;  this  is 
.  the  Myftery  of  h  s  Alcoran,  that  muft  be  relerv'J  from 
'  the  knowledge  of  the  prophaoe  Vulgar.  This  is  his  Ho- 
.  Jyday  DcVotion;  fee,  fhc  beckons  too.- 

[she  beckons  to  him, 
Mor.  Come  a  little  nearer,  and  fpeak  foftly. 
Ant.  I  come,  I  come  I  warrant  thee;  the  Icaft  twin- 
kle had  brought  me  to  thee;   fuch  another  kind  Sylla.ie 
or  two  wou'd  turn  me  to  a  Meteor,  and  dr^w  me  up  to 
"  thee. 

A/ior.  I  dare  not  fpeak,  for  fear  of  being  overheard ;  but 
if  yoii  think  my  Peribn  worth  your  hazard,  anJ  can  de- 
fer ve  my  Love the  reft  this  Note  fliail  tell  you 

[throiPs  down  a  Handkerchief.']   No  more,  my  Heart  goe- 
v/ithyou.  [Exit  fr^m  the  Grate, 

Ant. 
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Ant.  O  thou  pretty  little  Hearts  art  thou  flown  hither  ? 
I'll  keep  it  warm  I  wan-ant  it,  and  brood  upon  ir  in  the 
new  Neft  :  but  now  upon  my  Trcafurc  trove,  that's 
Wrapt  up  in  the  Handkerchief:  No  peeping  here,  though 
I  long  to  be  fpelling  her  Arabick  Scrawls  and  Pot-hooks. 
But  I  muft  carry  off  my  Prize  as  Rcbbi^rs  do  •■,  and  not 
think  of  fharing  the  Booty  before  I  am  free  from  Danger, 
and  out  of  Eye-fhot  from  the  other  Windows.  If  her 
Wit  be  as  poynant  as  her  Eyes,  I  am  a  double  Slave.  Our 
Northern  Beauties  are  meer  Dou;5h  to  thefe  :  Infipid 
white  Earth,  meer  Tobacco-pipe  Clay  ;  with- no  mere 
Soul  and  Motion  in  'em  than  a  Fly  in  Winter. 

Here  the  warm  Planet  ripens,  and  fublimes 

The  well-bak'd  Beauties  of  the  Southern  Climes  j 

Our  Cupid's  but  a  Bungler  in  his  Trade  j 

His  keeneft  Arrows  are  in  yifrick  made.  [TExit, 
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A  Terrace-JValk  ;  or  fume  other  publick  Place  'in 
the  Cajile  o/Alcazar. 

Inter  Emperor  Muley-Moluch,  and  Benducar. 

lEmp.  X  >rArry'd!  I'll  not  believe  it;  'tis  Impofture; 

iVl  Improbable  they  fliould  prefume  t'  att^upt, 
Impoffible  they  fhou'd  effedl  their  Wifli.  '      -' 

Bend.  Have  patience  till  I  clear  it. 

£w/>.  I  have  none : 
Go  bid  our  moving  Plains  of  Sand  lie  ftill. 
And  flir  not,  when  the  ftormy  South  blows  high: 
From  top  to  bottom  thou  haft  tofs'd  my  Soul, 
And  now  'tis  in  the  Madnefs  of  the  Whirl, 
Requir'ft  a  fudden  flop  ?  unfay  thy  Lye, 
That  may  in  time  do  lomewhat. 

Bend.  I  have  done: 

For, 
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For,  fince  it  pleafcs  you  it  fliou'd  be  forg'd, 
'Tis  fit  it  fliou'd  :  far  be  it  from  your  SJave, 
To  raifc  difturbancc  in  your  Sacred  Brcaft. 

Emp.  Sebafilan  is  my  Slave  as  well  as  thou  5 
Kor  durft  offend  mv  Love  by  that  Prefumption, 

Ber.d.  Mofl  fure  he  ought  not. 
^  Emp.  Then  a-l  Means  were  wanting; 
No  Prieft,  no  Ceremonies  of  their  Sc€t ; 
Or,  grant  we  thefe  Defers  cou'd  be  fupply'd. 
How  cou'd  our  Prophet  do  an  Aft  fo  bale. 
So  to  refume  his  Gifts,  and  curfe  my  Conqucfb. 
By  making  me  unhappy !  No,  the  Slave 
Tnat  told  thee  fo  abfurd  a  Story,  iy'd. 

r,  ^^^: y^l  "^^  ^'^'^  Mon^nt  I  have  found  iiim  faithful.' 
He  laid  he  law  it  too-. 

Emp.  Difpatch;  what  iaw  he  ? 

Bend.  Truth  is  confidering,  with  what  earncflnefi 
Stbafiim  pleaded  for  Almeyda's  Life, 
Inhanc'd  her  Beauty,  dwelt  upon  her  Praifc, — 

Emp.  O  ftupid,  and  unthinking  as  I  was » 
I  might  have  mark'd  it  too :  'twas  grofi  and  palpable ' 

Beud.  xMetliought  I  trac'd  a  Lover  iU  difguis'd;   ' 
And  lent  my  Spy,  a  (harp  obferving  Slavef 
T'  inform  me  better,  if  I  guefsd  aright. 
He  told  me,  that  he  faw  Sebaftian^s  Page 
Run  crofs  the  Marble  Square,  who  foon  return-d. 
And  after  him  there  lag'd  a  puffing  Fryar; 
Clofe  wrap'd  he  bore  feme  fecret  Inftrument 
Ot  Chriftian  Siiperftition  in  his  Hand  • 
My  Servant  follow'd  feft,  and  through  a  Chink 
Percciv'd  the  Royal  Captives  hand  in  hand: 
And  heard  the  hooded  Father  mumbling  Charms. 
That  make  thofe  Misbelievers  Man  and  Wife 
Which  done,  the  Spoufes  kifs'd  witk  fuch  a  Feryour, 
And  gave  fuch  furious  earncft  of  their  Flames, 
That  their  Eyes  fparkled,  and  their  mantling  Blood 
Flew  flunimg  o'er  their  Faces. 

Emp.  Hell  confound  'em  ! 


Be»d.  The  Reverend  Father  with  a  holy  Leer^ 
Saw  he  might  wcU  be  fpar'd,  and  foon  withdrew ;. 


This 
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This  forc'd  my  Serrant  to  a  quick  Retreat, 
For  fear  to  be  difcover'd  5  guefs  the  reft. 

TLmp.  I  do.    My  Farkcy  is  too  exquifitc. 
And  tortures  me  with  their  imagin'd  Blifs. 
Some  Earthquake  (hou'd  have  rifen  and  rent  the  Grouni 
Have  fwallow'd  him,  and  left  the  longing  Bride 
In  Agony  of  unaccortiplifh'd  Love.  [IValks  diforderly^ 

Enter  the  Mufti. 

Be>id.  In  an  unlucky  Hour  l-^^t. 

That  Fool  intrudes,  raw  in  this  great  Affair, 
And  uninftruftcd  how  to  ftem  the  Tide. 

[Coming  up  to  the  Mufti  ajule. 

The  Emp'ror  muft  not  marry,  nor  enjoy ; 
Keep  to  that  Point}  ftand  firm,  for  all's  at  flake. 

[Emp.  feeing  him^  You  Druggerman  of  Heaven,  muH 
I  attend 
Your  droaning  Prayers?  Why  came  you  not  before? 
Doll  thou  not  know  the  Captive  King  has  dar'd 
To  weil  Almeydn  ?  Cancel  mc  that  Marriage, 
And  make  her  mine;  about  the  bufinefs,  quick. 
■  Expound  thy  Mahomet ;  make  him  fpeak  my  Senfe^ 
Or  he's  no  Prophet  here,  and  thou  no  Mufti, 
Unlefs  thou  know'ft  the  trick  of  thy  Vocation, 
To  wreft  and  rend  the  Law  to  pleafe  thy  Prince. 

Muf.  Why,  verily  the  Law  is  monftrous  plaia: 
There's  not  one  doubtful  Text  in  all  the  Alcoran, 
Which  can  be  wrench'd  in  favour  to  your  Proje<a. 

Emp.  Forge  one,  and  foift  it  into  fbme  By-place 
Of  fome  old  rotten  Roll;  do't,  I  command  thee; 
Muft  I  teach  thee  thy  Trade  ? 

Muf.  It  cannot  be. 
For  Matrimony  being  the  deareft  Point 
Of  Law,  the  People  have  it  all  by  heart : 
A  Cheat  on  Procreation  will  not  pals. 
Befides  the  Offence  is  fo  exorbitant,        [Tn  a  higher  Ttne, 
To  mingle  with  a  misbelieving  Race, 
That  fpeedy  Vengeance  wou'd  purfue  your  Crime, 
And  Holy  Mahomet  launch  himfelf  from  Heav'n, 
Before  th'  unready  Thunderbolt  were  form'd. 

,  Emperor 


^<J8  DonSebastian, 

Emperor  taking  him  by  the  Throat  with  oyte  Hxndy  jhatches 
out  his  Sword  with  the  other ^  and  Points  it  to  his  Breaft. 
Imp.  Slave,  have  I  rais'd  thee  to  this  Pomp  and  Pow'r 
To  preach  againft:  my  Will?  Know  lam  Lawj 
And  thou,  not  Maltome^s  Meflenger,  but  mine; 
Make  it,  I  charge  thee,  make  my  Pleai'ure  lawful : 
,  0r  fiill  I  ftrip  thee  of  thy  ^hoftly  Gieatnefi, 
Then  fend  thee  poft  to  tell  thy  Tale  above; 
And  bring  thy  vain  Memorials  to  thy  Prophet 
Of  Juftice  done  bdow  for  Difobedience. 

Muf.  For  Heaven's  fake  hold,  the  refpite  of  a  Momei.t— 
To  think  for  you. 

Bmp.  And  for  thy  felt.— • — . 

Muf.  For  both. 

Bewi/.Difgracc.and  Death,and  Avar 'ce  have  lofl  W.n:\Ajide . 
Muf.  'Tis  true,  our  Law  foibids  to  wed  a  Chrillian  j 
Btft  it  forbids  you  not  to  ravifh  her. 
You  have  a  Conqueror's  Right  upon  your  Slave;. 
And  then,  the  more  defpight  you  do  a  Chriftiao, 
You  ferve  the  Prophet  more,  who  loaths  that  Scdl. 

Emp.  Oh  now  it  niends ;  and  you  talk  Reafon,  Mufti, 
But  flay!  I  promis'd  Freedom  to  itbafiiAn. 
Now  fhou'd  I  grant  it,  his  revengefui  Soul 
"Wou'd  ne'er  forgive  his  violated  Bed. 

Muf.  Kill  him,  for  then  you  give  h'm  liberty  j 
His  Soul  is  from  his  earthly  Prilon  freed. 

Emp.  How  happy  is  the  Prince  who  has  a  Churchman 
So  learn 'd  and  pliant  to  expound  his  Laws! 

Bend.  Two  things  I  humbly  oft'cr  to  your  Prudence. 
Emp.   Be  brief;  but  let  not  either  thwart  my  Love. 
Bend.  Firft,  Since  our  holy  Man  has  made  Rape  lawful. 
Fright  her  with  that;  proceed  not  yet  to  force ; 
Why  fhiou'd  you  pluck  the  green  diftafleful  Fruit 
From  the  unwilling  Bough, 
When  it  may  ripen  of  it  felf,  and  fail? 

imp   Grant  her  a  Day ;   though  that's  too  much  to  give 
Out, of  a  Life  which  I  devote  to  Love. 

Bend,  Then  next,  to  bar 
All  future  hopes  of  her  defir'd  Sebfifiiitn, 
Let  Dorux  be  enjoyn'd  to  bring  his  Head. 

£mp: 
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^mp.   \_to  the  Mufti.]   Go,  Mufti,  call  him  to  receive 
his  Orders.  [Exit  MuftL 

I  tafte'thy  Counfel,  her  Defires  new  rous'd, 
And  yet  unflak'd,  will  kindle  in  her  Fancy, 
And  make  her  eager  to  renew  the  Foafi:. 

Bend.  [Aj'tde^]  Dorax,  I  know  before,  will  difobey; 

There's  a  Foe's  Head  well  cropt. 

But  this  hot  Love  precipitates  my  Plot} 
And  brings  it  to  Projediion  e'er  its  time. 
Inter  Sebaftian  and  Aimeyda.  hmd  in  hand;  upon  fight  of 
the  Emperor,  they  fepp.rate  aridfeem  difiurb'd. 

Aimeyda.  He  breaks  at  unawares  upon  our  Walks, 
And  like  a'Midnight  Wolf  invades  the  Fold: 
Make  fpeedy  Preparation  of  your  Soul, 
And  bid  it^m  apace:  He  comes  for  anfwer. 
And  brutal  Mifchief  lits  upon  his  Brow. 

Seb.  Not  thelafl  Sounding  cou'd  furprize  me  more. 
That  fummons  drowzy  Mortals  to  their  Doom, 
When  cail'd  in  hiile  they  fumble  for  their  Limbs, 
And  tremble  unprovided  for  their  Charge: 
My  Senfe  has  been  lb  deeply  plung'd  in  Joys, 
The  Soul  out-flept  her  Houri  and  fcarce  awake, 
Wou'd  think  too  late,  and  cannot:  But; brave  Minds 
At  wnrft,  can  dare  their  Fate.— ^- 

Etnp.  [coming  up  to  them]  Have  you  perfbrm'd 
Your  EmbafTy,  and  treated  with  Succcfs? 

Seb.  I  hid  no  time. 

Emp.  No  not  tor  my  Affairs, 
But  for  your  own  too  much.  :     - 

Seb. '"SI on  talk  in  Clouds,  explain  your  Mcatiing,  Sir. 

Emp.  Explain  yours  firft :  What  meant  you  hand  in  hand» 
And  when  you  law  me,  with  a  guilty  Start     ' 
You  loos'd  your  Hold,  affrighted  at  my  Prefcncc  ? 

Seb.  Affrighted  ?  ' 

Emp.  Yes,  aftonifli'd  and  confounded, 

Ssb.  What  mak'fl  thou  of  thy  felf,  and  what  of  mc  ? 
Art  thou  fome  Ghoft,  fome  Dsmon,  or  fome  God, 
That  I  fhou'd  fland  aftonifli^'d  at  thy  fight  ? 
If  thou  cou'dfl  deem  fb  meanly  ot  my  Courage, 
Why:  didfl  thoa  not;  cogagq  loe Jrlsmibc  Jdan, 

And 


70  Don  Sebastian, 

And  trj  the  Virtue  of  that  Gorgon  Face, 
To  ftare  me  into  Statue? 

Emp.  Oh,  thou  art  now  recover'd,  but  by  Hcav'n, 
Thou  weit  amai'd  at  fiift,  as  if  furpriz'd 
At  unexpedted  Bafencfs  brought  to  light. 
For  know,  ungrateful  Man,  that  Kings,  like  Gods, 
Are  every  where;  walk  in  th'  Abyfs  of  Minds, 
And  view  the  dark  Recefles  of  the  Soul, 

Sei.  Bafe  and  ungrateful  never  was  I  thought ; 
Nor  till  this  turn  ot  Fate,  durft  thou  have  call'd  mci 
But,  lince  thou  boaft'll  th*  Omnifcicnce  of  a  God, 
Say  in  what  Cranny  of  Sebaftian'^  Soul, 
Unknown  to  me,  fo  loath 'd  a  Crime  is  lodg'd? 

Emp.  Thou  haft  not  broke  my  Truft  rcpos'd  in  thee ! 

Seb.  Impos'd,  but  not  rcceiv'd :  Take  back  that  Falfehood. 

ETKp.  Thou  art  not  Marry 'd  to  Almeydtt  ? 

Seb.  Yes. 

2mp.  And  own'ft  the  Ufurpation  of  my  Love? 

Seb.  I  own  it  in  the  Face  of  Heaven  and  thee. 
No  Ufurpation,  but  a  lawful  Claim, 
Of  which  I  ftand  poileft. 

Emp.  Sh'  has  chofen  well. 
Betwixt  a  Captive  and  a  Conqueror. 

Almeyda.  Betwixt  a  Monfter  and  the  bcft  of  Men. 
He  V  as  the  Envy  of  his  neighb'ring  Kings; 
For  him  their  fighmg  Queens  defpis'd  their  Lords, 
And  Virgin  Daughters  blufli'd  when  he  was  nam'd. 
To  (bare  his  noble  Chains  is  more  to  me, 
Than  all  the  falvage  Greatnefs  of  thy  Throne. 

Stb.  Wtre  I  to  chule  again,  and  knew  my  Fate, 
For  fuch  a  Night  I  would  be  what  I  am. 
The  Joys  I  have  pofleft  are  cvct  mincj 
Out  of  thy  reach  behind  Eternity, 
Hid  in  the  facied  Trealure  of  the  pjft; 
But  bleft  Remembrance  brings  'em  hourly  back. 

Emp.  Hourly  indeed,  who  haft  but  Hours  to  live: 
O  mighty  Purchafeofa  boafted  Blifs! 
To  dream  of  what  thou  hadft  one  fugitive  Night, 
And  never  ftialc  have  more, 

Seb,  Barbarian,  thou  canft  part  us  but  a  Moment  j  — 

We 
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We  Hiall  be  one  again  in  thy  defpight : 
Life  is  but  Air, 

That  yields  a  Paflage  to  the  whittling  Sword, 
And  clofes  when  'tis  gone. 

Aim.  How  can  we  better  die  than  clofe  embrac'd. 
Sucking  each  others  Souls  while  we  expire  ? 
Which  Co  trans fus'd,  and  mounting  both  at  once. 
The  Saints  deceiv'd  (hall  by  a  fwcct  Miftake. 
Hand  up  thy  Soul  for  mine,  and  mine  for  thine. 

Etnp.  No,  riJ  untwift  you ; 
I  have  occafion  for  your  ftay  on  Earth : 
Let  him  mount  fir  ft,  and  beat  upon  the  Wing, 
And  wait  an  Age  for  what  I  hei  e  detain, 
Or  licken  at  immortal  Joys  above. 
And  languifh  for  the  Heav'n  he  L-ft  below.  (joyn'd  ? 

jllm.  Thou  wilt  not  dare  to  break  what  Heav'n  has 
Emp.  Not  break  the  Chain,  but  change  a  rotten  Link, 
And  rivet  one  to  laft. 

Think'ft  thou  I  come  to  argue  right  and  wrong  ? 
Why  lingers  Dorax  thus  ?  Where  are  my  Guards, 

[Benducar  goes  out  for  the  Guards,  and  returns. 
To  drag  that  Slave  to  Death?  IPointmg  to  Scbaftian. 

New  ftorm  and  rage. 

Call  vainly  on  thy  Prophet,  then  defie  him 
For  wanting  Power  to  fave  thee. 

Seb.  That  were  to  gratifie  thy  Pride:  I'll  fliew  thee 
How  a  Man  ftiou'd,  and  how  a  King  dare  dye: 
So  even,  that  my  Soul  lliall  walk  with  Eafc 
Out  of  its  Flefh,  and  fliut  out  Life  as  calmly 
As  it  does  Words ;  without  a  Sigh  to  note 
One  ftrugglc  in  the  fmoorh  diflblving  Frame.    (Wretch; 
Alm.[to  theEmp.}  Expedl  Revenge  from  Heav'n,inhumanc 
Nor  hope  t'  alcend  Sebafiim's  Holy  Bed. 
Flames,  Daggers,  Poiibn  ,  guard  the  facred  Steps; 
Thofe  are  the  piomis'd  Plealures  of  my  Love. 

Emf.  And  thcie  might  fright  another,  but  not  me.' 
Or  me,  if  I  deiign'd  to  give  you  Pleafure : 
I  feek  my  own,  and  while  that  lafts,  you  live. 

Enter  two  of  the  Guards. 
Go>  bear  the  Captive  to  a  ipeedy  Death, 

Ana 


7*  Don  Sebastiak, 

And  fct  my  Soul  at  eafe. 
Aim.  I  charge  you  hold;  ye  Minifters  of  Death, 

Speak  mv  Sebaftlatr, 

Plead  for' thy  Life:  Oh  ask  it  of  the  Tyrant ; 

'Tis  noDifhonour,  truft  me.  Love,  'tis  none: 

I  wou'd  die  for  thee,  but  I  cannot  pkadj 

My  haughty  Heart  difdains  it,  ev'n  for  thee. 

Still  filent !  will  the  King  of  lortugal 

Go  to  his  Death  like  a  dumb  Sacrifice? 

Beg  him  to  lave  my  Life  in  faving  thine. 

Seb.  Farewell,  my  Life's  not  worth  another  Word. 
£wp.  \_to  the  Guards.'\  Perform  your  Orders, 
jilm.  Stay,  take, ray  farew^ell  too: 

Farewcl  the  Greatnefs  of  Almeydas  Soul ! 

Look,  Tyrant,  what  E:.cefs  of  Love  can  do. 

It  pulls  me  down  thus  iow,  as  to  xhy  Vcct.,[Kneels to  him. 

N«y  to  embrace  thy  Knees  with  loathing  Hands, 

"Which  blifter  when  they  touch  thee:  Yet  e/'n  thus. 

Thus  far  I  can  to  fave  Sebaftian's  Life. 

Emp.  A  fecret  Pleafure  trickles  through  my  Veins : 
It-works  about  the  Inlets  of  my  Soul! 
To  feel  thy  touch;  and  Pity  tempts  the  paisj 
But  the  to'Jgh  Mettle  of  my  Heart  reiifts; 
'Tis  warm'd  with  the  foft  Fire,  not  me!ted  down. 

Aim.  A  Flood  of  icaidu;g  Tears  will  make  it  run. 
Spare- him,  Oh  fpare;  can  you  pretend  to  love. 
And  have  no  Pity  ?  Love  and  that  are  Twins. 
Here  will  I  grow  5 

Thus  compaisyou  with  thefe  fupplanting  Cords, 
And  pull  fo  long  till  the  proud  Fabrick  tails. 

^Emp.  Sti.l  kneel,  and  ftill  embrace  i  'tis  double  Pleafure 
So  t«  b©iwgg'd,ani  lee  Sebafiiitn  die. 

Aim.  Look,  Tyrant,  when  thou  nam'il5e^>j/;;!l«'sl>eath. 
Thy  \c\y  Executioners  turn  pale, 
Rout,h  as  they  ate,  and  harden'd  in  the  Trade 
Of  Death,  they  Itart  at  an  anointed  Head, 
And  tremble  to  approach: — ■ — He  hears  me  not; 
Nor  n">!nds.th'  LiiprcP.Jon  of  a  God  on  Kings  j 
Becale  no  /lamp.of  Heav'n  was  en  his.Soui: 
Bat  the  refilling  Mali  drove  back  the  Seal. 

Say 
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Say  though  thy  Heart  be  Rock  of  Adamant, 
Yet  Rocks  are  not  impregnable  to  Bribes: 
Inftrud  me  how  to  bribe  thee :  Name  thy  Price  i 
Lo,  I  reGgn  my  Title  to  the  Crown ; 
Send  me  to  Exile  with  the  Man  I  love. 
And  Banifhment  is  Empire. 

Emp.  Here's  my  Claim;  [Clapping  his  Hand  to  his  Stmd. 
And  this  extinguifh'd  thine ;  thou  giv'ft  me  nothing. 

Aim.  My  Father's,  Mother's,  Brother's  Death  Fpardon : 
That's  fomewhat  fure;  a  mighty  Sum  of  Murther, 
Of  innocent  and  kindred  Blood  ftruck  off. 
My  Prayers  and  Penance  lliall  difcount  for  thefe. 
And  beg  of  Heav'n  to  charge  the  Bill  on  me : 
Behold  what  Price  I  offer,  and  how  dear 
To  buy  Sebajlian's  Life. 

Emp.  Let  After-reck'nings  trouble  fearful  Fools  j 
I'll  (land  the  tryal  of  thofe  trivial  Crimes : 
But,  fince  thou  beg'ft  me  to  prcfcribe  my  Terms, 
The  only  I  can  offer  are  thy  Love; 
And  this  one  day  of  Refpite  to  refolve. 
Grant  or  deny,  for  thy  next  Word  is  Fatej 
And  Fate  is  deaf  to  Pray'r. 

Aim.  May  Heav'n  be  fo  [Rijmg  up. 

At  thy  lafl:  breath  to  thine :  I  curfe  thee  not. 
For  who  can  better  curfe  the  Plague  or  Devil, 
Than  to  be  what  they  are  ?  That  Curfe  be  thine. 
Now,  do  not  fpeak,  Sebafiian,  for  you  need  not. 
But  die,  for  I  refign  your  Life:  Look,  Heav'n, 
Almeyda  dooms  her  dear  Seiajlian's  Death ! 
But  is  there  Heav'n?  for  I  begin  to  doubt; 
The  Skies  are  hufh'd ;  no  grumbling  Thunders  rouL- 
Now  take  your  fwing,  ye  Impious;  Sin  unpuniffi'd; 
Eternal  Providence  lecms  overwatch'd, 
And  with  a  flumb'ring  Nod  aflents  to  Murther. 
Enter  Dorax  attended  by  three  Soldiers. 

Emp.  Thou  mov'll  a  Tortoife-pace  to  my  Relief. 
Take  hence  that,  once  a  King;  that  fallen  Pride 
That  fwells  to  Dumbnefs;  lay  him  in  the  DunfTeon, 
And  link  him  deep  with  lions;  that  when  he  wou'd. 
He  ffiall  not  groan  to  hearing,  when  I  iend 

Vol.  VI.  D  The 


74  Don  Sebastian, 

%?»  .      -■*      r  "  <■ " '      .    -y-  :'- 

TIfe  next  Commands  are  Death. 

Aim.  Then  Prayers  are  vain  as  Curfes. 

"Em^:  Much  at  one 
In  a  Slave's  Mouth,  againft  a  Monarch's  Pow'r. 
This  Day  thou  haft  to  think ; 

At  Night,  if  thou  wilt  curfe,  thou  fhalt  curfe  kindly; 
Then  I'll  provoke  thy  Lips;  lay  fiege  fo  clofe. 
That  all  thy  fallying  Breath  fhall  turn  to  Bleflings. 
l^lake  faafte,  feize,  force  her,  bear  her  hence. 

Aim.  Farewell,  my  laft  SebaftUn .' 
I  do  not  beg,  I  challenge  Juftice  now; 

0  Pow'rs,  if  Kings  be  your  peculiar  Care, 
Why  plays  this  Wretch  with  your  Prerogative  ? 
Now  flafh  him  dead,  now  crumble  him  to  Afhesj 
Or  henceforth  live  confin'd  in  your  own  Palace  j 
And  look  not  idlely  out  upon  a  World 

That  is  no  longer  yours. 

[She  is  carrieJ  offftrugling,  Emp.  tmd  Benducar  j9/.W. 

[Sebaftian  ftruggUs  m  his  Guards  Arms,  and  flj/ikes  off  ene 
of  them,  but  two  others  come  in,  md  hold  him  ;  he 
/peaks  not  all  the  while. 

T>or.  I  find  I'm  but  a  half-ftrain'd  Villain  yet ;      [Ajtde^ 
But  mungril-mifchievous  j  for  my  Blood  boyl'd. 
To  view  this  brutal  Adt;  and  my  ftern  Soul 
Tug'd  at  my  Arm  to  draw  in  her  Defence. 
Down  thou  rebelling  Chriftian  in  my  Heart; 
Redeem  thy  Fame  on  this  Sebaftian  fiift;       {Walks  a  turn. 
Then  think  on  others  Wrongs,  when  thine  are  righted. 
But  how  to  right  'em  ?  on  a  Slave  difarm'd; 
Defencclefs  and  fubmitted  to  my  Rage  ? 
A  bafe  Revenge  is  Vengeance  on  my  fcif;     {Walks  again. 

1  have  it ;  and  I  thank  thee  honeft;  Head, 

Thus  prcfent  to  me  at  my  great  Necefliry : 

[Comes  up  to  Sebaftian. 
You  know  me  not  ? 

Seb.  1  hear  Men  call  thee  Borax.  (too- 

Dor.  'Tis  well,  you  know^  enough  for  once ,  you  fpcik 
You  were  ftruck  mute  before. 
Seb.  Silence  became  me  then. 
Dor.  Yet  we  may  talk  hereafter. 

Sej .- 
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^e^.  Hereafter  is  not  mine:-————.  j    .,!. 

Difpatch  thy  Work,  good  Executioner.  (FaHTiood 

Dor.  None  of  my  Blood  were  Hangmen  :  add  that  7 
To  a  long  Bill  that  yet  remains  unreckon'd.  ,,,.  ji 

S€l>.  A  King  and  thou  can  never  have  a  reck'ning.    t^'j^ 

Dor.  A  greater  Sam,  perhaps  than  you  can  pay>  j'  nadT 
Mean  time  I  fhall  make- bold  t-incrcafc  your  Debj^j  ^  ^^x 

_  ,       , .         .    ^.  [Gives  him  kki^9SliJiA 

Take  this,  and  ufe  it  at  vour  greateft  need.  :    ^^^i^^ 

Seb.  This  Hand  and  this  have  been  acquainted  wel^;  rib- 1 
[loo^^  o»  />.]  It  {hou'd  have  come  before  into  my  «rafpJT  O 
To  kill  the  Raviflier.  ^  ^        .  ; 

-  «,?""•,  T^o^J'fa^'^'ft  the  Tyrant's  Orders;  euard  thy  Life' 

When  tis  attack d,  and  guard  it  like  a  Man. 
Sek.  I'm  ftilj  without  thy  Meaning,  but  Ithank  thee 
Dor.  Thank  me  when  I  a?k  Thanks ;  thank  me  with thati!  ^ 
Seb.  Such  furlyKindnefs  did  J  never  feel    . ,,     ,.        1 
Dor    {ta  the  Captain  of  his  Gmrds]  Muza,  draw 'out  a 
file,  pick  Man  by  Man, 

Such  who  dare  die,  and  dear  will  fell  their  D-ath 

Guard  him  to  th'  utmoft;  now  .onduft  him  heji'cc.' 

And  treat  him  as  my  Perfon. 
Seb.  Something  like 

That  Voice  mcchinks  I  Jhou'd  have  fomewhcre  heard- 

But  Floods  oi  Woes  have  hurry'd  it  far  off, 

Beyond  my  kenn  of  Soul.  [Exit  Seb.  with  the  Soldiers. .  >] 

T  iT^n'  ^"i  J  'If  1^  bring  him  back,  ungrateful  i\hn,[^ohts.    - 

I  (hall,  and  fet  him  tullbefore  thy  fight 

When  I  niall  front  thee,  like  fome  flaring  Ghoft, 

With  aU  my  Wrongs  about  me. Wh^  lo  foon 

Return  d  ?  this  hafte  is  boding. 

MfUerto  him  Emperor,  Benduoar  and  Mufti,  V  . 

£^»^  She  s  ftill  inexorable,  ftill  imperious ; 

And  loud,  as  if  like  Bacchus  horn  in  Thunder. 

Be  quick  ye  falfe  Phyliciansof  my  Mind, 

Bring  fpeedy  Death,  or  Cure. 

£W.  What  can  be  counfeil'd  while  SebMian  lives? 

lu^hT  Ta  '''"^'  ^^'^^  '^'  ^^»  Poplarlbnds 
But  that  cut  down  creeps  to  the  next  Support. 
And  twines  as  dokly  there. 
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Ijnp.  That's  done  with  Eafe,  I  fpeak  him  dead :  piKj- 
Mitf.  Proclaim  your  Marriage  with  Mmeyda  next)  [ccei, 
That  Civil  Wars  may  ceafej  this  gains  the  Crowd  i 
Then  you  may  fafely  force  her  to  your  Will: 
For  People  iide  with  Violence  and  Injuftice, 
'.When  done  for  Publick  Good. 
^E»?/>.  Preach  thou  that  Doftrine. 
Zend.  Th'  unreafonable  Fool  has  broach'd  a  Truth  \Afiit, 
That  blafts  my  Hopes  j  but  fmce  'tis  gone  fo  far. 
He  fhall  divulge  jSlmeydt*  is  a  Chrijiian : 
If  that  produce  no  Tumult,.  I  defpair. 
.Emp.  Why  ipeaks  not  Dorax  ? 
Dor.  Becaufe  my  Soul  abhors  to  mix  with  him.' 
^Sir,  kt  me  bluntly  fay,  you  went  too  far, 
'  To  truft  the  Preaching  Pow'r  on  State-Affairs 
To  him  or  any  heav'niy  Demagogue. 
'Tis  a  Limb  lopt  from  your  Prerogative, 
And  io  much  of  Heav'n's  Image  blotted  from  you. 

Muf.  Sure  thou  haft  never  heard  of  holy  Men 
(  So  ChrifitMis  call  'em)  fam'd  in  State  Affairsj 
Such  as  in  Spam,  Xymenes,  Albomoz., 
Jn  England  Woolfey;  match  me  thefe  with  Laymen. 
Dor.  How  you  triumph  in  one  or  two  of  thefe, 
Bofn  to  be  Statcfmen,  happ'ning  to  be  Churchmen! 
Thou  cairil  'em  holy;  fo  their  Funftion  wasj 
But  tell  me,  Mnfti,  which  of 'em  were  Saints? 
Next,  Sir,  to  you ;  the  Sum  of  ail  is  this ; 
Since  he  claims  Pow'r  from  Heav'n,  and  not  from  Kings, 
When  'tis  his  Int'reft,  he  can  inc'reft  Heav'n 
To  preach  you  down ;  and  Ages  oft  depend 
On  Hours,  uninterrupted,  in  the  Chair. 

Emp.  rll  truft  his  Preaching  while  J  rule  Jlis  Pay, 
And  I  dare  truft  my  jijricms,  to  hear 
Whatever  he  dare  preach. 

Dor.  You  know  'em  not. 
The  Genius  of  your  Motrs  is  Mutiny; 
They  fcarceiy  want  a  Guide  to  move  their  Madnefs: 
Prompt  to  rebel  on  every  weak  Pretence, 
Bluftering  when  courted,  crouching  when  oppreft; 
.^-.♦33-Vife  to  ihemiclves,  and  Fools  to  ail  the  World  j 
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Reftlefs  in  Change,  and  perjur'd  to  a  Proverb. 

They  love  Religion  fweetn'd  to  the  Senfc  ; 

A  good,  luxurious,  palatable  Faith. 

Thus  Vice  and  Godlinefs,  prepoll'rou^  Pair, 

Rrde  Gheck  by  fowlj  but  Churchmen  hold  the  Reins. 

And  whene'er  Kings  wou'd  lower  Clergy  Greatnefs, 

They  learn  too  late  what  Pow'r  the  Preachers  have. 

And  whofe  the  Subjefts  are;  the  Mufti  knows  it; 

Nor  dares  deny  what  pafs'd  betwixt  us  two. 

Emf.  No  more;  whate'er  he  faiJ,  was  my  Command. 

Dor.  Why  then  no  more,  fince  you  will  hear  no  more; 
Some  Kings  are  refolute  to  their  own  Ruin. 

imp.  Without  your  medling  where  you  are  not  ask'd, 
Obey  your  Orders,  and  difpatch  Sebafiian. 

Dor.  Truft  my  Revenge;  be  fure  I  wifh  him'  dead. 

Emp.  What  mean'fl:  thou!   What's  thy  Wifhing  to  my 
Difpatch  him,  rid  me  of  the  Man  I  loath,  [Will  ? 

Dor.  I  hear  you,  Sir,  I'll  take  my  Time,  and  do't. 

Emp.  Thy  Time  ?   What's  all  thy  Time  ?  What's  thy 
w^hole  Life 
To  my  one  Hour  of  Eafe  ?  No  more  Replies, 
But  fee  thou  doft  it ;  Or 

Dor.  Choak  in  that  Threat;  I  can  fay  Or  as  loud. 

Emp.  'Tis  well,  I  fee  my  Words  have  no  Effeft, 
But  I  may  fend  a  Meffage  to  difpofe  you,        [Is  gofnz  off. 

Dor.  ExpeiSl  an  Anfwer  worthy  of  that  Meflage. 

M«/.  The  Prophet  ow'd  him  this:  \_-4Jide. 

And  thank'd  be  Heav'n,  he  has  it . 

Bend.  By  holy  Alhtt,  I  conjure  you,  ftay, 
And  judge  not  rafhly  of  fo  brave  a  Man. 

[Draws  the  Emperor  ajide,  and  rohifpers  him, 
I'll  give  you  Realbns  why  he  cannot  execute 
Your  Orders  now,  and  why  he  will  hereafter. 

Muf.  Benditcar  is  a  Fool  to  bring  him  off,  [jf/ide,  ■ 

I'll  work  my  own  Revenge,  and  ^eedily. 

Bend.  The  Fort  is  his,  the  Soldiers  Hearts  are  his  j 
A  Thoufand  Chriftian  Slaves  are  in  the  Caftle, 
Which  he  can  free  to  reinforce  his  Pow'r ; 
Your  Troops  f*r  off",  beleaguering  Larache, 
Yet  in  the  Chiiftian  Hands. 

^  3  Emp. 


,7» 


Don  Sebastiak> 


''^'  Emp.  I  grant  all  this  -, 
But  grant  me  he  muft  die. 

Bend.  He  (Tiall  by  Poifonj 
'Tis  here,  the  deadly  Drug  prcpar'd  in  Powder," 

Hot  as  Hell  Fire: then,  to  prevent  his  Soldiery 

From  rifirg  to  revenge  their  Gen'ral's  Death, 
While  he  is  ftruggling  with  his  mortal  Pangs, 
The  Rabble  on  the  fudden  njay  be  rais'd 
To  feize  the  Gaftle. 
V.  £mp.  Do't;  'tis  left  to  thee. 

Bmd.  Yet  more}  but  clear  your  Brow ;  for  he  obiervesr 

\The^  vhifper  again. 

Bcr.  What,  will  theFav'rite  prop  my  falling  Fortunes? 

0  Prodigy  of  Court!  [jijide. 

[Emp.  and  Bend,  return  t»  Dor. 
Imp.  Your  Friend  has  fully  clear 'd  your  Innocenc«j 

1  was  too  hafty  to  condemn  unheard ; 

And  you,  perhaps,  too  prompt  in  your  Replica, 
As  far  as  fits  the  Majefty  of  Kings, 
I  ask  Excufe. 
Bor.  I'm  fure  I  meant  it  well. 
£/»/>.  I  know  ycu  did:  —  this  to  oux  Love  renewy.--^ 

[Emp.  Drinks. 
Benducar,  fill  to  Dor  ax. 

[Bend,  tttms,  and  mixes  a  Vowder  m  it. 
Dor.  Let  it  go  round,  for  all  of  us  have  Need 
■  To  quench  our  Heats }  'tis  the  King's  Health,  Benducar. — 

[He  Drinks. 
And  I  wou'd  pledge  it,  tho'  I  knew  'twere  Poifon. 
Bend.  Another  Bowl,  for  what  the  King  has  touch'd, 

And  you  have  plcdg'd,  isfacred  to  your  Loves. 

iDriKks  out  of  another  Bowl. 
Muf.  Since  Charity  becomes  my  Calling,  thus 
Let  me  provoke  your  Friendftiip ;  And  Heav'n  blefs  it. 
As  I  intend  it  well.-' 

l^Driiiks^  ard  turning  ajide  pours  fame  Drops  out  of  a. 
little  Vial  into  the  Bowl;  then  prefents  it  to  Dorax. 
Dor.  Heav'n  make  thee  honeft, 
Oa  that  Conditioa  we  iball  focn  be  Friends.  —— '[Drinks. 

Mnf.Yes, 
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Mfif.  Yes,  at  our  meeting  in  another  World}      [/ijidt. 
For  thou  haft  drunk  thy  Paflport  out  of  this. 
Not  the  Nonacrim  Font,  nor  Lethe's.  Lake, 
Cou'd  foohfer  numb  thy  nimble  Faculties, 
Than  this,  to  fleep  eternal. 

Emf.  Now  farewell  Dorax;  this  was  our  firft  Qiiarrcl,' 
And  1  dare  prophcfie,  will  prove  our  laft. 

[Exit  Emp.  with  Bend,  and  the  Mofti. 
Dor.  It  may  be  fo:  I'm  ftrangely  difcompos'd; 
Quick  Shootings  through  my  Limbs,  and  prick ii^Piins, 
Qiialms  at  my  Heart,  Convulfions  in  my  Nerves, 
Sniv'rings  of  Cold,  and  Burnings  of  my  Entrails 
Within  my  little  World  make  Medley- War, 
Loofe  and  regain,  beat,  and  are  beaten  back. 
As  momentary  Vidiors  quit  their  Ground. 
Can  it  be  Poilbn !  Poifbn's  of  one  Tenour, 

Or  hot,  or  coldj  this  neither,  and  yet  both.  < 

Some  deadly  Draught,  fome  Enemy  of  Life 

Boils  in  my  Bowels,  and  works  out  my  Sou!, 

Ingratitude's  the  Growth  of  every  Clime  5 

^frick,  the  Scene  remov'd,  is  Portugal. 

Of  all  Court  Service  learn  the  common  Lotj 

To  Day  'tis  done,  to  Morrow  'tis  forgot. 

Oh,  were  that  all !  my  honeft  Corps  mull  lye 

Expos'd  to  Scorn,  and  publick  Infamy ; 

My  (hamcful  Death  will  be  divalg'd  alonej 

The  Worth  and  Honour  of  my  Soul  unknown.       [ExtfJ 

S  C  E  N  E  II.    j1  Nhht-Scefte  of  the  MufiiV 
Garden.^  where  an  Arbour  is  dijcover''d. 

Enter  Antonio. 
Ant.  She  names  her  felf  Morayma  j  the  Mufti's  only 
Daughter,  and  a  Virgin!  This  is  the  Time  and  Place  that 
fhe  appointed  in  her  Letter,  yet  fhc  comes  not.  Why 
thou  fweet  delicious  Creature,  why  to  torture  me  with 
thy  Delay!  Dar'ft  thou  be  falfe  to  thy  Affignation?  What, 
in  the  Cool  and  Silence  of  the  Night,  and  to  a  new 
Lover  ?  Pox  on  the  Hypocrite  thy  Father,  for  inftru<aing 
thee  fo  little  in  the  fweeteft  Point  of  his  Religion.  Hark, 
D  4  I 
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^  hear  the  ruftling  of  her  Silk  Mantle.  Now  (he  comes; 
new  fhe  comes;  no  hang't,  that  was  but  the  Whiftling 
of  the  Wind  through  the  Orange-trees.  Now  again,  I 
hear  the  Pit  a  Pat  ofa  pretty  Foot  through  the  dark  AI- 
ity :  No,  'tis  the  Son  of  a  Mare  that's  broken  loofe,  and 
.-jnunching  upon  the  Melons:  ..  Oh,  the  Mifery  of 

an  expelling  Lover!  Well  I'll  c"en  defpair,  go  into  my 
Arbour,  and  try  to  fleep ;  in  a  Dream  I  fhall  enjoy  her  in 
Pefpight  of  her,  [Goes  into  the  Arbottr^  and  lyes  down. 

Enter  Johayma  rcrapt  up  in  a  Moorifh  Mantle. 

Jch.  Thus  far  my  Love  has  carry'd  me,  almoft  with- 
out my  Knowledge  whither  I  was  going :  Shall  I  go  on, 

f!.all  I  difcover  my  felf ! What  an  Injury  am  I 

doing  to^my  old  Husband! Yet  what  Injury, 

£ince  he's  old,   and  has  three  Wives,  and  fix  Concubines 

bcfidcs  me!  'tis  but  Healing  my  own  Tythe  from  him. 

[She  comes  a  little  nearer  the  j^rionr. 

Ant.  [raijm^  himfelf  a  little,  and  looking. ~\  At  laft  'tis  fhe, 
this  is  no  lllunon  I  am  iure;  'tis  a  true  She-devil  of  Flefh 
and  Blood;  and  flie  cou'd  never  have  taken  a  fitter  time" 
to  tempt  me, -■ 

"^ch.  He's  young ^nd  handfome.— — 

^t.  Yes,  v/eli  enough  I  thank  Nature.  [Afide. 

Joh.  And  I  am  yet  neither  old,  nor  ugly:  Sure  he  will 
not  refufe  me. 

Ant.  TSlo,  thou  raay'fl  pawn  thy  Maidenhead  upon't  he 
wonhot.  [A/ide. 

Joh.  The  Mt^ii  wou'd  feafl  himfelf  upon  other  Wo- 
men, and  keep  me  fading. 

Ant.  O,  the  holy  Curmudgeon !  [Ajide. 

Joh.  Wou'd  preach  Abftinence,  and  praftice  Luxury  ! 
bat  I  thank  my  Stars,  I  have  edify'd  more  by  his  Exam- 
ple than  his  Precept. 

Ant.  Mofl  divinely  argu'd ;  Ihe's  the  beft  Cafuifl  in  all 
^ick,  [Afidf. 

[He  rujhes  out,  and  embraces  her. 
I  can  hold  no  longer  from  embracing  thee,  my  dear  Mo~ 
rayma,  the  old  unconfcionable  Whorlbn  thy  Father,  could 
he  expcd  cold  Chaftity  from  a  Child  of  his  begetting? 

Job.  What 
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Job.  What Nonfenfe  do  you  talk?,  do  yoii  take  me  for 
tht  Miifti's  Daughter? 

^t.  Why,  are  you  nor,  Madam  ?  [pjrovp'mg  off  her  Barnus.  - 

foh.  I  find  you  had  an  Appointment  with  hlorayma.  . 

Ant.  By  al|  that's  good,  the  nauleous  Wife.         {'%^^'^ 

fob.  What,  you  are  confounded,  and  ftand  muter 
.'-■yint.  Somewhat  ribnpluft  I  confefs;  to  hear  you  deny 
your  Name  fo  pofitivcly;  why,  are  not  you  Moraym:i\h.Q 
Mufti's  Daughter  ?  Did  not  1  fee  you  with  him, .  did  not 
he  prefent  me  to  you  ?  Were  you  not  fo  chai  itable  as  to 
give  me  Money?  Ay,  and  to  tread  upon  my  Foot,  and 
icjuceze  my  Hand  too,  if  I  may  be  fo  bold  to  rememh^ 
you  of  paft  Favours. 

^ob.  And  you  fee  I  am  come  to  make  'em  goodi  but 
I  am  neither  Morayma.,  nor  the  Mufti's  Daughter. 

ufnf.  Nay,  1  know  not  that :  but  I  am  fure  he  is  old 
enough  to  be  your  Father ;  and  either  Father,  or  Reve- 
rend Father  I  heard  you  call  him. 

^ob.  Once  again,  how  came  you  to  name  Moriv^ma  P 

Avt.  Another  damn'd  Miftake  of  mine:  For  asking  ooe 
of  my  Fellow-Slaves,  who  were  the  Chief  Ladies  about 
the  Houfe;  he  anfwer'd  me,  Moraymx  and  Johaymii\  but 
fhe,  it  feems,  is  his  Daughter,  with  a  Pox  to  her,  and 
you  are  his  beloved  Wife. 

fob.  Say  your  beloved  Miftrefs  if  you  pleafe ;  for  that's 
the  Title  I  delire.  This  Moon-fliine  grows  offensive  to 
my  Eyes;  come,  fhallwe  walk  into  the  Arbour?  there 
we  may  reftifie  all  Miftakes. 

Ant.  That's  clofe  and  dark. 

Job.  And  are  thofe  Faults  to  Lovers?  ' 

Ant.  Bat  there  I  cannot  pleafe  my  felf  with  the  Sight 
of  your  Beauty. 

yob.  Perhaps  you  may  do  better. 

Ant.  But  there's  not  a  Breath  of  Air  ftirring. 

Job.  The  Breath  of  Lovers  is  the  fweeteft  Air  j  ,Jtut  ■ 
you  are  fearful. 

Ant.  I  am  confidering  indeed,  that  if  I  amtaken  with  - 
you.    I  • 

Job.  The  befl:  Way  to  avoid  it,  is  to  retire,  where  we 
iTiay  not  be  difcover'd^ 

D  §y  4J«f.- Whets -■ 
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ufnt.  Where  lodges  your  Husband  ? 

Joh.  Juft  againft  the  Face  of  this  open  Walk. 

uint.  Then  he  has  feen  us  already,  for  ought  I  know? 

foh.  You  make  fo  many  Difficulties,  I  fcar  I  am  dif^ 
pleafing  to  you. 

Ant.  [yijrde.']  If  l4orayrmt  comes,  and  takes  me  in  the 
Arbour  with  her,  I  have  made  a  fine  Exchange  of  that 
Diamond  for  this  Pebble. 

'     Joh.  You  are  much  fallen  off,  let  me  tell  you,  from 
the  Fury  of  your  firft  Embrace. 

Ant.  I  confefs,  I  was  fbmewhat  too  furious  at  firft, 

^ut  you  will  forgive  the  Tranfport  of  my  Paflion ;   now 

I  have  confider'd  it  better,  I  have  a  Qualm  of  Confrieiice. 

yoh.  Of  Confcience !  why,  what  has  Confcience  to  do 
=  iv  th  two  young  Lovers  that  have  Opportunity  ? 
''    ulnt.  Why  truly,  Confcience  is  fomethiog  to  blame  for 
interpofing  in  our  Matters:  but  how  can  I  help  it,  if  I 
have  a  Scruple  to  betray  my  Mafter  ? 

yeh.  There  muft  be  fbmething  more  in't;  for  your 
Confcience  was  very  quiet  when  you  tc  ok  me  for  Morayma. 

Ant.  I  grant  you,  Madam,  when  I  took  you  for  his 
Daughter;  for  then  I  might  have  made  you  an  honou- 
rable Amends  by  Marriage. 

fob.  You  Chriftians  are  fuch  peeking  Sinners,  you 
tremble  at  a  Shadow  in  the  Moonfhine. 

Ant.  And  you  Africans  are  fuch  Termagants,  you  ftop 
at  nothing.  I  muft  be  plain  with  you,  you  are  married, 
and  to  a  holy  Man,  the  Head  of  your  Religion :  go  back 
to  your  Chamber,  go  back  I  fay,  and  confider  of  it  for 
this  Night ;  as  I  will  do  on  my  Part :  I  will  be  true  to 
you,  and  invent  all  the  Arguments  I  can  to  comply  with 
youi  and  who  knows,  but  at  our  next  Meeting,  tha 
fweet  Devil  may  have  mc^-e  Power  over  me:  I  am  true- 
Flefh  and  Blcod,  I  can  tell  you  that  for  your  Comfort. 

Joh.  Fkfti  without  Blood  I  thmk  thou  art;  or  if  any, 
'tis  as  cold  as  that  of  FiftiCs.  But  I'll  teach  thee,  to  thjc 
Coft,  what  Vengeance  is  in  ftorc  for  rtfufmg  a  Lady, 

who  has  offer'd  thee  her  Love Help,  Help,  there  j. 

will  no-body  come  to  my  Aftiftance.? 

^inf.  What  do  you  mean.  Madam  ?  {qi  Bearea's  Sake 
-       "  '  Peacc; 
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Peace;  your  Husband  wilJ  hear- you;  think  of  your  owa 
Danger,  if  you  will  not  think  of  mine. 

joh.  Inerateful  Wretch,  thou  deferv'ft  no  Pity :  Help,. 
Help,  Husband,  or  I  ftiall  be  ravilh'd :  the  Villain  will  be 
too  ftrong  for  me.  Help,  Help,  for  Pity  of  a  pooj.,di- 
ftreflcd  Creature,  ,     ^ 

Ant.  Then  I  have  nothing  but  Impudence  to  aflif^  me^ 
\  muil  drown  her  Clamour,  what  e'er  comes  oii't. 

[He  takes  out  his  Flute,  and  plays  as  loud  jis  ht 
can  fojjtbly,  and  flje  continues  crying  out. 

"Enter  the  Mufti  in  his  Night-Gown,  and  two  Servants. 

Muf.  O  thou  Villain,  what  horrible  Impiety  art  thou 
committing?  What,  ravifhing  the  Wife  of  my  Bofbm? 
Take  him  Sway,  ganch  him,  impale  him,  rid  the  World 
of  fuch  a  Monfter.  [Servants  feisie  him. 

Ant.  Mercy,  dear  Madcr,  Mercy:  Hear  me  firft,  and 
after,  if  I  have  deferv'd  Hanging,  fpare  me  not;  What 
have  you  feen  to  provoke  you  to  this  Cruelty  ? 

Muf.  I  have  heard  the  Outcries  of  my  Wife;  the  Blea- 
tings  of  the  poor  innocent  Lamb:  fecn  nothing,  fay'ft 
thoa?  If  I  fee  the  Lamb  lye  blecdirg,  and  the  Batcher 
Fy  her  with  his  Knife  drawn,  and  bloody,  is  not  that 
Evidence  fufficient  of  the  Murder?  I  come  too  late,  and 
the  Execution  is  already  done. 

Ant.  Pray  think  in  Reafon,  Sir,  is  a  Man  to  be  put  to 
Death  for  a  Similitude?  No  Violence  has  been  commit- 
ted; none  intended:  the  Lamb's  alive;  arid  if  I  durft  teU 
you  fo,  no  more  a  Lamb  than  I  am  a  Butcher. 

Joh.  How's  that.  Villain,  dar'ft  thou  accufe  me? 

Ant.  Be  patient.  Madam,  and  fpeak  but  Truth,  and  I'll 
do  any  thing  to  firve  you:  1  fay  again,  and  fwear  it 
too,  I'll  do  any  thing  to  fcrve  you. 

J(M.  [jijide.'j  I  underftand  him;  but  I  fear'cis  now  too 

late  to  lave  him: Pray  h  ar  him  fpeak,  HusbaOdi 

perhaps  he  may  iay  fomething  for  hicnil-ll ;  Fknow  not. 

Muf.  Speak  thou,  has  he  not  violated  my  Bed  and  thy 
Honour?  ,   ^  [     ' 

Joh.  I  forgive  him  freely,  for  he  |ias  done  nothing : 
What  he  will  do  hereafter ,  to.,in|i«,  me^  Satis/ikAibn, 
^rafclf  beit  knews,  '    -"•/''■--■-''-•" 
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Jnt.  Any  thing,  any  thing,  fweet  Madam:  I  fhall  rc- 
fufe  no  Drudgery. 

Muf.  But  did  he  mean  no  Mifchief  ?  "Was  he  endea- 
vouring nothing? 

yoh.  In  my  Confci'cnce,  I  begin  to  doubt  he  did  not. 
Muf.  'Tis  impoflibkj  then  what  meant  all  thefe  Out- 
cries ? 

yoh.  I  heard  Mufick  in  the  Garden,  and  at  an  unfea- 
fonable  time  of  Night;  and  I  ftole  foftly  out  of  my  Bed, 
as  imagining  it  might  be  he. 

Muf.  How's  that,  Johayma  ?  Imagining  it  ,was  he, 
and  yet  you  went  ? 

j'oh.  Why  not,  my  Lord  ?  am  not  I  the  Miftrcfs  of  the 
Family?  and  is  it  not  my  Place  to  fee  good  Orders  kept 
in  it?  I  thought  he  might  have  allur'd  fomc  of  the  She- 
jSlaves  to  him  j  and  was  refolv'd  to  prevent  what  might 
have  been  betwixt  him  and  them ;  when,  on  the  fudden, 
he  rufh'd  out  upon  me,  caught  me  in  his  Arms  with 
fuch  a  Fury.' 

Muf.  I  have  heard  enough,  away  with  him.— — — 
foh.  Miftaking  me  no  doubt,  for  one  of  his  Fellow- 
Shaves:  With  that,  affrighted  as  I  was,  I  difcoverHi  my 
felf,  and  cry'd  aloud :  But  as  foon  as  ever  he  knew  me, 
the  Villain  let  me  go,  and  I  muft  needs  fay,  he  ftarted 
back,  as  if  I  were  fbme  Serpent  j  and  was  more  afraid  of 
sue  than  I  of  him. 

Muf.  O  thou  Corrupter  of  my  Family,  that's  Caufe  c- 
uough  of  Death  j  once  again,  away  with  him. 

Job.  What,  for  an  intended  Treipafs?  No  Harm  has 
been  done,  whatever  may  be.  He  coil  you  Five  Hun- 
dred Crowns,  I  take  it. 

Muf.  Thou  {ay'ft  true,  a  very  confiderable  Sum  :  He 
■(hall  not  die,  tho'  he  had  committed  Folly  with  a  Slave} 
'tis  too  much  to  lofe  by  him. 

Ant.  My  only  Fault  has  ever  been  to  love  playing  in 
the  dark,  and  the  more  fhe  cry'd,  the  more  I  play'd  ■■,  that 
it  might  be  feen  I  intended  nothing  to  her. 

Miff.  To  your  Kennel,  Sirrah,  mortifie  your  Flefh,  and 
confider  in  whofe  Family  you  are. 

Jch.  And  one  thing  more}  remember  from  henceforth 
to  obfey  better.  Af?^ 
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Muf.  [Afide^  For  all  her  Smoothnefs,  I  am  not  quite  ^ 
cur'd  of  my  Jealoufie  j  but  I  have  thought  of  a  Way  that 
will  dear  my  Doubts.  [E^c/'/tMuf.  rokh^oh..  and  Servants.. 
Ant.  I  am  mortify'd  lufficiently  already,  without  the 
Help  of  his  Ghoftly  Counfel.  Fear  of  Death  has  gone 
farther  with  me  in  two  Minutes,  than  my  Confcicnce 
wou'd  have  gone  in  two  Months.  I  find  my  felf  in  a 
very  dejc6ted  Condition,  all  over  me ;  poor  Sin  lyes  dor- 
mant, Concupifcence  is  retir'd  to  his  Winter-Quartersj; 
and  if  Moraymn  fhou'd  now  appear,  I  fay  no  more,  but 
alas  for  her  and  me ! 

[Morayma  comes  out  of  the  Arbour,  flie  fleaU 
behind  him,    and  daps  him  on  the  Back. 
Mor.  And  if  Morayma  fhou'd  appear,  as  flic  does  appear, 
alas  you  fay  for  her  and  you ! 

jiat.  Art  thou  there,  my  fweet  Temptation !  myEyesj 
my  Life,  my  Soul,  my  Ail! 

Mor.  A  mighty  Complement,  when  all  thefe,  by  yoqr 
own  Confeffion,  are  juft  nothing. 

uint.   Nothing,    'till  thou  cameft  to  new  create  rne;.. 
thou  doft  not  know  the  Power  of  thy  own  Charms : 
Let  me  embrace  thee,  and  thou  flialt  fee  how  quickly  I 
can  turn  wicked. 

Mor.  [Stepping  back.^  Nay,  if  you  are  fo  dangerous,  'tis 
beft  keeping  you  at  a  Diftance ;  I  have  no  Mind  to  warm 
a  frozen  Snake  in  rayBofomj  he  may  chance  to  recover, 
and  fling  me  for  my  Pains. 

Jbit.  Confider  what  I  have  fuffer'd  for  thy  Sake  al- 
ready; and  make  me  fome  Amends:  two  Diiappoint- 
ments  in  a  Night !  O  cruel  Creature ! 

Mor.  And  you  may  thank  your  felf  for  both  :  I  came 
eagerly  to  the  Charge,  before  my  Time,  thio*  the  Back- 
Walk  behind  the  Arbour  j  and  you,  like  a  frefh  ("Water 
Soldier,  Hood  guaiding  the  Pafs  before  :  If  you  mifs'd 
the  Enemy,  you  may  thank  your  own  Dulnels. 

^t.  Nay,  if  you  will  be  ufing  Stratagems,  you  {hall 
give  me  Leave  to  make  ufe  of  my  Advantages,  now  I 
have  you  in  my  Power  :  We  are  fairly  met ;  I'll  try  jt 
out,  and  give  no  Quarter,. 


f(^  Don  Sebastian^? 

Mor.  By  yoar  Favour,  Sir,  we  meet  upon  Treaty  ndW» 
and  not  upon  Defiance.  "^ 

Ant.  If  that  be  all,  you  (V.all  hive  Carte  blanche  imme- 
diately j  for  I  long  to  be  ratifying. 

Mor.  No,  now  I  think  on't,  you  are  already  enter'd 
into  Articles  with  my  Enemy  '^ohayma  :  Any  thing  to 
ferve  you.  Madam ;  I  (hall  reftile  no  Drudgery :  Whofe 
"Words  were  thofe.  Gentleman  ?  Was  that  like  a  Cavalier 
of  Honour  ? 

Ant.  Not  very  heroick ;  but  Self-Prefervation  is  a  Point 
above  Honour  and  Religion  too. —  Antonio  was  a  Rogue 
I  muft  confefs;  but  you  muft  give  me  Leave  to  love  him. 

Mor.  To  beg  your  Life  fo  bafelys  and  to  prefent  your 
Sword  to  your  Enemy :  Oh  Recreant! 

Ant.  If  I  had  died  honourably,  my  Fame  indeed  wou'd 
have  founded  loud,  bur  I  fliou'd  never  have  heard  the 
Blaft:  Come,  don't  make  your  felf  worfe-natur'd  than 
you  are :  to  Cave  my  Life,  you  wou'd  be  content  I  fhou'd 
promife  any  thing. 

Mor.  Yes,  if  I  were  fure  you  wou'd  perform  nothing. 

Ant.  Can  you  fufpcifi  I  wou'd  leave  you  for  Jvhuyma  ? 

Mor.  No  5  but  I  can  expedi  you  woj'd  have  both  of 
lis:  Love  is  covetous,  I  muft  have  all  of  you;  Heart  for" 
Heart  is  an  equal  Truck :  In  (hort,  I  am  younger ;  I  thinfc 
handfomer ;  and  am  fure  I  love  you  better :  fhe  has  been 
my  Step-Mother  thefe  fifteen  Years :  You  think  that's 
her  Face  you  fee,  but  'tis  only  a  dawb'd  Vizard  :  She 
wears  an  Armour  of  Proof  upon't  ■■,  an  Inch  thick  of 
Paint,  beiides  the  Wafh :  Her  Face  is  fo  fortify 'd,  that 
you  can  make  no  Approaches  to  it,  -without  a  Shovel. 
But  for  her  Conftancy,  I  can  tell  you  for  your  Comfort, 
fhe  will  4ove  'till  Death,  I  mean  'till  yours :  for  when  fhe 
has  worn  you  out,  (he  will  certainly  difpatch  you  to 
another  World,  for  fear  of  telling  Tales,  as  ftie  has  al- 
ready fcrv'd  three  Slaves,  your  Predeceflbrs  of  harpy 
Memory  in  her  Favours.  She  has  made  my  Pious  Fa- 
ther a  three  pii'd  Cuckold  to  my  Knowledge :  and  now 
fhe  wou'd  be  robbing  me  of  my  fingle  Sheep  too. 

Ant.  Prithee  prevent  her  thenj  and  at  Icaft  take  the 
ibearing  of  me  firil. 

}dor. 
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Mor.  No,  ril  have  a  Butcher's  Pen' worth  of  you;  firft 
fecure  the  Garcafs,  and  then  take  the  Fleece  into  the  Bar- 

Ant.  Why  Cure,  you  did  not  put  your  felf  and  me  ta 
all  this  Trouble,  for  a  dry  come  off^  by  this  Hand,' 

[Taking  it: 

Mor.  Which  you  fliall  never  touch;  but  upon  better 
Ailurances  than  you  imagine.         [Pulling  her  Hand  cmay. 

Ant.  I'll  marry  thee,  and  make  a  Chriftian  of  thee, 
thou  pretty  damn'd  Infidel. 

Mor.  I  mean  you  fVall :    but  no  Earneft,  'till  the  Bar- 

fain  be  made  before  Witnefs  :  there's  Love  enough  tff 
e  had,  and  as  much  as  you  can  turn  you  toj    never 
doubt ;  but  all  upon  honourable  Terms. 

Ant.  I  vow  and  fwear  by  Love;  and  )\€5  a  Deity  in 
all  Religions. 

Mor.  But  never  to  be  trufted  in  any :  he  has  another 
Name  too,  of  a  worfe  Sound.  Shall  I  truft  an  Oatfe, 
when  I  fee  your  Eyes  languiftiing,  your  Cheeks  fluftiing, 
and  can  hear  your  Heart  throbbing?  no,  I'll  not  come 
near  you:  He's  a  foolifh  Phylician  who  will  feel  thePulie- 
of  a  Patient,  that  has  the  Plague  fpots  upon  him. 

Ant.  Did  one  ever  hear  a  little  Moppet,  argue  fb  per- 
Tcrfly  againft  fo  good  a  Caufe !  Come,  prithee,  let  mc 
anticipate  a  little  of  my  Revenue. 

Mor.  You  wou'd  fain  be  fingering  your  Rents  before- 
hand ;  but  that  makes  a  Man  an  ill  Husband  ever  after, 
Confider,  Marriage  is  a  painful  Vocation,  as  you  Ibalf 
prove  it,  manage  your  Incomes  as  thriftily  as  you  can, 
you  ihall  find  a  hard  Task,  on't  to  make  even  at  the 
Year's  End,  and  yet  to  live  decently. 

Ant.  I  came  with  a  Chriftian  Intention  to  revenge  my, 
felf  upon  thy  Father;  for  being  the  Head  of  a  falfe  Re- 
ligion. 

Mor.  And  fo  you  (hall;  I  offer  you  his  Daughter  for 
your  Second  :  but  fince  you  are  ib  preffing,  meet  mft 
under  my  Window  to  morrow  Night,  Body  for  Body, 
about  this  Hour  ;  I'll  flip  down  out  of  my  Lodging, 
and  bring  my  Father  in  my  Hand. 

,<i9^.  How,  thy  Father!  \,r., 


8?  Don  Sebastiai^,^* 

Mor.  I  mean  aU  that's  good  of  him;  his  Pearls,  and 
Jewels,'his  whole  Contents,  his  Heart  and  Sou] ;  as  macii 
as  ever  I  can  carry !  ril  leave  him  his  Alcoran ;  that's 
Revenue  enough  for  him :  Every  Page  of  it  is  Gold  and 
Diamonds.  He  has  the  turn  of  an  Eye,  a  demure  Smile, 
and  a  godly  Cant,  that  are  worth  Millions  to  him. 
I  forgot  to  tell  you,  that  I  will  have  a  Slave  prc- 
'  par'd  at  the  Poftern-Gate,  with  two  Horfes  ready  fad- 
kd:  No  more,  for  I  fear  I  may  be  mifs'd;  and  think  I 
hear  'em  calling  for  me— ——if  you  have  Conftancy  and 

Courage 

Ant.  Never  doubt  it;  AndL«ve  in  abundance,  to  wan- 
der with  thee  all  the  World  over. 
Mor.  The  value  of  twelve  hundred  thoufand  Crowns  in 

a  Casket! 

jint.  A  heavy  burden.  Heaven  knows  !  but  we  muft 
pray  for  Patience  to  fupport  it. 

Mor.  Belides  a  willing  Titt  that  will  venture  her  Corps 
with  you: Come,  I  know  you  long  to  have  a  part- 
ing Blow  with  mcj  and  therefore  to  fhew  1  am  in  Cha- 
rity——— [He  kijfes  her. 
Ant.  Once  more  for  Pity  >  that  I  may  keep  the  Flavour 
upon  my  Lips  till  we  meet  again. 

Mor.  No;  frequent  Charities  make  bold  Beggars:  And 
belides  I  have  learnt  of  a  Falconer,  never  to  feed  up  a 

Hawk  when  I  wou'd  have  him  fly :   That's  enough 

but  if  you  will  be  nibling,  here's  a  Hand  to  ftay  your 
Stomach.  [.^'M>^g  ^^  Hand. 

Ant.  Thus  conqucr'd  Infidels,  that  "Wars  may  ceafe. 
Are  forc'd  to  give  their  Hands,  and  fign  the  Peace. 
Mor.  Thus  Chriftians  are  outwitted  by  the  Foe; 
You  had  her  in  your  Pow'r,  and  let  her  go. 
If  you  release  my  Hand,' the  Fault's  not  mine; 
You  fhou'd  have  made  me  Seal  as  well  as  Sign, 

[Shs  runs  off,  he  folloves  her  to  the  Boor ;  then  comes  back  > 
ag:iin,  and  goes  out  at  the  other. 


.i  ACT 
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A  C  T   IV.     SCENE    I. 

BenducarV  Palace  in  the  Cajile  of  Alcaxar. 

^end.^M  Y  future  Fate,  the  Colour  of  my  Life,  [Solusl. 

iVl  My  all  depends  on  this  important  Hour: 
This  Hour  my  Lot  is  weighing  in  the  Scales, 
And  Heav'n,  perhaps,  is  doubting  what  to  do, 
Almeyda,  ^nd  a  Crown,  have  pufh'd  me  forward , 
'Tis  fix'd,  the  Tyrant  muft  not  ravifh  her : 
He  and  Sebdftian  (land  betwixt  my  Hopes : 
He  moft ;  and  therefore  firft  to  be  difpatch'd. 
Thefb  and  a  thoufand  things  are  to  be  done 
In  the  fhprt  Compafs  of  this  rowling  Night, 
And  nothing  yet  perform'd, 
None  of  my  Emiflaries  yet  return'd. 

"Enter  Haly Yir^  Servant: 

Oh  Haly,  thou  haft  held  me  long  in  pain. 
What  haft  thou  learnt  of  Dorax  ?  is  he  dead  ? 

Haly.  Two  Hours  I  warily  have  watch'd  his  Palace  j 
All  Doors  are  ftiut,  no  Servant  peeps  abroad  j 
Some  Officers  with  ftriding  hafte  pafs'd  in, 
"While  others  outward  went  on  quick  diipatch; 
Sometimes  hufti'd  Silence  feem'd  to  reign  within; 
Then  Cries  confus'd,  and  a  joint  Clamour  follow'd ; 
Then  Lights  went  gliding  by,  from  Room  to  Room, 
And  fliot  like  thwarting  Meteors  crofs  the  Houfe: 
Not  daring  farther  to  enquire:  I  came 
With  fpecd,  to  bring  you  this  imperted:  News. 

Bend.  Hence  I  conclude  him  either  dead  or  dying : 
His  mournful  Friends,  fummon'd  to  take  their  Leaves, 
Are  throng'd  about  his  Couch,  and  fit  in  Council. 
What  thofe  caballing  Captains  may  deiign, 
I  muft  prevent,  by  being  firft  in  Adion. 

T» 


po  Don  Sebastian, 

To  MuUy-Zeydaa  fly  with  fyeed,  defire  him 

To  take  my  laft  Inftruftionsj  tell  th' Importance, 

And  hafte  his  Prefencc  here,  [ExitUalj^ 

How  has  this  Pbifon  loft  its  wonted  way?  " 

It  fhould  liave  burnt  its  Paflage,  not  have  lingcr'd 

In  the  blind  Labyrinths  and  crooked  Turnings, 

Of  hunvan  Compofition ;  now  it  moves 

Like  a  flow  Fire  that  works  againft  the  Wiii3» ''^^>*^'- 

As  if  his  ftronger  Stars  had  interpos'd.  ^ 

Etrter  Hamet. 
Well  Hamet,  are  our  Friends  the  Rabble  rais'd  ? 
From  Mitjlapha  what  Meflage? 

H.im.  What  you  wifti: 
The  Streets  are  thicker  in  this  Noon  of  Nigltt, 
Than  at  the  Mid-day  Sun :  A  drowzy  Horror  '^ 

Sits  on  their  Eyes,  like  Fear  not  well  awake. 
All  croud  in  heaps,  as  at  a  Night  alarm 
The  Bees  drive  out  upon  each  others  Backs, 
T'imbofs  their  Hives  in  clufters ;  all  ask  News: 
Their  bufic  Captain  runs  the  weary  round 
To  whifper  Orders;  and  commanding  Silence 
Makes  not  Noifc  ceafej  but  deafens  it  to  Murmurs, 

£en<i.  Night  waftes  apace :  When,  whenwillhe  appcarf 

Ham.  He  only  waits  your  Summons.  -^ 

£md.  Hafte  their  coming. 
Let  Secrecy  and  Silence  be  enjoin'd 
In  their  clofe  March :  What  News  from  the  Lieutenant  ? 

Nam.  I  left  him  at  the  Gate,  firm  to  your  Intereft,     • 
T'admit  the  Townfmen  at  their  firft  Appearance. 

Benti,  Thus  far  'tis  well :  Go  haften  Mujiapha. 

lExit  Hamet. 
Enfer  Orchan,  the  third  Servant. 

O,  Orchan,  did  I  think  thy  Diligence 
Wou'd  lag  behind  the  reft?  what  from  the  Muft'ti 

Ore.  I  fought  him  round  his  Palace ;  made  enquiry 
Of  all  the  Slaves:  Tn  ftiort,  I  us'd  your  Name, 
And  urg'd  th' Importance  home;  but  had  for  anfwcr* 
That  fince  the  ftiut  of  Evening  none  had  feen  him. 

Bend.  O  the  curft  Fate  of  all  Confpiracies ! 
They  move  on  many  Springs  j  if  one  but  fail. 

The 


King  c/  P  O  R  T  U  G  A  L.  i>x 

Tlie  reftiff  Machine  ftops— — In  an  ill  Hour  he's  abfent; 
'Tis  the  filft  time,  and  fure  will  be  the  laft 
That  e'er  a  Mufti  was  not  in  the  way, 
"When  Tumult  and  Rebellion  fliould  be  broach'd. 
Stay  by  me  j  thou  art  refolute  and  faithful  j 
I  have  Employment  worthy  of  thy  Arm.  [JValks. 

JEr/ter  Muley-Zeydan. 

MnUy-Zeyd.  You  fee  me  come  impatient  of  my  Hopes, 
And  eager  as  the  Courfer  for  the  Race : 
Is  all  in  readinefs  ? 

Bend.  All  but  the  Mufd. 

Mulev-ZeyJ.  We  muft  go  on  without  him. 

Bend.  True  we  muft ) 
For  'tis  ill  flopping  in  the  full  Career, 
Howe'er  the  Leap  be  dangerous  and  wide. 

Ore.  [Looking  OM.]  I  fee  the  blaze  of  Torches  from  afar  | 
And  hear  the  trampling  of  thick  beating  Vcetj 
This  way  they  move. 

Bend.  No  doubt  the  Emperor. 
We  muft  not  be  furpriz'd  in  Conference. 
Truft  to  my  Management  the  Tyrant's  Death  j 
And  hafte  your  fclf  to  join  with  Muftapha. 
The  Officer  who  gaurds  the  Gate  is  yours  j 
When  you  have  eain'd  that  Pafs,  divide  your  Force} 
Your  felf  in  Perton  head  one  chofen  half. 
And  march  t'opprcfs  the  Faftion  in  Confult 
With  dying  Dorax :  Fate  has  driven  *em  all 
Into  the  Net ;  You  muft  be  bold  and  fudden : 
Spare  none,  and  if  you  find  him  ftruggling  yet 
With  Pangs  of  Death,  truft  not  his  rowling  Eyes 
And  heaving  Ga(ps ;  for  Poifon  may  be  falie, 
The  home  mruft  of  a  friendly  Sword  is  fure.        [prii'd  j 

Muley-Zeyd.  Doubt  not  my  Condud:  They  fhall  be  ftu- 
Mercy  may  wait  without  the  Gate  one  Night, 
At  Morn  I'll  take  her  in —        ,  ,. 

Bend.  Here  lyes  your  Way, 
You  meet  your  Brother  there. 

Muley-Zeyd.  May  we  ne'er  meet : 
For  like  the  Twins  of  Leda,  when  I  mount. 
He  gallops  down  the  Skies———  [Exit  Mulcy-Zeyi. 

Betul. 
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BenJ.  He  comes :  Now  Heart 
Be  ribb'd  with  Iron  for  this  one  Attempt : 
Set  ope  thy  Sluces,  fend  the  vigorous  Blood 
Through  every  aftive  Limb  for  my  ReHef: 
Then  take  thy  Reft  within  thy  quiet  Ceil, 
For  thou  {Vak  drum  no  more. 

Enter  Muley-Moluch  and  Guards  attending  him. 

Muley-Mol.  What  News  of  our  Affairs,  and  what  of 
Is  he  no  more  ?  fay  that,  and  make  me  happy.    IDorax  ? 

Bend.  May  all  your  Enemies  be  like  that  Dog, 
Whofe  parting  Soul  is  labouring  at  the  Lips. 

Muley-Mol.  The  People,  are  they  rais'd  ? 

Bend.  And  Marfliall'd  too; 
Juft  ready  for  the  March, 

Mhley-Mol.  Then  I'm  at  ea{e. 

Be7id.  The  Night  is/yours,  the  glitteringHoaft  of  Heav'n 
Shines  but  for  you;  but  moft  the  Star  or  Lovc> 
That  twinkles  you  to  fair  Almeyda's  Bed. 
Oh  there's  a  Joy,  to  melt  in  her  Embrace,  , 
Diflblve  in  Plealures; 
And  make  the  Gods  curfe  Immortality, 
That  fo  they  could  not  die. 
But  hade,  and  make  'em  yours. 

Mfdey-Md.  I  will;  and  yet 
A  kind  of  Weight  hangs  heavy  at  my  Heart  j 
My  flagging  Soul  flies  under  her  own  Pitch} 
Like  Fowl  in  Air  too  damp,  and  lugs  along. 
As  if  {he  were  a  Body  in  a  Body, 
And  not  a  mounting  Subftance  made  of  Fire. 
My  Senfes  too  arc  dull  and  ftupif)^'d, 
Their  Edge  rebated  ;  fure  fome  111  approaches. 
And  Ibme  kind  Spright  knocks  foftly  at  my  Soul, 
To  tell  me  Fate's  at  Hand. 

Bend.  Meer  Fancies  all. 
Your  Soul  has  been  before-hand  with  your  Body, 
And  drunk  fo  deep  a  Draught  of  promis'd  Blifs, 
She  flumbers  o'er  the  Cup;  no  danger's  near. 
But  of  a  Surfeit  at  too  full  a  Feaft. 

Muley-Mol.  It  may  be  fo;  it  looks  fo  like  the  Dream 
That  overtook  me  at  my  waking  Hour 

^  ^  This 
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This  Morn;  and  Dreams  they  fay  are  then  divine. 
When  all  the  balmy  Vapours  are  exhal'd. 
And  fbme  o'erpowering  God  continues  Sleep. 
'Twas  then  methought  Almeyda,  fmiling,  came 
Attended  with  a  Train  of  all  her  Race, 
Whom  in  the  Rage  of  Empire  I  had  raurther'd. 
But  now,  no  longer  Foes  they  gave  me  Joy 
Of  my  new  Conqueft,  and  with  helping  Hands 
Heav'd  me  into  our  Holy  Prophet's  Arms, 
Who  bore  me  in  a  purple  Cloud  tOkHeav'n. 

Bend.  Good  Omen,  Sir ;  I  wifh  you  in  that  Heav'n 
Your  Dream  portends  you. 
Which  prefages  Death  [Ajide, 

Muley-Mol.  Thpu  too  wert  there  j 
And  thou  methought  didft  pufh  me  from  below. 
With  thy  full  force  to  Paradife. 

Bend.  Yet  better.  [thee  ? 

Muly-Mol.  Ha !  what's  that  griily  Fellow  that  attends 

Be»d.  Why  ask  you,  Sir  ? 

Muley-Mol.  For  he  was  in  my  Dream  j 
And  help'd  to  heave  me  up. 

Ser.d.  With  Prayers  and  Wifhesj 
For  1  dare  fwear  him  honeft. 

Muley-Mol.  That  may  be ; 
But  yet  he  looks  Damnation. 

Bend.  You  forget 
The  Face  would  pleafe  you  better;  Do  you  love, 
And  can  you  thus  forbear  ? 

Muley-Mol.  I'll  head  my  People ; 
'Then  think  of  dalliance  when  the  Danger's  o'er. 
My  warlike  Spirits  work  now  another  way  j 
And  my  Soul's  tun'd  to  Trumpets. 

Betd.  You  debafe  your  felf. 
To  think  of  mixing  with  th' ignoble  Herd. 
Let  fuch  perform  the  fervile  Work  of  War, 
Such  who  have  no  Almeyda  to  enjoy. 
What,  fiuli  the  People  know  their  God-like  Prince 
Skulk'd  IS  a  nightly  Skirmifli  ?  Stole  a  Conqueft, 
Headed  a  Rabble,  and  prophan'd  his  Pcrfon,  ^ 
Shoulder'd  with  Filth,  born  in  a  tide  of  Ordure, 

.And 
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And  ftifled  with  their  Rank  ofFcnfive  Sweat  ? 

MuUy-Mol.  I  am  off  again:  I  will  not  proftituto  ,     . 
The  regal  Dignity  fo  far,  to  head  'em. 

Bend.  There  fpoke  a  King.  .    ;r 

Difmifs  your  Guards  to  be  employ'd  elfewhere 
In  ruder  Combats :  You  will  want  no  Seconds 
In  thofe  Alarms  you  feek.  ,^' 

Muley-Mol.  Go  join  the  Crowd  j  [Tc  the  Guardf*)^ 

JSenHucar,  thou  (halt  lead  'em  in  my  Place.      [JEx.Guardi. 
The  God  of  Love  once  more  has  (hot  his  Fires 
Into  my  Soul;  and  my  whole  Heart  receives  him.) 
^Imeyda  now  returns  with  all  her  Charms  j 
I  feel  her  as  (he  glides  along  my  Veins, 
And  dances  in  my  Blood :  So'  when  our  Prophet 
Had  long  been  ham'ring  in  his  lonely  Cell, 
Some  dull,  infipid,  tedious  Paradife, 
A  brisk  Arahian  Girl  came  tripping  by; 
Pafling  fhe  caft  at  him  a  fidc-long  Glance, 
And  look'd  behind  in  hopes  to  be  purfu'd : 
He  took  the  Hint,  embrac'd  the  flying  Fair : 
And  having  found  his  Heav'n,  he  fix'd  it  there. 

[Exit  Muley-Mol. 

SerjJ.  That  Paradife  thou  never  (halt  pofTefs. 
His  Death  is  eafie  now,  his  Guards  are  goae; 
And  I  can  Sin  but  once  to  feize  the  Thionc. 
All  After-afts  are  fanftify'd  by  Power. 

Ore.  Command  my  Sword  and  Life. 

Bend.  1  thank  thee  Orchan, 
And  fhall  reward  thy  Faith :  This  Mafter  Key 
Frees  every  Lock,  and  leads  us  to  his  Perfon: 
And  (hould  we  mifs  our  Blow,  as  Heav'n  forbid. 
Secures  Retreat :  Leave  open  all  behind  us ; 
And  firft  fet  wide  the  Mufti's  Garden  Gate, 
Which  is  his  private  Paflage  to  the  Palace : 
For  there  our  Mutineers  appoint  to  meet. 
And  thence  wg  may  have  aid.    Now  fleep  ye  Stars 
That  filentiy  o'er  watch  the  Fate  of  Kings  3 
Be  all  propitious  Influences  barr'd. 
And  none  but  murd'rous  Planets  mount  the  Guard. 

lExit  with  Orchan,' 
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A  Night  S  CENE  of  the  MuftiV  Gardeft, 

Enter  the  Mufti  alone,  in  u  Slave's  Habit,  like  that  of 
Antonio.  » 

hluft.  This  'tis  to  have  a  found  Head-piece;  by  this  I 
have  got  to  be  chief  of  my  Religion ;  that  is,  honeftly 
fpcaking,  to  teach  others  what  I  neither  know  nor  be- 
lieve my  felf.  For  what's  Mahomet  to  me,  but  that  I 
get  by  him  ?  Now  for  my  Policy  of  this  Night :  I  have 
niew'd  up  my  fufpefted  Spoufe  in  her  Chamber,  No 
more  Embaffies  to  that  lufty  young  Stallion  of  aGard'ner. 
Next  my  Habit  of  a  Slave;  I  have  made  my  fclf  as  like 
him  as  I  can,  all  but  his  Youth  and  Vigor ;  which  when 
I  had,  I  pafs'd  my  Time  as  well  as  any  of  my  Holy  Pre- 
dcceiRrs.  Now  walking  under  the  Windows  of  my  Se- 
raglio :  If  Johayma  look  out,  fhe  will  certainly  take  me 
for  Antonio,  and  call  to  me;  and  by  that  I  fhall  know 
what  Concupifcence  is  working  in  her ;  fhe  cannot  come 
down  to  commit  Iniquity,  there's  my  Safety;  but  if 
ihe  peep,  if  fhe  put  her  Nole  abroad,  there's  Demonflrati- 
on  of  her  pious  Will :  And  I'll  not  make  the  firft  Prece- 
dent for  a  Church-man  to  forgive  Injuries. 
'Enter  Moray  ma  running  to  him  with  a  Casket  in  her  Hand, 
and  embracing  him. 

Mor.  Now  I  can  embrace  you  with  a  good  Confci- 
ence;  here  are  the  Pearls  and  Jewels,  here's  my  Father. 

Muf.  I  am  indeed  thy  Father;  but  how  the  Devil  didfl 
thou  know  me  in  this  difguife?  And  what  Pearls  and 
Jewels  doft  thou  mean? 

Mor.  [Going  back'] What  have  I  done,  and  what 

will  now  become  of  me-! 

Muf.  Art  thou  mad,  Morayma  ? 

Mor.  I  think  you'll  make  me  fb. 

Muf.  Why,  what  have  I  doae  to  thee  ?  Recolledl  thy 
felf,  and  fpeak  Senfe  to  me. 

Mor.  Then  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  you  are  theworfl 
of  Fathers. 

Muf  Did  I  think  I  had  begotten  fuch  a  Moniler?  Pro- 
ceed my  dutiful  Child,  proceed,  proceed. 

Mor, 
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Mor.  You  have  been  raking  together  aMafs  of  Wealth, 
by  indired  and  wicked  Means  j    the  Spoils  of  Orphans 
are  in  thefe  Jewels,  and  the  Tears  of  Widows  in  thefc 
Pearls. 
M/if.  Thou  amazeft  me ! 

Mor.  I  would  do  fo.  This  Casket  is  loaded  with  your 
Sins;  'tis  the  Cargo  of  Rapines,  Simony,  and  Extorti- 
ons; the  Iniquity  of  thirty  Years  Muftifhip,  converted 
into  Diamonds. 

Muf.  Would  fomc  rich  railing  Rogue  would  fay  as 
much  to  me,  that  I  nvght  fqueeze  his  Purfe  for  Scandal. 
Mor.  No,  Sir,  you  get  more  by  pious  Fools  than 
Railers,  when  you  infinuate  into  their  Families,  manage 
their  Fortunes  while  they  live,  and  beggar  their  Heirs 
by  getting  Legacies,  when  they  die.  And  do  you  think 
Til  be  the  Receiver  of  your  Theft?  I  difchargc  my  Con- 
fcience  of  it :  Here  take  again  your  filthy  Mammon,  and 
reftere  it,  you  had  beft,  to  the  true  Owners. 

Mftf.  I  am  finely  documented  by  my  own  Daugh- 
ter. 

Mor.  And  a  great  Credit  for  me  to  be  fo:  Do  but 
think  how  decent  a  Habit  you  have  on,  and  how  be- 
coming your  Fundion  to  be  difguis'd  like  a  Slave,  and 
Eves-dropping  under  the  Women's  Windows,  to  be  ia- 
luted,  as  you  deferve  it  richly,  with  a  Pifs-pot.  If  I 
had  not  known  you  cafually  by  your  fhambling  Gate, 
and  a  certain  reverend  awkardnefs  that  is  natural  to  all 
of  your  Fun£lion,  here  you  had  teen  expos'd  to  the 
Laughter  of  your  own  Servants;  who  have  been  in 
fearch  of  you  through  the  whole  Seraglio,  peeping  under 
every  Petticoat  to  find  you. 

Mi^f.  Prithee  Child  reproach  me  no  more  of  human 
Failings;  they  are  but  a  little  of  the  Pitch  and  Spots  of 
the  World  that  are  ftill  flicking  on  me;  but  I  hope  to 
icour  'em  out  in  time :  I  am  better  at  bottom  than 
thou  think'fl;  I  am  not  the  Man  thou  tak'ft  me  for. 
Mor.  No,  to  my  Sorrow^,  Sir,  you  are  not. 
Muf.  It  was  a  very  odd  Beginning  tho'  methought, 
tCKiec  thee  come  running  in  upon  me  with  fuch  a  warm 

Embrace; 
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Embrace;  prithee  what  was  the  Meaning  of  that  vio- 
lent hot  Hug  ? 

Mor.  I  am  fure  I  meant  nofhing  by  it,  buf  the  Zed 
and  Affcaion  which  I  bear  to  the  Man  of  the  World, 
whom  I  may  love  lawfully. 

Muf.  But  thou  wilt  not  teach  me  at  this  Age  the  Na- 
ture of  a  clofe  Embrace? 

Mor.  No,  indeed;  for  my  Mother-in-law  complains, 
that  you  are  paft  teaching:  But  if  you  miftook  my  inno- 
cent Embrace  for  Sin,  I  wifh  heartily  it  had  been  given 
where  it  would  have  been  more  acceptable. 

Muf.y/hy  this  is  as  it  (hould  be  now:  Tike  theTrea- 
fure  again,  it  can  never  be  put  into  better  Hands. 

Mor.  Yes  to  my  Knowledge  but  it  mighr.  r  have 
confefs'd  my  Soul  to  you,  if  you  can  underftand  me 
rightly;  I  never  difobey'd  you  till  this  Night,  and  now 
fince /through  the  Violence  of,  my  PalTion,  I  have 
been  fo  Unfortunate,  I  humbly  beg  your  Pardon,  your 
B.efling,  and  your  Leave,  that  upon  the  firft  Opportu- 
nity  I  may  go  for  ever  from  your  Sight;  for  Heav'n 
knows,   I  never  defire  to  fee  you  more. 

Muf.  [mfing  his  Eyes.}  Thou  mak'ft  me  weep  at  thy 
Unkindnels;  indeed  dear  Daughter  we  will  not  part. 

Mor.  Indeed,   dear  Daddy,  but  we  will. 

Muf.  Why,  if  I  have  been  a  little  pilfering,  or  Co,  I 
take  It  bitterly  of  thee  to  tell  me  of  it;  fmce  it  was  to 
make  thee  rich;  and  I  hope  a  Man  may  make  bold  with 
his  own  Soul,  without  Offence  to  his  own  Child :  Here 
take  the  Jewels  again,  take  'em  I  charge  thee  upon  thy 
Obedience.  ' 

^  Mor.  Wdl  then,  in  Virtue  of  Obedience  I  will  take 
cm;  but  on  my  Soul,  I  had  rather  they  were  in  a  better 
Hand. 

Muf.  Meaning  mine  I  know  it. 

Mor  Meaning  his  whom  Hove  better  than  my  Life 

Muf  That's  me  again.  ^ 

Mor.  I  would  have  you  think  fo. 

Miif  How  thy  good  Nature  works  upon  me;  well,  I 
can  do  no  lefs  than  venture  damning  for  thee,  and  T  may 
put  fair  for  It,  if  the  Rabble  be  ordlr'd  to  rife  to  Ni^^hr 

^°^'VJ'  E  Enur 
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lEnter  Antonio  in  an  Affrican  rich  Hahit. 

.Ant.  What  do  you  mean,  ray  Dear,  to  fland  talking 
in  this  fufpicious  Place,  juft  underneath  Johajtmts  Win- 
dow? [To  the  Viuiti]  You  are  well  met  Comrade,  I 
know  you  are  the  Friend  of  our  Flightj  are  the  Horfes 
ready  at  the  Poftern  Gate  ? 

Muf.  Antonio,  and  in  diiguife?  now  I  begin  to  fmcll  a 
Rat. 

Ant.  And  I  another,  that  out-ftinks  it;  faife  Morayma, 
haft  thou  thus  bctray'd  me  to  thy  Father ! 

hior.  Alas,  I  was  betray 'd  my  fclf:  He  came  diiguis'd 
like  you,  and  I  poor  Innocent  ran  into  his  Hands. 

Mnf.  In  good  time  you  did  fb;  I  laid  a  Trap  for  a 
Bitch  Fox,  and  a  worfc  Vcrmine  has  caught  himfelf  in 
it :  You  would  fain  break  loole  now,  though  you  left  a 
Limb  behind  youj  but  I  am  yet  in  my  own  Territories, 
and  in  call  of  Company,  that's  my  Comfort. 

Ant.  {TAking  him  by  the  Throat.']  No ;  I  have  a  Trick 
left  to  put  thee  paft  thy  fquetkin^ :  I  have  given  thee 
the  Quinzey  ;  that  ungracious  Tongue  fhall  Preach 
no   more  falie  E)c£lrine. 

'hflor.  What  do  you  mean  ?  you  will  not  throttle  him  ? 
confider  he's  my  Father. 

Ant.  Prithee  let  us  provide  firft  for  our  own  Safety ; 
if  I  do  not  confider  him,  he  will  confider  us  with  a  Ven- 
geance afterwards. 

Mor.  \ou  may  threaten  him  for  crying  out,  but  for 
my  lake  give  him  back  a  little  Cranny  of  his  Wind- 
pipe, and  lome  Part  of  Speech. 

Ant.  No:  io  much  as  one  iing!e  Interjediion :  Come 
away  Father-in-law,  this  is  noplace  for  Dialogues  j  when 
you  are  in  the  Mofque  you  talk  by  Hours,  and  there  no 
Ivlan  muft  interrupt  you ;  this  is  but  like  for  like,  good 
Father-in-law;  now  I  am  in  the  Pulpit,  'tis  your  Turn 
to  hold  your  Tongue.  [Hefiruggles^  Nay  if  you  will  be 
ha/iging  back,  I  fliail  taike  care  you  fhall  hang  forward, 
[^fnlU  him  along  the  Sta^e  with  his  Sxord  at  his  Reins, 

Kfbr.  T'other  way  to  the  Arbour  with  him  ^  and  m^e 
hafte  before  we  are  difcorcr'd. 

JBir. 
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Ant.  If  I  only  bind  and  gag  him  there,  he  mny  com- 
merd  mc  hereafrer  tor  civil  Ufagc;  he  defer ves  uotr  lb 
much  fai^our  by  any  Aftion  of  his  Life. 

Mor.  Yes,  pray  bate  him  one,  for  begetting  your  Mt^ 
ftrefs.  .    ■ 

A3t.  I  would,  if  he  had  not  thought  more  of  thy  Mo- 
ther tlian  of  thee ;  once  more  come  along  in  fticncej'  jij.y 
Pythagorean  Father-in- Law.  r.  'I 

^oh.  lAt  the  Balcony. } A  B'rd  in  a   Cage  may 

peep  at  Icafti  though  llie  mufi:  not  fly;  what  buille's 
there  beneath  my  Window  ?  /Intom  by  all  my  Hopes;  I 
know  him  by  his  Habit;  but  what  makes  that  Woman 
with  him,  and  a  Friend,  a  Sword  drawn,  and  hafting 
hence?  this  is  no  time  for  iilencc:  Who's  within,  cau 
there,  where  are  the  Servant  ?  why  Omar,  Abediny  HaJfiHt 
and  the  reft,  make  hafte  and  run  into  the  Garden;  there 
are  Thieves  and  Villains;  arm  al!  th^  Family,  and  flop  'em. 

Ant.  [Turning  6ack.]  O  that  Screich  Owl  at 'the 
Window!  we  ihaii  bepurfu'd  intmediately ;  which  way 
(hall  we  take? 

Mor.  [Giving  him  the  Casket.']  'Tis  impoffible  to  efi^ape 
them;  tor  the  way  to  our  Horics  lyes  back  again  by 
the  Houfe;  and  then  we  fliall  meet  'em  full  [tx  the 
Teeth;  here  take  thefe  Jewels;  thou  may 'ft  leap  the 
Walls  and  get  away.  l  -^, 

Ant.  And  what  will  become  of  thee  then,  pqor  ]sMd 

Soul?  ,..  -.'-■  .■:.-:. 

Mor.  I  muft  take  my  Fortune;  when  you  are  got  fafe 
into  your  own  Country,  I  hope  you  will  beftow  a  Sigh 
on  the  Memory  of  her  who  lov'd  you  ? 

Ant.  It  makes  me.  mad,  to  thiak  how  many  a  good 
Night  will  be  loft  betwixt  us !  take  back  thy  Jewels ; 
*tis  an  empty  Casket  without  thee;  befides  I  fhould  ne- 
ver leap  well  with  the  weiglit  of  all  thy  Father's  Sins 
about  me;  thou  and  they  had  been  a  Bargain. 

Mor.  Prithee  take  'em,  'twill  help  me  to  be  revenged 
on  him. 

Ant.  ^^Oi  they'll  fcrve  to  make  thy  Peace  with 
him.      ,  .  .    - 

E  2  Mor. 


^©o  Don  Sebastian, 

"tiior    I  hear  'em  coming:    fhift  for  your  fclf  at  leaftj 
Tcmember  I  am  yours  for  ever, 

\Sericinti  cry'mg.  This  way,  this  icay,  behind  the  Steves. 

Art.  And  I  but  the  empty  Shadow  of  my  felf  without 

thee!   Fareweil  Father-in-Law,  that  fhou'd  hav9  been,   if 

I  had  not  been  curft  in  my  Mother's  Belly^ — ■ Nov/ 

"which  way  Fortune. ' 

[Runs  amaze/ily  backwards  and  forwards, 
[Servants  reithin.  Follow,  felurw,  yonder  are  the  Villains. 
Ait.   O  here's  a  Gate  open  j   but  it  leads  into  the  Ca- 
fllcj  yet  I  muft  venture  it.  [Going  out. 

[A  Shout  behind  the  Scenes  where  Antonio  is  going  out. 
Ant.  There's  the  Rabble  in  a  Mutiny;  what  is  the  De- 
vil up  at  Midnight !  ■  However  'tis  good  herding  in 
a  Crowd.  [Runs  out. 
[Mufti  runs  to  Morayrra  and  lays  hold  on  her,  then 

/notches  away  t^s  Casket. 
Muf.  Now,  to  do  things  in  order,   firft  I  feiz.e  upon 
the  Bag,  and  then  upon  the  Baggage :   for  thou  art  but 
ray  Flefli  and  Blood,  but  thefe  are  my  Life  and  Soul. 

Mor.  "Then  let  me  follow  my  Flefh^nd  Blood,   and 
keep  to  your  felf  your  Life  and  Soul. 
Muf.  Both  or  none,  come  away  to  Durance. 
Mor.  Well  if  it  muft  be  fo,  agreed,  for  I  have  another 
Trick  to  play  you  j  and  thank  yourfelf  for  what  fliall  fol- 
low. EKter  Servants. 

Joh.  [from  aboze  ^  One  of  them  took  through  the 
private  way  into  the  Caftle ;  follow  him  be  fure,  for 
thefe  are  ycurs  already. 

Mor.  Htlp  here  quickly,  Omar,  Abed'tne;  I  have  hold  on 
the.  Villain  that  ftole  my  Jewels;  but 'tis  a  lufty  Rogue, 
and  he  will  prove  too  ftrong  for  me  ;  what !  help  I  fay, 
do  you  not  know  your  Mafter's  Daughter? 

14uf.  Now  if  I  cry  out,  they  will  know  my  Voice j 
and  then  I  am  dilgrac'd  for  ever:  O  thou  art  a  venomous 
•Cockatiice! 

Mor.  Of  yoiir  own  begetting.     [The  Servants  feiz.e  him. 
\fi  Serv.  What  a  glo.  ious    Deliverance  have  you  had. 
Madam,  fcom  this  bloody-minded  Chriftian! 
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Mor.  Give  me  back  my  Jewels,  and  carry  this  notori- 
ous Malefa<fior  to  be  punifh'd  by  my  Father. 

^l^  hunt  the  other  dry-foot. 
\Takes  the  Jewels,  and  rum- out  after  Antonio  at  the  famr 
Palfage. 

J  ft  Ser-v.  I  long  to  be  handfelling  bis  Hide,  before  we 
bring  him  to  my  Mailer. 

iU  Serv.  Hang  him  for  an  old  covetous  Hypocrite:  he 
deferves  a  worfe  Punifhment  hitnfelf  for  keeping  us  £<j 
Iiardly. 

jft  Serv,  Ay,  wou'd  hi  were  in  this  Villain's  place : 
tiius  I  wou'd  lay  him  on,  and  thus.  [Beats  h'un. 

zd  Serv.  And  thus  wou'd  I  revenge  my  felf  of  my 
Lil  beating.  -[/fe  beats  him  too,  and  thea  the  reft, 

Muf,  Oh,  oh,  oh! 

1/2  Serv.    Now  fuppo.'ng  you  were  the  Mtifti,  Sir. — 
'  \_Bca:s  hlrn  a^ai't, 

Muf.  I'he  Devil's  in  that  fuppoang  Raical;  I  c.:u  be..r 
no  more  J  and  I  am  the  Mz/a' .-  Now  fuppufe  you.  fcrlves 
my  Servants,  and  hold  your  H;nisj  an  anuiuted  Hult-cr 
take  you  all. 

ifi  Serv.  My  Mifter  !  you  will  pardon  th^  Exccfs  of 
our  Zeal  for  you,  Sir,  indeed  we  ail  took  you  for  a  Vil- 
lain, and  fo  we  us'd  you. 

Muf.   Ay,  fo  I  feel  you  did  j  my  Back  and  Sides  are  a- 

bundanc  Teftimonies  of  your  Zeal.      Run  R-gnes,  a:id 

bring  mc  back  my  Jewels,  and  my  fugitive  Daughter ; 

ran,  I  fay. 

[^rhcy  run  to  the  Gate,  and  the  firft  Servant  runs  bach  agahu 

ift  Serv.  Sir,  the  Caftle  is  in  a  moft  terrible  Combu- 
(lion ;  you  may  hear  'em  hither. 

Muf.  'Tis  a  laudable  Commotion  :  the  Voice  of  the 
Mobile  is  the  Voice  of  Heaven.  I  mufl  retire  a  little,  to 
ftfip  me  of  the  Slave,  and  to  affumc  the  Mufti -^  and  then' 
I  will  return :  for  the  Piety  of  the  People  muH  be  en- . 
couraged  ;  that  they  may  help  me  to  -ecover  my  Jewels 
and  iny  Daughter.  [ixtt  ivlufti  md  Servants. 


E  3  Tl:^ 
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7"^^  S  C  E  N  E  c/jafiges  to  the  Cajile-Yard, 

Jbd dlfcovers  Antonio,  Muftapha,  and  the  Rabble  JJioitting : 
They  come  forward 

Anf.  knA  {6  at  length,  as  I  inform'd  you,  I  fcap'd  out 
<5f  his  covetous  Clutches;  and  now  fly  to  your  illuftrious 
Feet  for  my  Protcftion. 

Mufi.  Thou  fhair  have  it,  and  now  defy  the  Mufti.  'Tis 
the  hift  Petition  that  has  been  made  to  me  fince  my  Ex- 
altation to  Tumult;  in  this  fccond  Night  of  the  Month 
Mib^  and  in  the  Year  of  the  Hegyrit., — the  Lord  knows 
what  Year  ;  but  'tis  no  matter;  for  when  I  am  fettled, 
the  Learned  are  bound  to  find  if  out  for  n-.e  :  for  I  am 
refolv'd  to  date  my  Authority  over  the  Rabble  like  other 
Monarch?. 

Ant.  I  have  always  had  a  longing  to  be  yours  again; 
though  I  could  not  compafs  it  before,  and  had  defign'dyou 
a  Casket  of  my  Mailer's  Jewels  too;  for  I  knew  the  Gu- 
ftom,  and  wou'd  not  have  appear'd  before  a  Great  Perfon, 
as  you  are,  without  a  Piefent;  but  he  has  defrauded  my 
good  Ihtention?:,  and  bafely  robb'd  you  of  'em :  'tis  a 
Prize  worth  a  Milion  of  Crowns,  and  you  carry  your 
Letters  of  Mark  about  you. 

A%?.  I  fl  all  make  bold  with  his  Treafure,  for  the  Sup- 
port of  my  new  Government.  [The  People  £athtr  about  him. 

What  do  thefe  vile  Raggamuffins  fo  near  our  Perfon  ? 
your  Savour  is  ofFenfive  to  us  ;  bear  back  there,  and 
make  room  for  honell  Men  to  approach  us ;  thefe  Fools 
and  Knaves  are  always  impudently  crowding  next  to 
Princes,  and  keeping  off  the  more  deferving ;  bear  back, 
I  fay.  IThej  make  a  wider  Circle. 

That's  dutifully  done!  now  l>.out  to  Ihew  your  Loy- 
alty. lA  great  Shout.']  Hear 'ft  thou  that.  Slave -4/i^o«w  ?  thefe 
obflrepcrous  Villains  fhout,  and  know  not  for  what  they 
irake  a  Noife.  You  ftiall  fee  me  manage  'em,  that  you 
may  judge  what  ignorant  Bcafts  they  are.  For  whom  do 
you  fhout  now?  Who's  to  hve  and  reign  ?  tell  me  that 
the  wifeft  of  you. 

iji  Rabble.  Eve^  who  you  pleafe,  Captain. 
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Mufi.  La  you  there ;  I  told  you  ^o. 
id  Rabble.  We  are  not  bound  to  know  who  is  to  live  and 
reign ;  our  Bulinefs  is  only  to  rife  upon  Command,  and 
plunder. 

^d  Rabble.  Ay,  the  richeft  of  iaoth  Parties ;  for  they 
arc  our  Enemies. 

Muft,  This  lafl:  Fellow  is  a  little  more  fenfible  than  the 
reft;  he  has  enter'd  fomewhat  into  the  Merits  of  the 
Caufe, 

\fl  Rabble.  If  a  poor  Man  mayfpeak  his  Mind,  I  think. 
Captain,  that  your  felf  are  the  firteft  to  Live  and  Reign, 
I  mean  not  over,  but  next  and  immediately  under  the 
People j  and  thereupon  I  fay,  ^  Mnj7aph;t,  A  Muftapha  ! 
[All  cry,  A  Mkjiapha,  AMufiapbai 
Muji.  I  mufl:  confefs  the  Sound  is  plealing,  and  tickles 
the  Ears  of  my  Ambition  j  but  alas,  gooi  People,  itmuft 
not  be!  I  am  contented  to  be  a  foor  limp'e  Viceroy;  but 
Prince  Muley-Ze;dan  is  to  be  the  Wan;  I  T.-aL  take  care 
to  inftiuft  him  in  the  Arts  of  Government;  and  in  his 
Duty  to  us  ail :  and  therefore  mark  rriy  Cry,  A  Mulej- 
ZejdfM,  A  Muley-Zeydan ! 

[Allay,  AMk'ley-ZeyJan,  A  Muley-Zeydan I 
Mufi.  You  lee,  Slave  Antomo,\v\ut  I  mjgUi  have  been. 
Ant.  I  obleivc  your  Motiefiy. 

Mi:ft    Bit  t'oi   a  frolifli  Fiomife  I  made  once  to  my 
Loid  Benducar-  to  fet  up  any  one  he  pleas'd. 

Re-enter  the  Mutti  vc'tth  his  S'-ruOnts. 
Aiit.   Here's  the  old  Hypocrite  again;    now  ftand  your 
grour.d,  and  bate  him  not  an  inch.  Remember  the  Jewels, 
the  rich  and  glorious  Jewels  j    they  are  delign'd  to  be 
yours,  by  vertue  of  Prerogative. 

Mufi.  Let  me  alone  to  pick  a  Quarrel,  I  have  an  old 
grudge  to  him  upon  thy  account. 

Muf.  [making  up  to  the  Mobile']  Good  People,  here  you 
are  met  together. 

ifi  Rabble.  Ay,  we  know  that  without  your  telling  j- 
but  why  are  we  met  together,  Doftor.^  for  that's  it 
which  no  body  here  can  tell. 

id  Rabble.  Why  to  fee  one  another  in  the  dark  j  and 
to  make  Holidaj  at  Midnight. 

£  4.  Miff. 
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hiuf.  You  are  met  as  becomes  good  Mufulmen,  to  fet- 
tle the  Nation  ;  for  I  muft  teli  you,  that  though  your 
Tyrant  is  a  Jawful  Emperor,  yet  your  lawful  Emperor  is 
fcut  a  Tyrant, 

^nt.  What  fluff  he  talks! 
.   I4uji.  "lis  excellent  fine  matter,  indeed.  Slave  Atton'io'^ 
ie  has  a  rare  Tongue  3  Oh,  he  wou'd  move  a  Rock  or 
Elephant ! 

jiir.t.  [j4fJe.']  What  a  Block  have  I  to  V70rk  upon! 
Bur  /till  remember  the  Jewels,  Sir,  the  Jewels.  [To  hitn. 
Muji.  Nay  that's  true  on  t'other  ildc:  the  Jewels  muft 
he  mine  j  but  he  has  a  pure  fine  way  of  talking  j  my 
Confcicnce  goes  along  with  him,  but  the  Jewels  have 
iet  rry  Heart  againft  him. 

Muf.  That  your  Emperor  is  a  Tyrant  is  moft  manifeft  j 
for  you  were  born  to  be  Turk:,  but  he  has  play'd  the  Turk 
%vith  you;  and  is  taking  your  Religion  av/ay. 

id  Mdbb'.e.  We  find  that  in  our  decay  of  Trade;  I 
>ave  fccn  ior  thefe  hundred  Years,  that  Religion  and 
Tfade  always  go  together. 

Muf.  He  is  now  upon  the  point  of  marrying  himfelf, 
v'irhout  your  Sovereign  Conlcnti  and  what  are  the  cf- 
fcfts  of  ^]arriage  ? 

id  Bjibble.  A  fcolding  domineering  Wife,  if  fhe  prove 
ionefl}  and  if  a  Whore,  a  fine  gaudy  Minx,  that  robs  our 
Counters  every  Night,  and  then  goes  out,  and  fpends  it 
upon  our  Cuckold-makers. 

Muf.  No,  the  natural  EfTedls  of  Marriage  are  Children ;  . 
Kow  on  whom  wou'd  he  beget  thefe  Children  ?  Even 
upon  a  Chriftian!  Oh  horrible  ^  how  can  you  believe  me, 
though  I  am  ready  to  fwear  it  upon  the  Alcoran !  Yes, 
true  Believers,  you  may  believe  me,  that  he  is  going  to 
beget  a  Race  of  Misbelievers. 

Mufl.  That's  fine  in  earneft ;  I  cannot  forbear  hearken- 
ing to  his  enchanting  Tongue. 
Ant.  But  yet  remember. 

Mufi.  Ay,  Ay,  the  Jewels!  now  again  I  hate  him;  but 
yet  my  Confcience  makes  me  liften  to  him. 

Muf.  Therefore  to  conclude  all,  Believers,  pluck  up  yoLir 
Hearts,  and  pluck  down  the  Tyrant  :   Remember  the 

Courage 
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Courage  of  your  Anceftors ;  remember  the  Majcfrr  of 
the  People ;  remember  your  felves,  your  Wives  and  Cjiil- 
drcn ;  and  Jaftly,  above  ail,  remember  your  Religion,  aAJ 
our  holy  Mahomet ;  all  thefe  require  your  tlmous  AfTill- 
ancej  ftall  I  fay  they  beg  it  ?  No,  they  claim  it  of  you, 
by  all  the  nearcft  and  deareft  Tyes  of  theie  three  P's,  Self- 
Prefervation,  our  Property,  and  our  Prophet.  Nov\^  au- 
fwer  me  with  an  unanimous  chearful  Cry,  and  follow  nje, 
who  am  your  Leader  to  a  glorious  Deliverance.. 

[All  cry,   A  Mufti,  A  Mufti !  md  are  fitlowifjg  him  off 

the  Sfa^e. 
Ant.  Now  you  fee  what  comes  of  your  foolifh  Qualms 
of  Confcience :  The  Jewels  are  loll,  and  tl.ey  are  all  lea- 
ving you. 

Miift.  What, am  I  forfaken  of  ray  Subjedts.''  Wou'd  the 
Rogue  purloin  my  liege  People  from  me  !  I  charge  ycu 
in  my  own  Name  come  back'yc  Defertcrs,  and  hear  mc 
fpcak. 

ifi  Rabble.  What,  ^vill  be  come  with  his  Balderdafb, 
after  the  Mufti's  eloquent  Orai  ion .'' 

id  Rabble.    He's  our  Cjptain,  lawfully  pick'd  up  and   • 
elected  upon  a  Stall;  we  will  hear  him. 

Omnes.  Speak,  Captain,  for  wc  will  hear  you. 
Muji.  Do  you  renienibcr  the  glorious  Rapines  and 
Robberies  you  have  committed  ?  your  breaking  -open  and 
gutting  of  Houfes,  your  rummaging  of  Cellais,-  your  dc-' 
molifhing  of  Chriflian  Temples,  and  bearing  of}' in  Tri- 
umph the  fuperftitious  Plate  and  Piftures,  the  Ornaments 
of  their  wicked  Altars,  when  all  rich  Moveables  were 
ientenc'd  tor  Idolatrous,  and  all  that  w^as  idolatrous  was 
feiz.y  ?  Anf»ver  iirfl:  for  your  remeiiibrance,  of  all  tjieie 
fv/eetneffes  of  Mutiny  -,  for  upon  thofc  Grounds  I  Ihall 
proceed. 

Om/:es.  Yes,  we  do  remember,  we  do  remember;  *  ' 
Mufi.  Then  make  much  of  your  retentive  Faculties, 
And  who  led  you  to  thofe  Honey-Combs  ?  Your  Mtifti }  ' 
No,  Believers,  he  only  preach'd  you  up  to  it,  but  dufft 
not  lead  you  ;  he  was  but  your  Couniellori  but  I  wi's 
your  Captaior;  he  only  loo'd  you,  but  'twas  I  that  led  you'. 
Omnes.  That's  true,  that's  true. 
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Ant.  There  you  were  with  him  for  his  Figures.' 

Mnft.  I  think  I  was,  Slave  Antonio.  Alas  I  was  igno- 
rant of  my  own  Talent. Saf  then.   Believers,  will 

you  have  a  Captain  for  your  Mupi  ?  Or  a  Mufti  for  your 
Captain  ?  And  farther  to  inftrudt  you  how  to  ay.  Will 
you  have  a  Mupi,  or  no  Mufti  i 

Omnes    No  Mufti,  no  Mufti. 

Mujl.  That  I  laid  in  for  'em,  Sl'ivc  Antonio.— — 
Do  I  then  fpit  upon  your  Faces?  io  I  difcourage  Rebel- 
lion, Mutiny,  Rapine,  and  Plund'ring?  You  may  think 
I  do.  Believers,  but  Heav'n  forbid  :  No ,  I  encourage 
you  to  all  thefe laudable  Undertakings;  you  fhall  y>lunder, 
you  fhall  pull  down  the  Government;  but  you  fliall  do 
this  upon  my  Authority,  and  not  by  his  wicked  Inftiga- 
tion. 

3</  Ttjtbble.  Nay,  when  his  turn  is  ferv'd,  he  may 
preach  up  Loyalty  again,  and  Reftitution,  that  he  might 
nave  another  Snack  among  us. 

\fl  Rabble.  He  may  indeed  ;  for  'tis  but  his  faying  'tis 
Sin,  and  then  we  muft  reflore  ;  and  therefore  I  wou'd 
have  a  new  Religion,  where  half  the  Commandments 
fhou'd  be  taken  away,  the  reft  mollify'd,  and  there  fhou'd 
be  little  or  no  Sin  remaining. 

Omnes.  Another  Religion,  a  new  Religion,  another 
Religion. 

Mufi.  And  that  may  eafily  be  done,  with  the  help  of 
a  little  Infpiration  :  For  I  muft  tell  you  I  hive  a  Pigeon 
at  home,  of  Mahomet's  own  Breed;  and  when  I  have 
learnt  her  to  pick  Peafe  cut  of  my  Ear,  reft  farisfy'd  till 
then,  and  you  fhall  have  another.  But  now  I  think  on't, 
I  am  infpir'd  already,  that  'tis  no  Sin  to  depofe  the  Mufli. 

Ant.  And  good  reafon ;  for  when  Kings  and  Queens 
are  to  be  dilcardcd,  what  fhou'd  Knaves  do  any  longer  in. 
the  Pack? 

Omnes.  He  is  depos'd,  he  is  depos'd,  he  is  depos'd. 

Mu^.  Nay,  if  he  and  his  Clergy  will  needs  be  preach- 
ing up  Rebellion,  and  giving  us  their  Blefling ,  'tis  tut 
Juftice  they  fhou'd  have  the  Firft- Fruits  of  it.  — — Slavt 
Antonio,  take  him  into  Cuftody  ;  and  doft  thou  hear  Boy, 
be  ^rc  to  fecure  the  little  tranfitory  Box  of  Jewels;  If 
*^*'-''  hj 
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he  beobftinate,  put  a  civil  Queftion  to  him  upon  the 
Rack,  and  he  fquecks  I  warrant  him. 

Ar.t.  \Seix.ing  the  Mufti.']  Come  my  quorJum  Mafter, 
you  and  I  rnuft  change  Qiialities. 

Muf.  I  hope  you  will  not  be  fo  barbarous  to  tortuf e 
me;  we  may  preach  Suffering  to  others,  but  alas,  holy 
Flefli  is  too  well  pamper'd  to  endure  Martyrdom. 

Muft.  Now,  late  Mufti,  not  forgetting  my  firft  Quar- 
rel to  you,  we  will  enter  ourfelves  with  the  Plunder  of 
your  Palace  :  'tis  good  to  fanftify  a  Work,  and  begin  a 
God's  Name. 

\ft  Rabble.  Our  Prophet  let  the  Devil  alone  with  the 
laft  Mob. 

Mob.  But  he  takes  care  of  this  himfelf. 
As  they  are  going  out,  enter  Benducar  leading  Almcyda :  He ' 

■with  a  Sword  in  one  hand  i    BcndncnT's  Slave  fblloxps  with 

Muley-Moluch'j  Head  upon  a  Spear. 

Mufl.  Not  fo  much  hafte,  Mafters;  come  back  again ; 
you  are  fo  bent  upon  Mifchief,  that  you  take  a  Man  up- 
on the  firft  Word  of  Plunder.  Here's  a  light  for  you: 
the  Emperor  is  come  upon  his  Head  tovifityou.  \Boi(tiing\ 
Moft  Noble  Emperor,  Now  I  hope  you  will  not  hit  us 
in  the  Teeth,  that  we  have  puli'd  you  down,  for  we  can 
tell  yo^  to  your  Face,  that  we  have  exalted  you. 

[They  allfhout. 

Bend,  [to  Almeyda  apart ^  Think  what  I  am,  and  what 
your  felf  may  be, 
In  being  mine :  refufe  not  proffer'd  Love 
That  brings  a  Crown. 

Mm.  \to  him.]  I  have  relblv'd. 
And  thefe  (hall  knov/  my  Thoughts. 

Bend,  [/e^er-]  On  that  I  build.— [He  comes upt6  the  Kabbk. 
]oy  to  the  People  for  the  Tyrant's  Death ! 
Oppreffion,  Rapine,  Banifhment  and  Blood 
Are  now  no  more  j  but  fpeechlefs  as  that  Tongue 
That  lies  for  ever  ftill. 
How  is  my  Grief  divided  with  my  Joy, 
When  I  muft  own  1  kill'd  him  !  bid  me  fpf^, 
For  not  to  bid  n^e,  is  to  difallow 
What  for  your  fakes  is  done. 
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Muft.  In  the  Name  of  the  People  we  command  yoa 
fpeak  :  But  that  pretty  Lady  fhall  ipeak  firft ;  for  we  have 
taken  fomcwhat  of  a  liking  to  her  Pcrfon.  Be  not  afraid. 
Lady,  to  fpeak  to  theft  rude  Raggamuffins;  There's  no- 
thing Ihall  offend  you,  unlefs  it  fc  their  Stink,  and  pleafe 
you.  [Making  a  Legg. 

Aim.  Why  fhou'd  I  fear  to  fpeak,  who  am  your  Queen? 
My  peaceful  Father  fway'd  the  Scepter  long ; 
And  you  enjojd  the  Blefimgs  of  his  Reign, 
"While  you  defer v'd  the  Name  oi  Africans. 
Then  not  commanded,  but  commanding  you, 
Feaslefs  I  fpeak:  know  me  for  what  I  am. 

Bend.  Howfheaffumes!  I  like  not  this  beginning.  [.^'-<&. 

Aim.  I  was  not  born  fo  bafe  to  flatter  Crowds, 
And  move  your  Pity  by  a  whining  Tale : 
Your  Tyrant  wou'd  have  forc'd  me  to  his  Bed} 
But  in  th'Attempt  of  that  foul  Brutal  A<fl, 
Thefe  loyal  Slaves  feour'd  me  by  his  Death .    [Voicing  to  Ben . 

Bend.  Makes  fl.e  no  more  of  me  than  of  a  Slave  ?  \_Afide. 
Madam,  I  thrught  I  had  inftrudted  you       \To  Almcyda. 
To  fame  a  Speech  more  fuiting  to  the  Times: 
The  Ciicumftances  of  that  dire  Defign, 
Your  own  Defpair,  my  unexpef^ed  Aid, 
My  Life  endanger 'd  by  his  bold  Defence, 
And  after  all,  his  Death,  and  your  Deliverance, 
Were  Themes  that  ought  not  to  be  flighted  o'er. 

Muji.  She  might  have  pafs'd  over  all  your  petty  Bufi- 
nefles,  and  no  great  n-atter:  But  the  railing  of  my  Rab- 
ble is  an  Exploit  of  Confequence  ;  and  not  to  be  mum- 
bkd  up  in  Silence,  for  all  her  Pertnefs. 

Aim.  When  Force  invades  the  Gift  of  Nature,  Life, 
The  eldcfl  Law  of  Nature,  bids  defend : 
And  if  in  that  Defence  a  Tyrant  fall, 
His  Death's  his  Crime,  not  ours. 
Suffice  it  that  he's  dead:  all  Wrongs  die  with  himj 
When  he  can  wrong  no  more,  I  pardon  him  ; 
Thus  I  abfolve  my  lelfi  and  him  excufe. 
Who  fav'd  my  Lrfc  and  Honour ;  but  praife  neither. 

Berd.  "Tis  cheap  to  pardon,  whom  you  woii^.d  not  pay; 
But  what  fpeak  I  of  Payment  and  Reward! 
¥agrateful  Woman,  you  are  yet  no  Queen  j  Noj 
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Nor  more  than  a  proud  haughty  Chriftian  Slave : 

As  fuch  I  feize  my  Right.  [Going  to  lay  hold  on  hr. 

Aim.  [drawing  a  Da^er}  Dare  not  to  approach  me  J  * 
Now  Africa?3s, 

He  fliows  himfelf  to  you ;  to  me  he  ftood 
Confeft  before,  and  own'd  his  Infolence 
T'efpoufe  my  Perfon,  and'aflumethe  Crown, 
.Claim'd  in  my  Right :  for  this  he  flew  your  Tyr^tj 
Oh  no,  he  only  chang'd  him  for  a  worlej      ■      ^"'        ^ 
Embas'd  your  Slavery  by  his  own  Vilenefs, 
And  loaded  you  with  more  ignoble  Bonds: 
Then  think  me  not  ungrateful,  not  to  fhare, 
Th'  Imperial  Crown  with  a  prefliming  Traytor, 
He  fays  I  am  a  Chriftian ;  true  I  am, 
But  yet  RO  Slave:  If  Chriftians  can  be  thought 
Unfit  to  govern  thofe  of  other  Faith, 
'Tis  left  for  you  to  judge. 

Bend.  I  have  not  patience-,  (he  confumes  the  time 
In  idle  Talk,  and  owns  her  falfe  Belief: 
Seize  her  by  force,  and  bear  her  hence  unheard.         (fice 

Aim.  [to  the  People']   No,  let  me  rather  die  your  Sacri- 
Than  live  his  Triumph; 
I  throv/  my  felf  into  my  Peebles  Arms; 
As  you  are  Men,  companionate  my  Wrongs,  ' 

And  as  good  Men,  protedi  me. 

Alt.  Something  mufl  be" done  to  fave  her.  ,' 

[afde  to  Muft.  ]  This  is  all  addrefs'd  to  you ,  Sir :  She 
linglcd  you  out  with  her  Eye,  as  Commander  in  chiiif 
of  the  Mobility.  ; 

Mnfi.  Think'ft  thou  fb.  Slave  Antonio  ?  '  ' 

A>.t.  Mofl:  ccrta'niy.  Sir,  and  jou  cannot  in  Honour 
but  protcdt  her;  now  look  to  your  hi^s,  and  make  yopr 
Fortune.  '    '    . . 

Muji.  Methought  indeed  fhe  caft  a  kind  Ic^r  towards 
mc :  Our  Prophet  was  but  juft  fuch  another  Scoundrel  as 
I  am,  till  he  rais'd  himfelf  to  Power,  and  confequently/to 
Holineft,  by  marrying  his  Maflcr's  Widow  :  I  am  rfe- 
folv  d  I'll  put  forward  for  my  felf  :  for  why  fhou'd  I'^e 
my  Lord  Benducar's  Fool  and  Slave,  when  I  may  be  my 
own  Fool  and  his  Mailer.'  "  i^'  ',;■■' ^' 

;  Meiid.  Take  her  into  Pofleflfxon*,  Mttjiapha:^^  'ii.-:ii,i 
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Mufl.  That's  better  Counfel  than  you  meant  it:  Yes,  I 
do  take  her  in-^o  Pofleflion,  end  into  Protedtion  too: 
What  fay  you,  Mafters,  will  you  ftand  by  mc? 

Omn.  One  and  aiU  one  and  all. 

Bend.  Haft  thou  betray *d  me,  Traytor?  Mt^i,  Speak, 
and  mind  'em  of  Religion 

{^\uiK\  Jh.ikes  his  Hec^d. 

Mufi.  Abs,  the  poor  Gentleman  has  gotten  a  Coidw'tk 
a  Sermon  of  two  Ho'jrs  long,  and  a  Prayer  of  four;  and 
belides,  if  he  durft  fpeak.  Mankind  is  grown  wiferat  this 
time  of  Day  than  to  cut  one  anoth?i's  Throats  about  Re- 
ligion. 0\ir  Mufti's  is  a  frreen  Coat,  and  the  Chriftian's  is 
a  b  ack  Coat ;  and  we  muft  wifely  go  together  by  the 
Ears,  whether  green  or  black  (hall  fwecp  our  Spoils. 

[Drums  witki/t,  and  Shouts. 

'Bend.  Now  we  (hall  lee  whofe  Numbers  will  prevail: 
The  conquerine  Troops  of  Muley-Zejdm  come 
To  crufh  Rebellion,  and  efpouie  my  Caufe. 

Muft.  We  will  have  a  fairTryal  of  Skill  for't,  I  can  tcU 
him  that.  When  we  have  d:fpatch'd  with  Muley-Zeydan, 
your  Lordfliip  fhall  march  in  equal  Proportions  of  your 
Body,  to  the  four  Gates  of  the  City :  and  every  Tower 
Ihall  have  a  Quarter  of  you. 

[Antonio  draios  them  up,  and  takes  Aim. 
by  the  Hand,  Shouts  again  ar.d  Drums. 
"Enter  Dorax  and  Sebaftian  attended  by  Afrx-in  Soldiers  and 

Portuguefes.  Almeyda  and  Sebaftian  run  trJo  each  o- 
thers  jirms,  and  both  Jpeak  together. 

Seb.  and  Aim.  My  Sebaftian !  My  Almeyd.^ ! 

Aim.  Do  you  then  live? 

Seb.  And  live  to  love  thee  ever. 

Bend.  How !  Dorax  and  Sebaftian  ftill  alive ! 
The  Moors  and  Chriftians  joyn'd!  I  thank  thee.  Prophet. 

Dor.  The  CJitadtl  is  ours ;  and  Muley-Zeydan 
Safe  under  Guard,  but  as  becomes  a  Prince. 
Lay  down  your  Arms :  Such  bafe  Plebebn  Blood 
Would  only  ftain  the,-  Brightnefs  of  my  Sword, 
And  blunt  it  for  fome  nobler  Work  behind. 
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Mm/?.  I  fuppofe  you  may  put  it  up  without  Offence  to 
any  Man  here  prefcnt.  For/my  Part,  I  have  been  loyal  to 
my  Sovereign  Lady  :  though  that  Villain  Benducar,  and 
that  Hypocrite  the  hlufti,  would  have  corrupted  me ;  but 
if  thok  two  'fcape  publick  Juft  ce,  then  I  and  all  my 
Jate  honefl:  Subjedls  here  defervc  Hanging. 

Bend.  [wDor]  I'm  fure  I  did  my  Part  to  poyfbn  thee. 
What  Saint  foe'er  has  foddcr'd  thee  ag'ain : 
A  Dofe  lefs  hot  had  burft  through  Ribs  of  Ton. 

Muf.  Not  knowing  that,  I  poyfon'd  him  once  more. 
And  drench'd  him  with  a  Draught  10  deadly  cold, 
Thit,  had'ft  not  thou  prevented,  had  congeal'd 
The  Channel  of  his  Blood,  and  froze  him  dry. 

Bei.d.  Thou  interpofing  Fool  to  mangle  Mifchief, 
And  think  to  mend  the  perfe6l  Work  ot  Hell. 

Dor.  Thus  when  Heaven  pleafes,  double  Poyfbns  cure, 
I  will  not  tax  thee  of  Ingratitude 
To  me  thy  Friend,  who  had:  betray'd  thy  Prince: 
Death  he  delerv'd  indeed,  but  not  from  thee. 
But  Fate,  it  feems,  referv'd  the  worft  of  Men 
To  end  the  worft  pf  Tyrants. 
Go  bear  him  to  his  Fate, 
And  fend  him  to  attend  his  Mafter's  Ghoft. 
Let  fbme  fecure  my  other  poyfoning  Friend, 
Whofe  double  Diligence  prelerv'd  my  Life. 

Ant.  You  are  fallen  into  good  Hands,  Father-in- Law; 
your  fparkling  Jewels,  and  Morayma's  Eyes  may  prove  3 
better  Bail  than  you  deferve. 

Muf.  The  befl:  that  can  come  of  me,  in  this  Condition, 
is  to  have  my  Life  begg'd  firft,  and  then  to  be  begg'd 
for  a  Fool  afterwards. 

[JExit  Antonio  rolth  the  Mufti,  and  at  the 
fume  lime  Renducar  is  carrfd  ojf. 

Der.  [to  Mu/l.'}  You  and  your  hungry  Herd  depirt  un- 
For  Juftice  cannot  ftoop  fo  low,  to  reach  [touch'di 

The  groveling  Sin  of  Crowds ;  but  curft  be  they 
Who  truft  Revenge  with  fuch  mad  Inftruments, 
Whofc  blindfold  Bufinefs  is  but  to  deftroy : 
And  like  the  Fire  commiffion'd  by  the  Winds, 
Begins  on  Sheds,  but  rowling  in  a  Round, 

On 
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On  Palaces  returns.    Away  ye  Skum, 

That  ftill  rife  upmoft  when  the  Nation  boyls : 

Ye  Mongrel,  Work  of  Heaven,  with  humane  Shapes," 

Not  to  M  damn'd  or  fav'd,  but  breathe  and  perifh. 

That  have  but  juft  enough  of  Senfe,  to  know 

The  Mafler's  Voice  when  rated,  to  depart. 

[Exeunt  Mufbpha  ondRaHle. 
jjlm.  With  Gratitude  as  low,  as  Knees  can  pay 
^  [Kneeling  to  him. 

To  thofe  bleft  holy  Fires,  our  Guardian  Angels, 
Receive  thcfe  Thanks;  'till  Altars  can  be  rais'd. 
Dor.  Arife  fair  Excellence,  and  pay  no  Thanks, 

[Raijing  her  up. 
'Till  Time  difcover  what  I  have  de/erv'd. 

Seb.  More  than  Reward  can  anfwer. 
If  Portugal  and  Spain  were  joyn'd  to  Africn, 
And  the  main  Ocean  crufted  into  Land, 
If  Univerfal  Monarchy  were  mine. 
Here  fliould  the  Gift  be  plac'd. 

Dor.  And  from  fome  Hands  I  Ihou'd  refiile  that  Gift : 
Be  not  too  prodigal  of  Promiies; 
But  ftint  your  Bounty  to  one  only  Grant, 
Which  1  can  ask  with  Honour. 

Seb.  What  I  am 
Is  but  thy  Gift,  make  what  thou  canii  of  me. 
Secure  of  no  Repulfe. 

Dor.  [to  Seb.']  Difmifs  your  Train. 
[To  Aim.']  You,  Madam,  pleafe  one  Moment  to  retire. 
Sebaftiany/^w  to  the  Portuguefes  to  go  of:  Almeyda  bow- 
iag  to  him,  goes  off  aljb:   The  Africans  follow  her. 
Dcr.  [To  the  Captain  of  his  Guard ^  With  you  one  Word 
in  private.  [Goes  out  with  the  Captain  . 

Seb.  [filfis.]  Refcry'd  Behaviour,  open  Nobleneis, 
A  long  myflerious  Track  of  Hern  Bounty. 
But  now  the  Hand  of  Fate  is  on  the  Curtain, 
And  draws  the  Scene  to  fight. 

Re-enter  Dojax,  having  taken  off  his  Turbant,  twd  put 

on  a  Peruke,  Hat,  and  Crtvat, 
Dor,  Now  ^  you  know  me? 

Ub. 
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Seh.  Thou  fhou'd'ft  be  Alonzo. 

Dor.  So  you  {hou'd  be  Sebafiim: 
But  when  Sebafiidn  ceas'd  to  be  himfclf, 
I  ceas'd  to  be  Alonzo. 

Seb.  As  in  a  Dream 
I  fee  thee  here,  and  fcarce  believe  mine  Eyes, 

IDor.  Is  it  fo  ftrange  to  find  me  where  my  Wrong?, 
And  your  inhumane  Tyranny  have  fent  me? 
Think  not  you  dream :  or,  if  you  did,  my  Injuries 
Shall  call  fo  loud,  that  Lethargy  (hould  wake  j 
And  Death  (hou'd  give  you  back  to  anfwer"  me. 
A  Thoufand  Nights  have  brufh'd  their  balmy  Wings 
Over  thefe  Eyes,  but  ever  when  they  clos'd, 
Your  Tyrant  Image  forc'd  *em  ope  again. 
And  dry'd  the  Dews  they  brought. 
The  long  expefted  Hour  is  come  at  length, 
By  manly  Vengeance  to  redeem  my  Fame : 
-  And  that  once  clear'd,  eternal  Sleep  is  welcome. 

Seb.  I  have  not  yet  forgot  I  am  a  King; 
Whofe  Royal  Office  is  Redrefs  of  Wrongs ; 
If  I  have  wrong'd  thee,  charge  me  Face  to  Facej 
I  have  not  yet  forgot  I  am  a  Soldier. 

Dor.  'Tis  the  firft  Juftice  thou  haft  ever  done  me. 
Then  though  I  loath  this  Woman's  War  of  TongueSj 
Yet  fliall  my  Caufe  of  Vengeance  firft  be  clears 
And  Honour  be  thou  Judge. 

Seb.  Honour  befriend  us  both. 
Beware,  I  warn  thee  yet,  to  tell  thy  Griefs 
In  Terms  becoming  Majefty  to  hear: 
I  warn  thee  thus,  becaufe  I  know  thy  Temper 
Is  infolent  and  haughty  to  Superiors: 
How  often  haft  thou  brav'd  my  peaceful  Court, 
Fill'd  it  with  noiiie  Brawls,  and  windy  Boafts  j 
And,  with  paft  Service,  naufeoufly  repeated, 
Reproach'd  ev'n  me  thy  Prince? 

Bor.  And  well  I  might,  when  you  forgot  Rewavd, 
The  Part  of  Heav'n  in  Kings :  for  Puiiifhment 
Is  Hangman's  Work,  and  Drudgery  for  Devils. 
I  muft,  and  will  reproach  thee  with  my  Service, 
Tyrant,  ( it  irks  me  fo  to  call  my  Prince.) 

But 
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But  juft  Refentment  and  hard  Ufage  coyn'd 
Th'  unwilling  Word ;  and  grating  as  it  is. 
Take  it,  for  'tis  thy  Due. 

Self.  How,  Tyrant? 

Dor.  Tyrant! 

Self.  Traytor ;  that  Name  then  can'ft  not  eccho  back  : 
That  Robe  of  Infamy,  that  Circumcifion 
IIJ  hid  beneath  that  Robe,  proelaim  thee  Traytor : 
And,  if  a  Name 
More  foul  than  Traytor  be,  'tis  Renegade. 

Dor.  If  I'm  a  Traytor,  think,  and  b!u(h  thou  Tyrant, 
T^liofe  Injuries  betray'd  me  into  Treafon, 
Eflac'd  my  Loyalty,  unhing'd  my  Faith, 
,  And  hurry'd  mc  from  Hopes  of  Heaven  to  Hell. 
All  thefe,  and  all  my  yet  unfinifh'd  Crim^-'S, 
When  I  fliall  rile  to  plead  before  the  Saints, 
I  charge  on  thee,  to  make  thy  dainning  fure. 

Self.  Thy  old  prefumptuous  Arrogance  a^ia  n. 
That  bred  my  firft  Diilike,  and  then  my  Loathing. 
Once  more  be  warn'd,  and  kno\v  me  for  thy  King. 

Dor.  Too  well  1  know  thee,  but  for  K.ing  no  more ; 
Tlys  is  not  Lisborme,  nor  the  Circle  this. 
Where,  like  a  Statue,  thou  haft  llocd  befieg'd 
By  Sycophants  and  Fools,  the  Growth  of  Courts : 
where  thy  guli'd  Eves,  in  all  the  gawdy  Round, 
Met  nothing  but  a  Li^  in  every  F^ace; 
And  the  grofs  1  lattery  of  a  gaping  Crowd, 
Envious  who  fiift  fl-iou'd  catch,  and  firft  applaud 
The  Stuff  or  Royal  Nonfenie :  when  I  fpoke. 
My  honeft  homely  Woids  were  caip'd,  and  cenfur'd. 
For  want  of  Courtly  Stile:   related  Actions, 
Though  modeftjy  reported,  pais'd  for  Boafts : 
Secu'.e  of  Merit  if  I  ask'd  Reward, 
Thy  hungry  Minions  thought  their  Rights  invaded. 
Ana  the  Bread  fnatch'd  from  Pimps  a.id  Paralites, 
Sttriquez.  anfwer'd,  with  a  ready  Lie, 
To  lave  his,  K-ng's,  the  Boon  was  begg'd  before. 

Sel>.  What  fiy'ft  thou  of  E/*r/ij«ez,  f  now  by  Heaven 
Thou  mov'ft  me  more  by  barely  naming  him. 
Than  all  thy  foul  uamanner'd  fcurril  Taunts. 

Dor* 
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Dor.  And  therefore  'twas  to  gaul  thee,  that  T  n:\m'd  him; 
That  Thing,  that  Nothing,  but  a  Cringe  and  Smile  > 
That  Woman,  but  more  dawb'd;  or  if  a  Man, 
Corrupted  to  a  Woman :  thy  Man  Miftrcfs. 

Se&   All  falfe  as  Hell  or  thou.  • 

Dcr.  Yes  5  full  as  falfe 
As  that  I  {erv'd  thee  fifteen  hard  Campaigns, 
And  pitch'd  thy  Standard  in  thefe  foreign  Fields: 
By  me  thy  Greatnefs  grew,  thy  Years  grew  with  if. 
But  thy  Ingratitude  outgrew  'em  both. 

Se6.  I  fee  to  what  thou  tend'ft,  but  tell  me  firfl, 
If  thofe  great  A€ts  were  done  alone  for  me; 
If  Love  prodiic'd  not  fome,  and  Pride  the  reft? 

Dor.  Why,  Love  does  all  that's  noble  here  below  5 
But  all  th'  Advantage  of  that  Love  was  thine. 
For,  coming  fraughtcd  back,  in  either  Hand 
With  Palm  and  Olive,  Vidirory  and  Peace, 
I  was  indeed  prepar'd  to  a?k  my  own :  ' 

( For  Vioiante's  Vows  were  mine  before: ) 
Thy  Malice  had  Prevention,  e'er  I  fpokej 
And  ask'd  me  Violmte  for  Enriquez. 

Seb.  I  n-.eant  thee  a  Reward  of  greater  Worth.' 

Dor.  Where  Juftice  wanted,  could  Reward  be  hop'd? 
Gould  the  robb'd  Paflenger  expcft  a  Bounty 
From  thoi'e  rapacious  Hands  who  ftripp'd  him  firft? 

Seb.  He  had  my  Promife,  eVr  I  knew  thy  Love. 

Dor.  My  Services  dcfcrv'd  thou  fl^olllJ'ft  revoke  it. 

Seb.  Thy  Infoknce  had  canceli'd  all  thy  Service} 
To  violate  my  Laws,  even  in  my  Court, 
Sacred  to  Peace,  and  fafe  from  all  Affronts ; 
Ev'n  to  my  Face,  and  done  in  my  Dclpight, 
Under  the  Wing  of  awful  Majefty 
To  ftrike  the  Man  I  lov'd! 

Dor.  Ev'n  in  the  Face  of  Heav'n,  a  Place  more  {acred. 
Would  I  have  ftruck  the  Man,  who,  propt  by  Power, 
Would  fciz.e  my  Right,  and  rob  me  of  my  Love : 
But,  for  a  Blow  provok'd  by  thy  Injuftice, 
The  hafty  Produft  of  a  juft  Deipair, 
When  he  refus'd  to  meet  me  in  the  Field, 
ThaS  thou  Ihould'ft  make  a  Coward's  Caufe  thy  own ! 

Sei, 
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Seb.  He  durftj  nay  more,  defir'd  and  begg'd  with  Tears, 
To  meet  thy  Challenge  fairly  }  'twas  thy  Fault 
To  make  it  Publick ;  but  my  Duty,  then 
To  interpofe ;  on  pain  of  my  Difpleafure, 
Betwixt  your  Swords. 

Dor.  On  Pain  of  Infamy 
He  Ihould  have  difobey'd. 

Seb.  Th'  Indignity  thou  didft  was  meant  to  m.c ; 
Thy  gloomy  Eyes  were  caft  on  me,  with  Scorn, 
As  who  fhould  fay,  the  Blow  was  there  intended  j 
But  that  thou  didft  not  dare  to  lift  thy  Hands 

Againfl:  anointed  Power fo  was  I  forc'd 

To  do  a  Soverai^n  Juftice  to  my  felfj 
And  fpurn  thee  horn  my  Prefence. 

Dor.  Thou  haft  dar'd 
To  tell  me,  what  I  durft  not  tell  my  felf : 
I  durft  not  think  that  I  was  fpuru'd,  and  livCi 
And  live  to  hear  it  boailed  to  my  Face. 
All  my  long  Avarice  of  Honour  loft, 
Heap'd  up  in  Youth,  and  hoarded  up  for  Age; 
Has  Honour's  Fountain  then  fuck'd  back  the  Stream? 
He  has;  and  hooting  Boys  may  dry-lhod  pafs. 
And  gather  Pebbles  from  the  naked  Ford. 
Give  me  my  Love,  my  Honour;  give  'em  back—— 
Give  n-.e  Revenge;  while  I  have  breath  to  ask  it— — 

Seb.  Now  by  this  honour 'd  Order  which  I  wear. 
More  gladly  would  I  give,  than  thou  dar'il  ask  it  — 
Nor  dial!  the  facred  Charatftcr  of  King 
Be  urg'd  to  fliield  me  from  thy  bold  Appeal. 
If  I  have  injur'd  thee,  that  makes  us  equal : 
The  Wrong,  if  done,  debas'd  me  down  to  thee. 
But  thou  haft  charg'd  me  with  Ingratitude ; 
Haft  thou  not  charg'd  m.e ;  fp eak  ? 

Dor,  Thou  know 'ft  I  have: 
If  thou  difown'ft  that  Imputation,  draw: 
And  prove  my  Charge  a  Lie. 

Seb.  No;  to  difprove  that  Lie  I  muft  not  draw: 
Be  confcious  to  thy  Worth,  and  tell  thy  Soul 
What  thou  haft  done  this  Day  in  my  Defence : 
To  fight  thee,  after  this,  what  were  it  elTe, 

Thaa 
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Than  owning  that  Ingratitude  thou  urgeft  ? 
That  Ijihmus  ftands  betwixt  two  rulVang  Seas; 
Which  mounting,  view  each  other  from  afar  j 
And  ftrive  in  vain  to  meet. 

Dor.  I'll  cut  that  Ifthmus. 
Thcu  know'ft  I  meant  not  to  preferve  thy  Life, 
But  to  reprieve  it,  for  my  own  Revenge. 
I  fav'd  thee  out  of  honourable  Malice : 
Now  draw ;  I  (hould  be  loath  to  think  thou  dar'ft  not : 
Beware  of  fuch  another  vile  Excufe. 

Seb.  O  Patience  Heav'n ! 

Dor.  Beware  of  Patience  too ; 
That's  a  fufpicious  Word :  It  had  been  proper. 
Before  thy  Foot  had  fpurn'd  me ;  now  'tis  baft : 
Yet,  to  dilarm  thee  of  thy  laft  Defence, 
I  have  thy  Oath  for  my  Security : 
The  only  boon  I  beg'd  was  this  fair  Combat : 
Fight  or  be  P«rjur'd  nowj  that's  all  thy  Choice. 

Seb.  Now  I  can  thank  thee  as_thouwould'ftbethank'd: 

\prawing. 
Never  was  Vow  of  Honour  better  paid. 
If  my  true  Sword  but  hold,  than  this  fhall  be. 
The  fprightly  Bridegroom,  on  his  Wedding  Night, 
More  gladly  enters  not  the  Lifts  of  Love. 
Why  'tis  Enjoyment  to  be  fummon'd  thus. 
Go:  Bear  my  Meflage  to  Henriquez  Ghoft; 
And  lay  his  Mafter  and  his  Friend  reveng'd  him. 

Der.  His  Ghoft !  then  is  my  hated  Rival  dead? 

Seb.  The  Queftion  is  belide  our  prefent  Purpofei 
Thou  feed  me  ready  j  we  delay  too  long. 

Dor.  A  Minute  is  not  much  in  cither's  Life, 
When  there's  but  one  betwixt  us ;  throw  it  in. 
And  give  it  him  of  us  who  is  to  fall.  [him, 

Seb.  He's  dead:  Make  hafte,  and  thou  may'ft  yet  o'ertake 

Dor.  When  I  was  hafty,  thou  delay'dft  me  longer. 
I  prithee  let  me  hedge  one  Moment  more 
Into  thy  Promife :  For  thy  Life  preferv'd. 
Be  kind;  and  tell  me  how  that  Rival  dy'd, 
Whofe  Death  next  thine  I  wifti'd. 

Sib. 
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Seb.  If  it  woulJ  pleafe  thee,  thou  ftioud'ft  never  know : 
But  thou,  like  Jealouli'%  enquir'ft  a  Truth, 
Which  fomd  will  Torture  thee:  He  dv'd  in  Fight: 
Fouehr  next  my  Perfonj  as  m  Conibrt  fo.  ght: 
Kept  pace  tor  pace,  and  Blow  for  every  Blow  j 
Save  when  he  heavd  his  Shield  in  rr.y  Defence  i 
And  on  his  naked  Side  receiv'd  niy  Wound. 
Then  when  he  coiil '  no  more,  he  fell  at  once : 
But  rcwld  his  failirg  Body  crofs  their  Way} 
And  made  a  Bulwark  of  it  for  his  Prince. 

T)or.  I  never  can  forg  ve  him  fuch  a  Death! 

Seb.  I  prophccy'd  thy  proud  Soul  could  not  bear  it. 
Now  judge  thy  iHf,  who  bed  deferv'd  my  Love. 
I  knew  you  borhj  (and  durft  I  fay)  a?  H;;av'n 
Foreknew  among  the  fhining  Angel  hoft 
Who  would  ftand  firm,  who  fall. 
>    Bor.  Had  he  been  tempted  fo,  fo  had  he  falFn ; 
And  fo,  haJ  I  been  favour'd,  had  I  flood. 

Seb.  What  had  been,  is  unknown;  what  is,  appears; 
Confcfs  he  juftly  was  prcferr'd  to  thee. 

Dor.  Had  I  been  born  v,/ith  his  indulgent  Stars, 
My  Fortune  had  been  his,  and  his  been  mine. 
O,  worfe  than  Hell    what  Glory  have  I  loft. 
And  what  has  he  acquir'd  by  fuch  a  Death! 
I  fl  ould  have'  faleii  by  Sebajiian's  fide. 
My  Coips  had  been  tiie  Buhvark  of  my  King. 
His  glorious  End  was  a  patch'd  Work  of  Fate, 
111  foited  with  a  foft  effeminate  Life; 
It  fuited  better  with  my  Life  th  ui.  his 
So  to  have  dy'd  :  Mice  had  been  of  a  Piece, 
Spent  in  your  Service,  dying  at  your  Feet. 

Seb.  The  more  effeminate  and  foft  his  Life, 
trhe  more  his  Fame,  to  flruggle  to  the  Field, 
And  meet  his  glorious  Fate :  Confefs,  proud  Spirit, 
(For  I  will  have  it  from  thy  very  Mouth) 
That  better  he  deferv  d  my  Love  than  thou. 

Dor.  O,  whither  would  you  drive  me!  I  muft  grant," 
Yes  I  muft  grant,  but  with  a  fwelling  Soul, 
Henriquez,  had  your  Love  with  more  defert : 
For  you  he  fought,  and  dy'd ;  I  fought  againft  you ; 

Through 


Kmg  of  PoiLTUGAi..  irp 

Through  all  the  Mazes,  of  the  Bloody  Field, 
Hunted  your  facrcd  Life ;  wh-rh  that  I  mifs'd 
Was  the  propitious  F.rror  of  my  Fate, 
Not  of  my  Soul;  my  Foul's  a  Regicide. 

Si6.  Thou  mig'v'il:  have  given  :r  a  more  gentle  Name : 
Thou  mean'fl:  to  kill  a  Tyrant,  not  a  King.  [More  calmly. 
Speak,  didft  rhou  not,  Alonz.o} 

Dor.  Can  1  Ipcak  ! 
Alas,  J  cmnot  anlWer  'o  Alonzo: 
No,  Dorax  cannot  anfwer  to  Alonzj): 
Monz.0  was  too  k-nd  a  Name  for  me. 
Then,  when  I  fought  and  conque^'d  with  your  Arms, 
In  that  blcft  A-c  I  was  the  Man  you  nam'd: 
Till  Rage  and  Pride  debas'd  me  in  o  Dorax  ^ 
And  lol>  like  Lucifer  my  Name  above. 
Seb.  Yet  t"Mcc  rh  s  Day  I  ow'd  my  Life  fo  Dorax. 
Dor.  I  lav'd  you  but  to  kill  you;  there's  my  Grief. 
Seb.  Nay,  if  thou  canft  be  gricv'd,  thoy  canfl  repent: 
Thou  could'fl:  not  be  a  Villain,  though  thou  wo.  Id'ft: 
Thou  own'ft  too  much  in  owning  thou  haft  err'd; 
Arid  I  too  little,  who  provok'd  thy  Crime. 

Dor.  O  flop  this  headlong  Torrent  of  your  Goodnefs : 
It  comes  too  faft  upon  a  feeble  Soul, 
Half  di  own'd  in  Tears  before ;  fpare  my  Confuflon : 
For  Pity  fpare,  and  lay  not,  firft  you  en'd. 
For  yet  I  have  not  dar'd,  through  Guilt  and  Shame, 
To  throw  my  felf  beneath  your  Royal  Feet. 

[FaIU  at  his  Feet. 
Now  fpurn  this  Rebel,  this  proud  Renegade  •. 
'Tis  juft  you  flioidd,  nor  will  I  more  complain 

Seb.  Indeed  thou  {hould'ft  not  ask  Forgivenefs  fu-ft 
But  thou  prcvent'ft  me  iliil,  in  all  that's  Noble. 

ITaking  him  up. 
Yet  I  will  raile  thee  up  with  better  News : 
Thy  Vrolaiite's  Heart  was  ever  thine  j 
Compcli'd  to  wed,  becaufe  (he  was  my  Ward, 
Her  Soul  was  abfent  when  fT:e  gave  her  Hand : 
N6f  could  my  Threats,  or  his  purfuing  Courtdiip, 
Effeft  the  Confuir.mation  of  his  Love: 
So,  Ml  indulging  Tears,  ihe  pines  for  thee,    . 
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A  Widow  and  a  Maid. 

Dor.  Have  I  been  curi:ngHeav'n,  while  Hcav'nblcft  me! 
I  (Vail  run  mad  with  Ecftalie  of  Joy : 
What,  in  one  Moment,  to  be  reconcil'd 
To  Heav'n,  and  to  my  King,  and  to  my  Lore! 
But  Pity  is  my  Friend,  and  ftops  me  fhort. 
For  my  unhappy  Rival:  Poor  Henriquez! 

Seb.  Art  thou  fo  generous  too,  to  pity  him  ? 
Nay,  then  I  was  unjuft  to  love  him  better. 
Here  let  me  ever  hold  thee  in  my  Arms:  [Embracing  him . 
And  all  our  Quarrels  be  but  fuch  as  thele. 
Who  fhall  love  beft,  and  clofeft  fhall  embrace : 
Be  what  Henriquez  was :  Be  my  AlonzM. 

Dor.  What,  my  Alonz.o,  faid  you?  my  Alonzo! 
Let  my  Tears  thank  you ;  for  I  cannot  fpeak  j 
And  if  I  could, 
Words  were  not  rr^de  to  vent  fcch  Thoughts  as  mine. 

Seb.  Some  ftrangc  Reverie  of  Fate  muft  fure  attend 
This  vaft  Profufion,  this  Extravcgancc 
©f  Heav'n,  to  blefs  me  thus.    'Tis  Gold  Co  pure. 
It  cannot  bear  the  Stamp,  without  allay. 
Be  kind,  ye  Powers,  and  take  but  half  away : 
With  eafe  the  Gifts  of  Fortune  I  refign  j 
But,  let  my  Love,  and  Friend,  be  ever  mine.      \Exeunf 


ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

Tije  S  CEN  E  is  a  Room  of  State. 

Enter  Dorax  and  Antonio. 

JXw.TO  Y  is  On  every  Face,  without  a  Cloud: 

I   As,  in  the  Scene  of  opening  Paradile, 
The  whole  Creation  danc'd  at  their  new  Being : 
Pleas'd  to  be  what  they  were;  pleas'd  with  each  other. 
Such  Joy  have  I,  both  in  my  Iclf,  and  Friends : 
And  double  Joy,  that  I  have  made  'em  happy. 

Jbit. 
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Ant.  Pleafure  has  been  the  Bus'nefs  of  my  Lifej 
And  every  Change  of  Fortune  ealie  to  me, 
Becaufe  I  ftill  was  ealie  to  my  felf. 
The  Lofs  of  her  I  lov'd  would  touch  me  neareft} 
Yet,  if  I  found  her,  I  might  love  too  much. 
And  that's  uneafie  Pleafure. 

nor.  If  flie  be  fated 
To  be  your  Wife,  your  Fate  will  find  her  for  you: 
Predeftinated  Ills  are  never  loft. 

Ant.  I  had  forgot 
T'enquire  before,  but  long  to  be  inform'd, 
How,  poifbn'd  and  betray'd  and  round  befet, 
You  could  unwind  your  felf  from  all  thefeDangersj 
And  move  fo  fpeedily  to  our  Relief! 

Dor.  The  double  Poifons,  after  a  fliort  Combat, 
Expell'd  each  other  in  their  Civil  War, 
By  Nature's  Benefit;  and  rous'd  my  Thoucrhts 
To  guard  that  Life  which  now  I  found  attack'd. 
I  fummon'd  all  my  Officers  in  hafte. 
On  whole  experienc'd  Faith  I  might  relie: 
All  came  refolv'd  to  die  in  my  Defence, 
Save  that  one  Villain  who  betray'd  the  Gate. 
Our  Diligence  prevented  the  Surprize 
We  juftly  fear'd:  So  Mnley-Zeyd.zn  found  us 
Drawn-up  in  Battle,  to  receive  the  Charge. 

A>it.  But  how  the  Moors  &Rd  ChriJIkn  Shves  werejoin'd. 
You  have  not  yet  unfolded. 

Dor.  That  remains. 
We  knew  their  Intereft  was  the  fame  with  ours: 
And  though  I  hated  more  than  Death,  SeOitJlmi-^ 
I  could  not  lee  him  die  by  vulgar  Hands : 
But  prompted  by  my  Angel,  or  by  his, 
Free'd  all  the  Slaves,  and  plac'd  him  next  my  felf,i 
Becaufe  I  would  not  have  his  Perfon  known. 
J  need  not  tell  the  reft,  th' Event  declares  it. 

Ant.  Your  Conqucll  came  of  courfe ;  their  Men  were  ra'v. 
And  yours  w-ere  difciplin'd :  One  doubt  remains, 
Why  you  induihioully  conccal'd  the  Kinw, 
Who,  known,  had  added  Courage  to  his  Men  ? 

Vol.  VI.  F  j^^r. 
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Dor.  I  would  not  hazard  civil  Broils  betwixt 
His  Friends  and  mine:  Which  might  prevent  our  Combat- 
Yet,  had  he  fallen,  I  had  difmifs'd  his  Troops ; 
€)r  if  Victorious,  order'd  his  Eicape. 
But  I  forgot  a  new  Incrcafe  of  Joy, 
To  Feaft  him  with  Surprize ;  I  muft  about  it ; 
Exped  my  fwift  Return.  [Exit  Dorax. 

^tter  a  Servant  to  Antonio. 
Ser.  Here's  a  Lady  at  the  Door,  that  bids  mc  tell  you, 
fhc  is  come  to  make  an  End  of  the  Game,  that  was  brok- 
en off  betwixt  you. 

./4nt.  What  Manner  of  Woman  is  ftie  ?  Does  (he  not 
want  two  of  the  four  Elements  ?  has  fhe  any  thing  about 
her  but  Air  and  Fire  ? 

Serv.  Truly,  fhe  flies  about  the  Room,  as  if  fhe  had 
Wings  inftead  of  Legs  5  I  believe  (he's  juft  turning  into 
a  Bird :  A  Houfe-bird  I  warrant  her :  And  fo  hafty  to 
fly  to  you,  that  rather  than  fail  of  Entrance,  (he  would 
come  tumbling  down  the  Chimney,  like  a  Swallow. 
Enter  Moray  ma. 
./Int.  [Running  to  her,  and  embrtuing  her.']  Look  if  fhe 
be  not  here  alr«uiy !  What,  no  denial  it  feems  will  ferve 
your  Turn?  why!  thou  little  Dun,  is  thy  Debt  fo 
prefTmg  ? 

Mor.  Little  Devil  if  you  pleafe:  Your  Lcafe  is  out, 
good  Mr,  Conjurer  -,  and  I  am  come  to  fetch  your  Soul 
and  Body;  not  an  Hour  of  Lewdnefs  longer  in  this 
World  for  you. 

Ant.  Wher^  the  Devil  haft  thou  been  ?  and  how  the 
Devil  didfl:  thou  find  me  here  ? 

Mor.  I  follow'd  you  into  the  Caflle-yard:  But  there 
was  nothing  but  Tumult,  and  Confufion:  And  I  was 
bodily  affraid  of  being  pick'd  up  by  fome  of  the  Rabble: 
Confidcring  I  had  a  double  Charge  about  me  my 

Jewels,  and  my  Maiden-head. 

Alt.  Bof  h  of  'em  intended  for  my  Worfhip's  folc  Ufe 
and  Property. 

Mor.  And  what  was  poor  little  I  among  'em  all  ? 
Ant.  Not  a  mouthful  a  piece :  'Twas  too  much  odds 
in  Conicience. 

Mor. 
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'h,ioy.  So  feeking  for  ftielter,  I  naturally  ran  to  the  old 
Place  of  AfTignation,  the  Garden-houfe :  Where  for 
want  of  InftindV,  you  did  not  follow  me. 

Ant.  Well,  for  thy  Comfort,  I  have  fecur'd  thy  Father ; 
and  I  hope  thou  hail  fecur'd  his  Effedis  for  us. 

Mor.  Yes,  truly,  I  had  the  prudent  Forefight  to  con- 
fider  that,  when  we  grow  old,  and  weary  of  Solacing  one 
another,  we  might  have,  at  leaft,  wherewithal  to  make 
merry  with  the  World;  and  take  up  with  a  worfe  Plea- 
fare  of  eating  and  drinking,  when  we  were  difabled  for 
a  better. 

Ant.  Thy  Fortune  will  be  e'en  too  good  for  thee:  For 
thou  art  going  into  the  Country  of  Serenades  and  Gal- 
lantries ;  where  thy  Street  will  be  haunted  every  Night 
with  thy  foolifli  Lovers,  and  my  Rivals;  who  will  be 
lighing,  and  Tinging  under  thy  inexorable  Windows,  la- 
mentable Ditties,  and  call  thee  Cruel,  and  Goddefs,  and 
Moon,  and  Stars,  and  all  the  poetical  Names  of 
wicked  Rhime:  While  thou  and  I  are  minding  our 
Bus'nefs,  and  jogging  on,  and  laughing  at  'em  j  at  lea- 
fure  Minutes,  whicii  will  be  very  tew,  take  that  by  way 
of  threatning. . 

Mor.  I  am  afraid  you  are  not  very  Valiant,  that  you 
huft'  fo  much  beforehand  •  But,  they  fay,  your  Churches 
are  fine  Places  for  Love- Devotion :  Many  a  fhe  Saint  is 
there  worfliip'd. 

Arit.  Temples  are  there  as  they  are  in  all  other  Coun- 
tries, good  Conveniencies  for  dumb  Enterviews :  I  hear 
the  Proteflants  are  not  much  reform'd  in  that  point  nei- 
ther; for  their  Seftaries  call  their  Churches  by  the  natu- 
ral Name  of  Meeting- houl'es.  Therefore  I  warn  thee  in 
good  time,  not  more  of  Devotion  than  needs  muft,  good 
tuture  Spoufe;  and  always  in  a  Veil;  for  thofe  Eyes  of 
thine  are  damn'd  Enemies  to  Mortification, 

Mor.  The  beft  thing  I  have  heard  of  Chriflendom,  is, 
that  we  Women  are  allow 'd  the  Priviledgc  of  havinw 
Souls;  and  I  affure  you,  I  fhail  make  bold  to  beflow 
mine  upon  fome  Lover,  v/hen  ever  you  begin  to  go  a- 
ftray;  and  if  I  find  no  Convenience  in  a  (Church,  a  pri- 
vate Chamber  will  fervc  the  Turn. 

F  i  A.t, 
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Ant.  When  that  Day  comes,  I  mufV  take  my  Re- 
venge, and  turn  Gardener  again :  For  I  find  I  am  much 
given  to  Planting. 

Wor.  But  take  heed,  in  the  mean  time,    that  feme 
young  A/ttonio  does  not  Tpring  up  in  your  own  Family  i 
as  falfe  as  his  Father,  thougn   of  another  Man's  Plant- 
ing. 
Re  etjter  Dorax  with  Sebaftian  and  Alracyda.     Sebaftiaa 

enters  fpeakmg  to  Dorax,  while  in  the  mean  time  Antonio 

frefents  Morayma  to  Almeyda. 

Seb.  How  fares  our  Royal  Pris'ner,  Muley-ZeyJah  f 

Dor.  Difpos'd  to  grant  whatever  I  defire. 
To  gain  a  Crown,  and  Freedom  :  Well  I  know  him. 
Of  ealie  Temper,  naturally  Good, 
And  faithful  to  his  Word. 

Seh.  Yet  one  thing  wants. 
To  hil  the  Meafure  of  my  Happinefs ; 
I'm  ftill  in  Pain  for  poor  Alvarez/s  Life. 

Dor.  Releale  that  Fear  j  the  good  old  Man  is  fafe : 
I  paid  his  Ranfom  j 
And  have  already  order'd  his  Attendance. 

Se^.  O  bid  him  eater,  for  I  long  to  fee  him. 
Enter  Alvarez  with  a  Servant,  who  departs  when  Alvarez 
is  entered. 

Mv.  Now  by  my  Soul,  and  by  thefe  hoary  Hairs, 

[Falling  down  and  embracing  the  King's  Knees. 
I'm  fo  o'er-whelm'd  with  P.'ealiire,  that  I  feel 
A  latter  Spring  within  my  with'ring  Limbs, 
That  flioots  me  out  again. 

Seb.  Thou  good  old  Man !  {Rjufing  him. 

Thou  haft:  deceiv'd  me  into  more,  more  Joys  i 
Who  flood  brim-ful  before. 

Alv.  O  my  dear  Child ! 
I  love  thee  fo,  I  cannot  call  thee  King, 
Whom  I  fo  oft  have  dandled  in  thefe  Arms ! 
What,  when  I  gave  thee  loft,  to  find  thee  living ! 
'Tis  like  a  Father  who  himfelf  had  fcap'd 
A  falling  Houfe,  and  after  anxious  Search, 
Hears  iroui  afar,  his  only  Son  within ; 

And 
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And  digs  through  Rubbifh,  till  he  drags  him  out 
To  fee  the  friendly  Light. 
Such  IS  my  Hade,  fo  trembling  is  my  |oy 
To  draw  thee  forth  from  underneath  thy  Fate. 

Sei.  The  Tempeft  is  o'er-blown;  the  Skies  ai"e  dear. 
And  the  Sea  charm  d  into  a  Calm  fo  ftill, 
That  not  a  Wrinkle  rufiles  her  fmooth  Face. 

Alv.  juft  fuch  flie  {hows before  a  riling  Storm: 
And  therefore  am  I  come  with  timely  Speed, 
To  v/arn  you  into  Port. 

Aim.  My  Soul  fore-bodes  l^Jde. 

Some  dire  Event  involv'd  in  thofe  dark  Words  j 
And  jufl;  difdofing  in  a  Birth  of  Fate. 

Alv.  Is  there  not  yet  an  Heir  of  this  vaft  Empire, 
Who  Aill  Survives  of Muky-MoLch's  Branch* 

Dor.  "^cf,  ilich  a  one  there  is,  a  Capiive  here, 
A.nd  Brother  to  the  Dead, 

^Iv.  The  Pow'rs  above 
Be  prais'd  for  that :  My  Prayers  for  my  good  Maftcr 
I  hope  are  heard, 

Se&.  Thou  haft  a  right  in  Heav'n, 
But  why  thefe  Prayers  for  me? 

Ah.  A  Door  is  open  yet  for  your  Deliverance, 
Now  you  my  Country-mcn,  and  you  Almeyda, 
Now  all  of  us,  and  you  (my  all  in  one) 
May  yet  be  happy  in  that  Captive's  Life, 

Sei>.  We  have  him  here  an  honourable  Hoftage 
For  Terms  of  Peace :  What  more  he  can  contribute 
To  make  me  bleft,  I  know  not. 

Alv.  Vaftly  more: 
Almeyda,  may  be  fettled  in  the  Throne  j 
And  you  review  your  native  Clime  with  Fame: 
A  firm  Alliance,  and  eternal  Peace, 
(The  plorious  Crown  of  honourable  War,) 
Are  all  included  in  that  Prince's  Life: 
Let  this  fair  Queen  be  given  to  Muky-Zeydan; 
And  make  her  Love  the  Sanftion  of  your  League. 

Seb.  No  more  of  that:  His  Life's  in  my  diipofej 
And  Pris'ners  are  not  to  infift  on  Terms. 
Or  if  they  were,  yet  he  demands  not  thefe. 

F  3  Alv, 
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Alv.  You  fhould  exaft  'em. 

Aim.  Better  may  be  made ; 
Thefe  cannot :  I  abhor  the  Tyrant's  Race ; 
My  Pai'ents  Murtherers,  my  Throne's  Ufurpers. 
But,  at  one  Blow  to  cut  off  all  Difpute, 
Know  this,  thou  bufie,  old,  officious  Man, 
I  am  a  Chriftian ;  now  be  wife  no  more ; 
Or  if  thou  would'ft  be  ftill  thought  wife,  be  filent. 

Ah.  O  I  perceive  you  think  your  Int'reft  touch'd: 
'Tis  what  before  the  Battel  I  obferv'd : 
But  I  muft  fpeak,  and  will. 

Sei>.  I  prithee  Peace  j 
Peihap?  ihe  thinks  they  are  tco  near  of  Blood. 

Alv.  I  wifh  flie  may  not  wed  to  Blood  more  near. 

Sei>.  What  if  I  make  her  mine? 

Ah.  Now  Heaven  forbid  ! 

Seb.  Wifh  rather  Heav'n  may  grant. 
For,  if  I  cou'd  deferve,  I  have  defer v'd  her : 
My  Toils,  my  Hazards,  and  my  Subjcfts  Lives, 
(Provided  fbe  confent)  may  claim  her  Love: 
And,  that  once  granted,  I  appeal  to  thefe. 
If  better,  I  could  chufe  a  beauteous  Bride. 

Ant.  The  faireft  of  her  Sex. 

Mor.  The  Pride  of  Nature.  ,-, 

Dcr.  He  only  Merits  her;  fhe  only  him. 
So  pair'd,  fo  fuited  in  their  Minds  and  Perfons,. 
That  they  were  fram'd  the  Tallies  for  each  other. 
If  any  Alien  Love  had  interpos'd, 
It  mufl  have  been  an  Eyefore  to  Beholders, 
And  to  themfelves  a  Curfe.         .       , 

Ah.  And  to  themfelves  j.  f^^  ^r. 

The  greatefl  Curfe  that  can  be,  were  to  join. 

Self.  Did  I  not  love  thee,  pad  a  Change  to  hate. 
That  Word  had  been  thy  Ruin  5  but  no  more, 
I  .charge  thee  on  thy  Life,  perverfe  old  Man. 

Ah.  Know,  Sir,  I  would  be  filent  if  I  durfl  -. 
But,  if  on  Shipboard,  I  fhculd  fee  my  Friend 
Grown  Frantick  in  a  raging  Calenture, 
And  he,  imagining  vain  flowry  Fields, 
Would  headlong  plunge  himfclf  into  the  Deep, 

Should 
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Should  I  not  hold  him  from  that  mad  Attempt, 
Till  his  fick  Fancy  were  by  Reafon  cur'd  ? 

Seb.  I  pardon  thee  th'Effefts  of  doting  Age; 
Vain  Doubts,  and  idle  Cares,  and  Over-Caution; 
The  fecond  Non-age  of  a  Soul,  more  wife ; 
But  now  decay'd,  and  funk  into  the  Socket, 
Peeping  by  Fits,  and  giving  feeble  Light. 

Mv.  Have  you  forgot  ? 

Seb.  Thou  mean'ft  my  Father's  Will, 
In  8ar  of  Marriage  to  JilmeydcCs  Bed : 
Thou  feed  my  Faculties  are  ftill  entire, 
Though  thine  are  much  impair'd.  I  weigh'd  that  Will, 
And  found  'twas  grounded  on  our  diff 'rent  Faiths  j 
But,  had  he  liv'd  to  fee  her  happy  Change, 
He  would  have  cancelj'd  that  harfli  Interdict, 
And  join'd  our  Hands  himfelf. 

Alv.  Still  had  he  liv'd  and  feen  this  Change, 
He  ftill  had  been  the  fame. 

Seb.  I  have  a  dark  Remembrance  of  my  Father  ^ 
His  Reas'nings  and  h's  A<£lions  both  were  juftj 
And,  granting  that,  he  muft  have  chang'd  his  Meaf  )re<;. 

Alv.  Yes,  he  was  juft,  and  therefore  could  not  change, 

Seb.  'Tis  a  bale  Wrong  thou  offei'^ft  to  the  Dead, 

Ah,  Now  Heav'n  forbid. 
That  I  fhould  blaft  his  pious  Memory : 
No,  I  am  tender  of  his  holy  Fame : 
For  dying  he  bequeathed  it  to  my  Charge. 
Believe,  I  am ;  and  feek  to  know  no  more, 
But  pay  a  blind  Obedience  to  his  WUl. 
For  to  prcfarve  his  Fame  I  would  be  filent. 

Seb.  Craz'd  Fool,  who  would'ft  be  thought  an  Oracle, 
Come  down  from  off  thy  Tripos,  and  fpeak  plain ; 
My  Father  fhall  be  juftify'd,  he  fhall: 
*Tis  a  Son's  Part  to  rife  in  his  Defence; 
And  to  confound  thy  Malice,  or  thy  Dotage. 

Alv.  It  does  not  grieve  me  that  you  hoQ  me  craz'd; 
But,  to  be  clear'd  at  my  dead  Mailer's  coft, 
O  there's  the  Wound !  but  let  me  firft  adjure  you. 
By  all  you  owe  that  dear  departed  Soul, 
No  more  to  tBink  of  Marriage  with  Alimyda. 

F  4  Seb. 
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Sei.  Not  Heav'n  and  Earth  combin'd  can  hinder  it. 

Ah.  Then,  witnefs  Heav'n  and  Earth,  how  loath  I-  ans 
To  fay,  you  muft  not,  nay  you  cannot  wed. 
And  fince  not  only  a  dead  Father's  Fame, 
But  more,  a  Lady's  Honour  muft  be  touch'd, 
Which  nice  as  Ermines  will  not  bear  a  Soili 
Let  all  retire:  That  you  alone  may  hear 
\\  hat  ev'n  in  whifpcrs  I  would  tell  your  Ear. 

[-4//  are  going  o^t. 

Aim.  Not  one  of  you  depart;  I  charge  you  ftay. 
And  were  my  Voice  a  Trumpet  loud  as  Fame, 
To  reach  the  round  of  Heav'n,  and  Earth,  and  Sea, 
Ail  Nations  (Vould  be  {ummon'd  to  this  place. 
So  little  do  I  fear  that  Fellow's  Charge: 
So  fhould  my  Honour  like  a  riilng  Swan, 
Br'jfli  with  her  Wings  the  falling  Drops  away, 
And  proudly  plough  the  W^avcs. 

Stb.  This  noble  Pride  becomes  thy  Innocence : 
Arid  I  dave  truft  my  Father's  Memory, 
To  (land  ihe  C-harge  of  that  foul  forging  Tongu*. 

Alv.  It  will  be  ibon  difcover'd  it  I  forge: 
Have  you  not  heard  your  Father  in  his  Youth, 
When  newly  marry 'd,  trcverd  into  S^p.in, 
And  made  a  long  Abode  in  FhiUp's  Court  ? 

Sei>.  Why  fo  remote  a  Queftion  ?  which  thy  £cl£ 
Can  anfwer  to  thy  fe'f,  for  thou  wert  with  him* 
His  Fav'rite,  as  I  oft  have  heard  thee  boaft : 
And  neareft  to  hjs  Soul. 

Alv.  Too  near  indeed,  forgive  me  gracious  Heav'n, 
That  ever  I  fliould  bcaft  I  was  ib  n^ar. 
The  Confident  of  a^l  his  young  Amours, 
And  have  not  you,  unhappy  beauty,  heard,        [To  Ainj. 
Have  you  not  often  heaid,  ycur  exil'd  Parents 
Were  refiig'd  in  that  Court,  and  at  that  time? 

Aim.  'Tis  true:  And  often  lircc,  my  Mother  own'd 
Kow  kind  that  Prince  was,  to  cffoufe  her  Caufe; 
She  Counleii'd,  nay,  Enjoin'd  me  on  her  Biefiing 
To  feck  the  Sanftunry  of  your  Court: 
"Which  ^ave  me  fit  it  Encouragement  to  come. 
And,  wuh  my  iifothyr,  beg  if^-j//f*/s  Aid. 
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Stbitfl.  Thou  help'ft  me  well,  tojuftifie  my  War: 
\To  Aim.]  My  dying  Father  fwere  me,  then  a  Boy: 
And  made  me  kiJs  the dofs  upon  his  Sword, 
Never  to  fheath  it,  till  that  exil'd  Queen 
Were  by  my  Arms  reftor'd. 

Ah.  And  can  you  find 
No  Myftery  couch'd  in  this  exxefs  of  Kindnefs  ? 
Were  Kings  e'er  known,  in  this  degenerate  Age, 
So  paflionately  fond  of  noble  A<fts, 
Where  Intereft  fliar'd  not  more  than  half  with  Honour? 

Seb.  Bafe  groveling  Soul,   who  know'fl  not  Honoui-'s 
But  weigh'ft  it  out  in  mercenary  Scales i  (Woith,i 

The  Iccret  Pl-afure  of  a  generous  Adt, 
Is  the  great  Mind's  great  Bribe. 

Alv.  Show  me  that  King,  and  I'li  believe  the  Phoenix. 
But  knock  at  your  own  Brcaft,  and  ask  youj-  Soul 
If  thofe  fair  fatal  Eyes  edg'd  not  your  Sword, 
More  than  your  Father's  Charge,  and  all  your  Vov/s  ? 
If  fo,  andfo  your  Silence  grants  it  i.":, 
Know,  King,  your  Father  had,  Ike  you,  a  Soul; 
And  Love  is  your  Inheritance  from  hmi. 
Al?fteyJas  Mother  too  had  Eyes,  like  her, 
And  notlefs  chaiming,  and  were  charm'd  no  Ids 
Than  yours  are  now  with  her,  and  hevs  with  you. 

Aim.  Thou  ly'ft,  Impoftor,  perjur'd  Friend,  thou  ly 'ft-, 

Se6.  Was't  not  enougn  to  brand  my  Father's  Fame, 
But  thou  muft  load  a  Lady's  Memory? 
O  infamous,  obafe,  beyond  Repair. 
And  to  what  End  this  ill-concerted  Lye, 
Which  pa'pable  and  grofs,  yet  granted  true, 
It  bars  not  my  inviolable  Vows. 

Alv.  Take  heed,  and  double  not  your  Father's  Crimes i 
To  his  Adult'ry  do  nor  add  your  Inceffc. 
Know,  fhe's  the  Produ(fi  of  unlawful  Love, : 
And  'tis  your  carnal  Sifter  you  wou'd  wed 

Seb   Thou  flialt  not  fay  thou  wcrt  condemn'd  unheard, 
Elfc.  by  my  Soul,  this  Moment  were  thy  laft. 

Ahn.  But  think  not  Oaths  fliall  juftify  thy  Charge; 
Nor  Imprecations  on  thy  curfed  Head. 
For  vvhj  dares  lye  to  Heaven,  think  Heaven  a  Jei^, 

F  f  Thou 


1^0  Don  Sebastian, 

Th  u  haft  confefs'd  thy^  felfthe  cpnfcious  Pandar 

Of  that  pretended  Paffion; 

A  fingle  Witnefs  inftmoufly  known, 

•Againft  two  Perfons  of  unqueftion'd  Fame : 

-^h.  What  Intereft  can  I  have,  or  what  Delight 
To  blaze  their  Shame,  or  to  divulge  my  own  ? 
If  prov'd,  you  hate  me,  if  unprdv'd,  cttmkinn; 
>«'ot  Racks  or  Tortures  cou'ii  have  forc'd  thh  Secret, 
But  too  much  Care  to  fave  you  from  a  Crime, 
Which  would  have  funk  you  both.     For  let  me  lay, 
•dlmeydn's  Beauty  well  deferves  your  Love. 
'^Im.  Out,  bafe  Impoftor,  I  abhor  thy  Praife. 
T^or.  It  looks  not  hke  Impoflure:  but  a  Truth,        '    ■ 
On  utmofl:  need  reveal'd.  - 

Seb.  Did  I  expe£t  from  D(7r<»x  this  return  ?  - 

Is  this  the  Love  renew'd  ? 
Dor.  Sir,  I  am  filentj 
■  Pfay  Heav'n  my  Fears  prove  falfe. 

Seb.  Away ;  you  all  combine  to  make  me  wretched. 
Alv.  But  hear  the  Story  of  that  fatal  Love; 
Where  every  Circumftance  fhall  prove  another; 
And  Truth  fb  fhine  by  her  own  native  Light, 
That  if  a  Lye  were  mixt,  it  muft  be  feen. 

Seb.  No;  all  may  ftill  be  forg'd,  and  of  a  piece. 
No;  i  can  credit  nothing  thou  canft  {ay. 

Alv.  One  Proof  remams;and  that's  your  Father's  Hand  ; 
Firm'd  with  his  Signet ;  both  fo  fully  known, 
Tha"-  plainer  Evidence  can  hardly  be, 
Unlefs  his  Soul  wou'd  want  her  Heav'n  awhile. 
And  come  on  Earth  to  fwear, 
Seb.  Produce  that  Writing. 
Ah.  [/•  Dorax]  Aiofiz.0  has  it  in  his  Cuftody. 
The  fame,  which  when  his  Noblenefs  redeem'd  me, 
And  in  a  friendly  Vilit  own'd  himfclf 
For  what  he  is,  I  then  depofited : 
And  had  his  Faith  to  give  it  to  the  King. 

Dor.  Untouch'd,  andSeal'd,  as  when  intrufted  with  me, 
[giving  a  Seal' J  Paper  to  theKuig, 
Such  I  reftore  it  with  a  trembling  Hand, 
Left  ought  within  diftui  b  your  Peace  of  Soul. 

Seb. 
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Seb.  Draw  near  uilmeyda:  thou  art  moft  concern'd : 

[tearing  of  en  the  Seah. 
For  I  am  moft  in  Thee. 
^enzo,  mark  the  Charafters: 
Thou  know'ft  my  Father's  Hand,  obfervc  it  well: 
iAnd  if  th'Impoftor's  Pen  have  mide  one  flip. 
That  Ihews  it  Counterfeit,  mark  that  and  iave  me. 

B»,  It  looks  indeed  too  like  my  Mafter's  Hand  : 
So  does  the  Signet  -.  more  I  cannot  fay} 
But  wifh 'twere  not  fo  like.  * 

Seb.  Mcthinks  it  owns 
The  black  Aduk'ry,  and  jilmeydit^  Birth ; 
But  fuch  a  Mift  of  Grief  come;  o'er  my  Eyes, 
I  cannot,  or  I  wou'd  not  read  it  plain. 

uHm.  Heaven  cannot  be  more  true,  than  this  is  falie. 

Seb.  O  coud'ft  thotf  prove  it  with  the  fame  Afllirance? 
Speak,  haft  thou  ever  feen  my  Father's  Hand  ? 

Aim.  No;  but  my  Mother's  Honour  hns  been  read 
By  me,  and  by  the  World,  in  all  her  Adtsj 
In  Charafters  more  plain  and  legible 
Than  this  dumb  Evidence,  this  blotted  Lye. 
Oh  that  I  were  a  Man,  as  my  Soul's  one, 
To  prove  thee  Tray  tor,  an  AlTaffmare 
Of  her  Fame :  thus  mov'd  I'd  tear  thee,  thus :  —    '    « 

\Tearmg  the  Fnftr. 
And  fcatt^  o'er  the  Field  thy  Coward  Limbs, 
Like  this  fgul  Offspring  of  thy  forging  Brain. 

[Scatt'ring  the  Paper. 

Alv.  Juft  fo  {halt  thou  be  torn  from  all  thy  hopes. 
For  know,  proud  Woman,  know  in  thy  delpight. 
The  moft  authentick  Proof  is  ftill  behind. 
Thou  wear'ft  it  on  thy  Finger  :  'tis  that  Ring, 
Which  ma^ch'd  to  that  on  his,  (liall  clear  the  doubt. 
'lis  no  dumb  Forgery :  for  that  fhall  fpeak ; 
And  found  a  rattling  Peal  to  cither's  Confcience. 

Seb.  This  Ring  indeed,  my  Father,  with  a  cold 
And  fhaking  Hand,  juft  in  the  Pangs  of  Death, 
Put  on  my  Finger  5  with  a  parting  Sigh, 
And  wou'd  have  I'pokci  but  faltcr'd  in  his  Speech 
With  uudillingiiifti'd  Sounds. 

Atv. 


Ah,  I  know  it  well: 
For  1  was  prefent :  now  Altneyda,  {peak : 
And,  truly  tell  us,  how  you  came  by  yours. 

Aim.  My  Mother,  when  I  parted  from  her  fight 
To  go  to  Portugal,  bequeath'd  it  to  me, 
Prcfaging  flie  fliou'd  never  fee  me  more ; 
She  pull'd  it  fiom  her  Finger,  flied  fome  Tears, 
Kifs'd  it,  and  told  me  'twas  a  Pledge  of  Lovej 
And  hid  a  Myflery  of  great  Importance 
Relating  to  my  Forti^nes. 

Ah.  Mark  me  now, 
V/hi'e  I  difclofe  that  fatal  Myftery. 
Thoib  Rings,  when  yoa  were  born  and  thought  another's. 
Your  Parents  glowing  yet  in  finful  Love, 
Bid  me  bcfpcak :  a  curious  Artift  wrought  'am : 
yi.ith  Joynts  fo  clofe,  as  not  to  be  perceived  j 
Yet  are  they  both  each  others  Counterpart. 
Her  part  had  yuan  infcrib'd,  and  his  had  Zayda. 
(You  know  thofe  Names  are  theirs :)  and  in  the  midft, 
A  Heart  divided  in  two  halves  was  plac'd. 
Now  if  the  Rivets  of  thofe  Rings  inclos'd, 
Fit  not  each  other,  I  have  forg'd  this  Lye : 
But  if  they  jcyn,  you  mufl  for  ever  parr. 

[Scbaftian  ^uil'mg  off  his  Ring,  Almeyda  Joes  tht  fame, 
and  giies  it  to  Aiv,  who  uvfcruts  both  the  Rings,  and 
f-ts  oi.e  half  to  the  other. 

Seb.  Now  Life  or  Death. 
Aim.  Ar,d  cither  thine  or  ours. 

I'm  lofl  for  ever. \^Sicoons. 

[The  Piemen  and  Moray  ma  take  kcr  up  and  carry  I'jtr  off. 

[Sebaf^ian  here  fiands  amaz^'d  witheut  Motion,  his  lyesfixt 
upward. 

Seb.  Look  to  the  Queen  my  Wifej  for  I  am  pafl 
All  pow'r  of  Aid  to  her  or  to  my  felf. 

Ah.  His  Wife,  faid  he,  his  Wife!  O  fatal  Sound  ! 
For,  had  I  known  it,  this  unwelcome  News 
Had  never  reach'd  their  £ai'S. 

So 
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So  they  had  ftill  been  bleft  in  Ignorance, 
And  I  alone  unhappy. 

Dor.  I  knew  it  but  too  late:  and  durft  not  fpeak. 

Self.  IStarting  put  of  his  Amazement.']   I  will  not  live: 
no,  not  a  Moment  more; 
I  will  not  add  one  Moment  more  to  Inceil ; 
I'll  cut  it  off,  and  erd  a  wretched  Being. 
For,  fliould  I  live,  my  Soul'a  ib  little  mine, 
And  fo  much  hers,  that  I  fhould  ftill  enjoy. 
Ye  cruel  Powers 

Take  me  as  you  Iiave  made  me,  miferable; 
You  cannot  make  me  guilty ;  'twas  my  Fate, 
And  you  made  that,  not  I.  [Draws  his  Svord. 

[Ant.  and  Alv.  lay  hold  on  him,  (tnd  Dorax  wrefis  the 
Sword  out  of  his  Hand. 

Ant.  For  Heav'n's  Sake  hold,  and  recollcdJ:  your  Mind. 

Alv.  Confider  whom  you  punifli,  and  for  whatj 
Your  felf  unjuftly :  You  have  charg'd  the  Fault 
On  Heav'n,  that  beft  may  bear  it. 
Though  Inceft  is  indeed  a  deadly  Crime, 
You  are  not  guilty,  fince  unknown  'twas  done. 
And  known,  had  been  abhorr'd. 

Seb.  By  Heav'n  you're  Tray  tors  all,  that  hold  my  Hands, 
If  Death  be  but  Ceflation  of  our  Thought, 
Then  let  me  die,  for  I  would  think  no  more. 
I'll  boaft  my  Innocence  above ; 
And  let  'em  fee  a  Soul  they  cou'd  not  fully : 
I  fhall  be  there  before  my  Father's  Ghoft ; 
That  yet  muft  languifli  long  in  Frofts  and  Fires, 
For  making  me  unhappy  by  his  Crime :  [Struggling  again. 
Stand  off,  and  let  me  take  my  Fiil  of  Death : 
For  I  can  hold  my  Breath  in  your  Defpight, 
And  fwell  my  heaving  Soul  out,  when  I  pleafc. 

Alv.  Heav'n  comfort  you ! 

Sebl  What,  art  thou  giving  Comfort! 
VVouId'ft  thou  give  Comfort,  who  haft  giv'n  Defpair  ? 
Thou  feeft  AknsLo  lilent ;  he's  a  Man. 
He  knows,  that  Menabandon'd  of  their  Hopes 
Shou'd  ask  no  Leave,  nor  ftay  for  fueing  out 
A  tedious  Writ  of  Eafe  from  lingering  Heav'c, 

But 
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But  help  themfelves,  as  timely  as  they  cou'd,-- 
And  teach  the  Fates  their  Duty.  --  .  . 

Dor.  [to  Alv.  and  Ant.]  Let  him  go . 
He  is  our  King}  and  he  (hall  be  obey'd. 

Alv.  What,  to  deftroy  himfelf  ?  O  Parricide ! 

Dor.  Be  not  injurious  in  your  foolifh  Zeal, 
But  leave  him  free;  or  by  my  Sword  I  fwear. 
To  hew  that  Arm  away,  that  ftops  the  PaHage 
To  his  eternal  Reft. 

jint.  [Letting  go  his  Hold.']  Let  him  be  guilty  of  his 
own  Death  if  he  pleafes ;  for  I'll  not  be  guiky  of  mine, 
by  holding  him. 

\p}e  KingJIjakes  of  AW. 

Alv.  [to  Dor."]  Infernal  Fiend, 
Ij  this  a  Subjeft's  Part  ? 

Dor.  'Tis  a  Friend's  Office. 
He  has  convinc'd  me,  that  he  ought  to  die. 
And  rather  than  he  fhould  not,  here's  my  Sword 
To  help  him  on  his  Journey. 

Sei>.  My  laft,  my  only  Friend,  how  kind  iat  thou. 
And  how  inhuman  thefe ! 

Dor.  To  make  the  Trifle  Death  a  thing  of  Moment! 

Se6.  And  not  to  weigh  th'  important  Caufe  I  had 
To  rid  my  felf  of  Life  ? 

Dor.  True;  for  a  Crime 
So  horrid  in  the  Face  of  Men  and  Angels, 
As  wilful  Inceft  is ! 

Sei>.  Not  wilful  neither. 

Dor.  Yes,  if  you  liv'd,  and  with  repeated  Ads 
Reficfh'd  your  Sin,  and  loaded  Crimes  with  Crimes, 
To  {well  your  Scores  of  Guilt. 

Se&.  True;  if  I  liv'd. 

Dor.  I  laid  fo,  if  you  liv'd. 

Self.  For  hitherto  was  fatal  Ignorance : 
And  no  intended  Crime. 

Dor.  That  you  beft  know. 
But  the  malicious  World  will  judge  the  worft, 

Alv.  O  what  a  Sophifter  has  Hell  procur'd, 
To  argue  for  Damnation ! 

Dor.  Peace,  old  Dotard. 

Man- 
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Mankind,  that  always  judge  of  fCipgs  with  Malice, 
Will  think  he  knew  this  Inceft,  and  purfu'd  it. 
His  only  Way  to  redifie  Miftakes, 
And  to  redeem  her  Honour,  is  to  die. 

Se/f.  Thou  haft  it  right,  my  dear,  my  beft  ^lonzo  ( 
And  that,  but  petty  Reparation  tooj 
But  all  I  have  to  give. 

Dor.  Your  Pardon,  Sirj 
You  may  do  more,  and  ought. 
Sib.  What,  moie  than  Death ? 

Dor.  Death?  why,  that's  Children's  Sport:    a  Stage- 
We  aft  it  every  Night  we  go  to  Bed.  [Play,  Death, 

Death  to  a  Man  in  Mifery  is  Sleep. 
Wou'd  you,  who  perpetrated  fuch  a  Crime, 
As  frighten'd  Nature,  made  the  Saints  above 
Shake  Heav'n's  eternal  Pavement  with  their  trembling, 
To  view  that  Ad,  wou'd  you  but  barely  die} 
But  ftretch  your  Limbs,  and  turn  on  t'other  Sidcj 
To  lengthen  out  a  black  voluptuous  Slumber, 
And  dream  you  had  your  Sifter  in  your  Arms  .> 
Seb.  To  expiate  this,  can  I  do  more  than  die? 
Dor.  O  yes:  you  muft  do  morej  you  muft  be  damn'd; 
You  muft  be  damn'd  to  all  Eternity. 
And  fure  Self-Murder  is  the  readieft  Way. 
Seb.  How,  damn'd  ? 
Dor.  Why,  is  that  News? 
Ah.  O,  Horror!  Horror! 
Dcr.  What,  thou  a  Statefman, 
And  make  a  Bus'nefs  of  Damnation 
In  luch  a  World  as  this!  why,  'tis  a  Trade, 
The  Scrivener,  Ufurer,  Lawyer,  Shop-keeper, 
And  Soldier,  cannot  live  but  by  Damnation. 
The  Politician  does  it  by  Advance : 
And  gives  all  gone  before-hand. 

5"^^.  O,  thou  haft  given  me  fuch  a  Glimpfe  of  Hell, 
So  pufti'd  me  forward,  even  to  the  Brink 
Of  that  irremeable  burning  Gulph, 
That  looking  in  th'  Abyfs,  I  dare  not  leap. 
And  now  I  lee  what  Good  thou  mean'ft  my  Soul, 
And  thank  thy  pious  Fraud :  thou  haft  indeed, 

Ad- 
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Appear'd  a  Devil,  but  did'ft  an  Angel's  Work. 

Dor.  'Twas  tlie  laft  Remedy,  to  give  you  Leifurc, 
For,  if  you  cou'd  but  think,  I  knew  you  iafe. 

Seb.  I  thank  thee,  my  Alonz.o :  I  will  live : 
But  never  more  to  Vortugal  return : 
For,  to  go  back  and  reign,  that  were  to  fliew 
Triumphant  Inceft,  and  pollute  the  Throne. 

Alv.  Since  Ignorance 

Seb.  O,  palliate  not  my  Wound : 
When  you  have  argu'd  all  you  can,  'tis  Inceft: 
No,  'tis  refolv'd,  I  charge  you  plead  no  more; 
I  cannot  live  without  Jl?ney(U's  Sight, 
Nor  can  I  fee  Almeyda,  but  I  fin. 
Heav'n  has  infpir'd  me  with  a  facred  Thought, 
To  live  alone  to  Heav'n,  and  die  to  her. 

Dw.  Mean  you  to  turn  an  Anchoret  ? 

Seb.  What  elfe  ? 
The  World  was  once  too  narrow  for  my  Mind, 
But  one  poor  little  Nook  wnll  ferve  me  now ; 
To  hide  me  from  the  reft  of  human  Kind. 
.Africk  has  Defarts  wide  enough  to  hold 
Millions  of  Monfters,  and  I  am,  fure,  the  greateft. 

Mv.  You  may  repent,  and  wifh  your  Crown  to:?  late. 

Seb.  O  never,  never :  1  am  paft  a  Boy, 
A  Sceptre's  but  a  Play- thing,  and  a  Globe 
A  bigger  bounding  Stone.    He  who  can  leave 
Almeyda,  may  renounce  the  reft  with  Eafe. 

Dor.  O  rruiy  great ! 
A  Soul  fix'd  higli,  and  capab'e  of  Heav'n. 
Old  as  he  is,  your  Unkle  Cardinal 
Is  not  fo  far  enamour'd  of  a  Clo)fter, 
But  he  will  thank  you  for  the  Crown  you  leave  htm. 

Seb.  To  pleafe  him  more,  let  him  believe  me  dead: 
That  he  may  never  dream  I  may  return. 
Aloni.0,  I  am  now  no  more  thy  King, 
But  ftill  thy  Friend,  and  by  that  holy  Name, 
Adjure  thee,  to  perform  my  laft  Requeft: 
Make  our  Conditions  with  yon'  Captive  King, 
Secure  me  but  my  folitary  Cell; 
'Tis  all  I  ask  him  for  a  Crown  reftor'd, 

Bor. 
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Dor.  I  will  do  more :  ,- 

But  fear  not  Muhy-Zeydan;  his  foft  Metal 
Melts  down  with  eafie  Warmthj  runs  in  the  Mould, 
And  needs  no  farther  Forge.  [I-xk  Dor. 

Re-enter  Almeyda  led  by  Morayma,  andfoilove'd 
by  her  Attendants. 
Seb.  See  where  fhe  comes  again. 
By  Heav'n,  when  I  behold  thofe  beauteous  Eyes, 
Repentance  lags,  and  Sin  comes  hun-ying  on. 
Aim.  This  is  too  cruel ! 

Seb.  Speak'ft  thou  of  Love,  of  Fortune,  or  of  Death, 
Or  double  Death,  for  we  muft  part,  Aimeul*. 

Aim.  I  fpeak  of  all. 
For  all  things  that  belong  to  us  are  cruel. 
But  what's  mofl:  cruel,  we  mufl:  love  no  more. 
O  'tis  too  much  that  I  muft  never  fee  you, 
But  not  to  love  you  is  impoflible : 
No,  I  muft  love  you ;  Heav'n  may  bate  mc  that, 
And  charge  that  iinful  Sympathy  of  Souls 
Upon  our  Parents,  when  they  lov'd  too  well. 

Seb.  Good  Heav'n,  thou  fpcak'ft  my  Thoughts,  and  I 
Nay,  then  there's  Inccft  in  our  very  Souls.  [Ipeak  thine. 
For  we  were  form'd  too  like. 

Aim.  Too  like  indeed. 
And  yet  not  for  each  other. 
Sure  when  we  part  (for  I  re&lv'd  it  too, 
Tho'  you  propos'd  it  firft, )  however  diftant, 
"We  fhall  be  ever  thinking  of  each  other. 
And,  the  fame  Moment,  for  each  other  pray. 
Seb.  But  if  a  Wifh  fliou'd  come  athwait  our  Prayers! 
Al}n.  It  wou'd  do  well  to  curb  it :  if  wc  cou'd. 
Seb.  We  cannot  look  upon  each  other's  Face, 
But,  when  we  read  our  Love,  we  read  our  Guilt, 
And  yet,  methinks,  I  cannot  chufe  but  love. 

Aim.  I  wou'd  have  ask'd  you,  if  I  durft  for  Shame, 
If  ftill  you  lov'd  ?  you  gave  it  Air  before  me. 
Ah,  why  were  we  not  born  both  of  a  Sex  i 
For  then  we  might  have  lov'd  without  a  Crime! 
Why  was  not  I  your  Brother?  though  that  Wilh 
Involv'd  our  Parents  Guilt,  we  had  not  parted, 

we 
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We  had  been  Friends,  and  Friendfliip  is  not  Inccfi:. 

Seb.  Alas,  I  know  not  by  what  Name  to  call  thee! 
Sifter  and  Wife  are  the  two  dcareft  Names  i 
And  I  wou'd  call  thee  bothj  and  both  are  Sin. 
Unhappy  we !  that  ftill  we  muft  confound 
The  deareft  Names  into  a  common  Curfe. 

Aim.  To  love,  and  be  belov'd,  and  yet  be  wretched ! 

Seb.  To  have  bnt  one  poor  Night  of  all  our  Lives; 
It  was  indeed  a  glorious,  guilty  Night : 
So  happy,  that,  forgive  me  Heav'n,  I  wifii 
With  ail  its  Guilt,  it  were  to  come  again. 
Why  did  w^e  know  fo  foon,  or  why  at  all, 
That  Sin  cou'd  be  conceald  in  fuch  a  Blifs? 

Mm.  Men  have  a  larger  Privilege  of  Words, 
Elfe  I  fhou'd  fpeak :  but  we  muft  part,  Sebafllan, 
That's  ail  the  Name  that  I  have  left  to  call  thee. 
I  muft  not  call  thee  by  the  Name  I  wou'd  j 
But  when  I  fay  Sebajlian,  dear  Sebaflian, 
I  kifs  the  Name  I  fpeak.  j 

Seb.  We  muft  make  Hafte,  or  we  {hall  never  part. 
I  wou'd  fay  fomething  that's  as  dear  as  this; 
Nay,  wou'd  do  more  than  fay :   one  Moment  longer. 
And  I  fliou'd  break  through  Laws  divine  and  humanej 
And  think  'em  Cobwebs,  fpread  for  little  Man, 
Which  all  the  bulky  Herd  of  Nature  breaks. 
The  vigorous  young  World  was  ignorant 
Of  theie  Reftridlions,  'tis  decrepit  now ; 
Not  more  devout,  but  more  decay *d,  and  cold^ 
All  this  is  impious;  therefore  we  muft  part:. 
F«r  gating  thus,  I  kindle  at  thy  Sight, 
And  once  burnt  down  to  Tinder,  light  again 
Much  fooner  than  before. 

Re-enter  Dorax. 

jilm.  Here  comes  the  fad  Denouncer  of  my  Fate^ 
To  toll  the  mournful  Knell  of  Separation  : 
While  I,  as  on  my  Death-bed,  hear  the  Sound, 
That  warns  me  hence  for  ever. 

Seb.  [  to  Dor.]  Now  be  brief. 
And  I  will  try  to  liften ; 
And  ftiare  the  Minute  that  remains,  betwixt 

The 


King  0/  P  0  R  T  u  G  A  L.  139 

The  Care  I  owe  my  Subjefts,  and  my  Love. 

Dor.  Your  Fate  has  gratify'd  you  all  flie  can  j 
Gives  eafte  Mifery,  and  makes  Exile  pleafing. 
I  trufted  Muky-Zeydm,  as  a  Friend, 
But  fwore  him  fir  ft  to  Secrecy ;   he  wept 
Your  Fortune,  and  with  Tears,  not  fqueei'd  by  Art, 
But  (hed  from  Nature,  hke  a  kindly  Shower: 
In  fhort,  he  proffer'd  more  than  1  demanded  i 
A  fafe  Retreat,  a  gentle  Solitude, 
Unvex'd  with  Noife,  and  undifturb'd  with  Fears; 
I  choie  you  one. 

Aim.  O  do  not  tell  me  where : 
For  if  I  knew  the  Place  of  his  Abode, 
I  fhou'd  be  tempted  to  purfue  his  Steps, 
And  then  we  both  were  loft. 

Seb.  Ev'n  paft  Redemption. 
For,  if  I  knew  thou  wert  on  that  Defign, 
(As  I  muft  know,   becaufe  our  Souls  are  one,) 
I  fhou'd  not  wander,   but  by  fure  Inftinft, 
Shou'd  meet  thee  juft  half-way  in  Pilgrimage, 
And  clofe  for  ever  :  for  I  know  my  Love 
More  ftrong  than  thine,  and  I  more  frail  than  thou. 

Aim.  Tell  me  not  that:  for  I  muft  boaft  my  Crime, 
And  cannot  bear  that  thou  fhould'ft  better  love. 

Bor.  I  may  inform  you  both:   for  you  muft  go. 
Where  Seas,  and  'Winds,  and  Defarts  will  divide  you. 
Under  the,  Ledge  of  Adds  lyes  a  Cave, 
Cut  in  th6  living  Rock,  by  Nature's  Hands; 
The  venerable  Seat  of  holy  Hermits. 
"Who  there,  fecure  in  feparated  Cells, 
Sacred  ev'n  to  the  Moors,  enjoy  Devotion: 
And  from  the  purling  Streams,  and  favage  Fruits, 
Have  wholefome  Bev'rage,  and  unbloody  Feafts. 

Seb.'T'is  Penance  too  voluptuous  for  my  Crime. 

Bor.  Your  Subjefts,  confcious  of  your  Life,  are  few: 
But  all  delirous  to  partake  your  Exile, 
And  to  do  Office  to  your  lacred  Perfbn. 
The  reft,  who  think  you  dead,   ftiall  be  difmifs'd. 
Under  fafe  Convoy,  'till  they  reach  your  Fleet. 

Aim.  But  how  am  wretched  I  to  be  diipos'd? 

A 
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A  vain  Eaquiry,  fince  I  leave  my  Lord : 
For  all  the  World  befide  is  Banifhment ! 

Dor.  I  have  a  Sifter,  Abbefs  in  Tercera's, 
Who  loft  her  Lover  on  her  Bridal  Day. 


Aim.  There  Fare  provided  me  a  Fellovz-Turtle ; 
To  mingle  Sighs  with  Sighs,  and  Tears  v/ith  Tears, 

Dor.  Laft,  for  my  felf,  if  I  have  well  fulhll'd^ 
My  fad  Commiffion,  let  me  beg  the  Boon, 
To  ftiare  the  Sorrows  of  ycur  laft  Recefs  ^ 
^nd  mourn  the  common  LolTes  of  our  Loves. 

Alv.  And  what  becomes  of  me?  muft  I  be  lerr, 
(  As  Age  and  Time  had  worn  me  out  of  Ufe  ? ) 
Thele  Sinews  are  not  yet  fo  much  unftrung, 
Te  fail  me  when  my  Mafter  (hou'd  be  ferv'd : 
And  when  they  are,  then  will  I  fteal  to  Death, 
Silent  and  unobferv'd,  to  fave  his  Tears. 

Self.  I've  heard  you  bothj  Alvarez,  have  thy  Wifli» 
But  thine,  Almzo,  thine  is  too  unjuft. 
I  charge  thee  with  my  laft  Commands,  return. 
And  blefs  thy  Violante  with  thy  Vows. 
Antonio,  be  thou  happy  too  in  thine. 
Laft,  let  me  fwear  you  all  to  Secrecy  : 
And  to  conceal  my  Shame  conceal  my  Life. 

Dor.  Ant.  Mor.  We  fwear  to  keep  it  fecret. 

Aim.  Now  I  wou'd  fpeak  the  laft  Farewell,  I  cannot. 
It  wou'd  be  ftill  farewell,  a  thoufand  times: 
And,  multiply'd  in  Eccho's,  ftill  farewell. 
I  will  not  fpeak ;  but  think  a  thoufand  thouland; 
And  be  thou  filent  too,  my  laft  Sebaftian  ■■, 
So  let  us  part  in  the  dumb  Pomp  of  Grief. 
My  Heart's  too  great  ■■,  or  I  wou'd  die  this  Moment : 
But  Death,  I  thank  him,  in  an  Hour,  has  made 
A  mighty  Journey,  and  I  hafte  ta  meet  him. 

[_She  Jfaggers,  anTher  Women  hold  her  u^. 
Seb.  Help  to  fupport  this  feeble  drooping  Flower : 
This  tender  Sweet,  fo  ftiaken  by  the  Storm. 
For  thefe  fond  Arms  muft  thus  be  ftretch'd  in  vain, 
And  never,  never  muft  embrace  her  more. 
'Tis  pafl:— —  my  Soul  goes  in  that  Word,— -farewell. 

Ah, 
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[  Alv.  goes  with  Seb.  ta  om  "End  of  the 
Stage.   Women  with  Aim.  to  the  other. 
Dor.  coming  uf  to  Ant.  and  Mor.  nho  ftund  on  the 

Middle  of  the  Stage. 
Tjor.  Hafle  to  attend  Almeyda, ;   For  your  Sake 
Your  Father  is  forgiven :  but  to  Antonio 
He  forfeits  half  his  Wealth:  be  happy  both: 
And  let  Sebujlian  and  Almeyda's  Fate 
This  dreadful  Sentence  to  the  World  relate. 
That  unrepented  Crimes  of  Parents  dead. 
Are  juftly  punifli'd  on  their  Children's  Head. 


=Jsi»*sj; 


EPILOGUE. 

Spoken  betwixt  Antonio  and  Morayma* 


Mor.  T  quak'd  at  Heart,  for  Fear  the  Royal  Fajhion 

-■-  Shou'd  have  feduc'd  us  two  to  Separation  ; 
To  be  drawn  in,  againfi  our  own  Dejire, 
Fosr  I  to  be  a  Nun,  poor  you  a  Fryar. 

Ant.  I  trembled  when  the  Old  Man's  Hand  was  in. 
He  wou'd  have  prov'd  we  were  too  near  of  Kin : 
Difcovering  old  Intreagms  of  Love,  like  t'other. 
Betwixt  my  Father  and  thy  /infill  Mother ; 
To  make  us  Sifter  Turk  and  Chriftian  Brother. 

Mor.  Excufe  me  there;  that  League  fhou'd  have  been  ra- 
Betwixt  your  Mother  and  my  Mufti  Father;  [thtr 

'Tis  for  my  own  and  my  Relations  Credit, 
Tour  Briends  fhou'd  bear  the  Baftard,  mine  fhou'd  get  it. 

Ant. 


EPILOGUE. 

Ant.  Suppofe  us  two  AImey(3a  and  Sebaftian  '1 

With  Inceft  prov'd upon  us.-  v 

Mor.  Without  ^ueftion  C 

Their  Cmfctence  was  too  queazy  of  Digefiion.  '  J 

Ant.  Thou  would'fi  have  kept  the  Counfel  of  thy  Brother,) 
uind  finn'd  'till  we  repented  of  each  other. 

Mor.  Beaji  as  you  are,  on  Nature's  Laws  to  trample; 
'Twere  fitter  that  we  follow'd  their  Example. 
And  fince  all  Marriage  in  Repentar.ce  ends, 
Tis  good  for  us  to  part  while  we  are  Friends. 
To  fave  a  Maid's  Remorfrs  and  Confujions, 
B'en  leave  me  none  before  we  try  Corulufions. 

Ant.  To  copy  their  Example,  firfl  make  certain 
Of  one  good  Hour,  like  theirs,  before  our  parting; 
Make  a  Debauch  o'er  Night  of  Love  and  Madnefs; 
And  marry  when  we  wake  in  fober  Sadnefs. 

Mor.  I'll  follow  no  new  SeBs  of  your  inventing. 
One  Night  might  cofl  me  niue  long  Months  repenting : 
Tirji  wed,  and  if  you  find  that  Life  a  Fetter, 
Die  when  you  pleafe,  the  fooner.  Sir,  the  better : 
My  Wealth  wou'dget  me  Love  e'er  I  cou'd  ask  it : 
Oh,  there's  a  flrange  Temptation  in  the  Casket : 
All  the fe  young  Sharpers  wou'd  my  Grace  importune. 
And  make  me  thundering  Votes  of  Lives  and  Fortune. 
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Printed  in  the  Year  M  DCCXVIL 


To  the  Honourable 


Sir  William  Levifon  Gower^  Bar. 


I  Here  is  one  Kind  of  Virtue  which 
'   is  inborn  in  the  Nobility,  and  indeed 
in  in  oft  of  the  ancient  Families  of 
this  Nation ;  they  are  not  apt  to  in- 
fuit    on   the    Misfortunes    of  their 
Countrymcr.    But  you,  Sir,  1  may 
tell  It  you  without  Flattery,  huve  grafted  on  this 
natural  Gommiferation,  and  rais'd  it  to  a  no')ler 
Virtue:   as  you  have  bten  pleas'd  to  hontu.r  ir.e 
for  a  long  Time,  witfi  ;,.me  Part  of  your  Elle^^m' 
and  your  good  Will;   Tt  m  particular,    fjnce  the 
late  Kfcvolation,   you  have  increas'd  the  Proofs 
of  your  K:ndncfs   to  ir,e;    and   not  faffci'd  the 
Uitttrence  of  Opinions,  which  produce  fucii  Ha- 
tred and  Enmity   in   the  brutal  Part  of  hum;ine 
Kind,    to  rem.'ve  yc  a  from  the  fettled  B.fis  of 
your  good  Karure  and  good  Senfe.    This  Nob'e- 
nefs  ot  yours,   had  it  been  excrcis'd  on  an  Ene- 
my,  had  certainly  been  a  Point  of  Honour,  and 

Tu   ^\fr     M^'^'^n  ^'''^  J"^'y  recommended  it  to 

the    Wu<ld  :    But   that  ct  Conlbncy    jo  your 

former  Choice,  and  the  Purfuauce  of  your  tint 

"       •  ^  Fa- 


fcavours^  ate  Virtaes.  not  overcon^rnq^.^mongft 
linpUjh  Men.  All  Thiogs  of  H<>noiH-,bave,  at 
be(f,  Ibmcwhat  of  Oftentaiion  in  ibcm,  and  Seif- 
fove  ;  there  is  a  Pride  of  doing  more;  than  is  cz- 
peQcd  from  us,  and  .more  (Han  others  would 
have  done.  .  iiut  lo  proceed  in  ihc  fame  Track; 
xif  Goodnefs,  j'avojUr  and  Pjotefiion^  4f  to  ftiew 
that  a  Man  is  sCltd  by  a  thorough  Principle: 
It  carries  fomewhjt  of  Tenderiiefs  in  it,  wjjicbi 
is  Humanity  in  a  Herjucal  Degree;  'tis  a  kind 
of  unmoveable  good  Nature  ;  a  Word  which 
is  commonly  delpis'd  »  becaufe  it  is  To  feldom 
.pradlis'd.  But  after,  all,  'tis  the  mod  generous 
Virtue,  oppos'd  to  the  moft  degenerate  Vice, 
vh'ch  is  that  of  ELuggednefs  and.  Hacflinefs  to 
€ur  Fellow  Creatures.  r--    ^ 

Tis  upon  this  Knowledge  of  you,  Sir^  that  I 
have  chofcn  you,  with  your  Permiflioti,  to  be 
the  Patron  of  this  Poem.  And,  as  lince  this 
wonderful  Revolution,  1  have  begun  with  the 
beft  Pattern  of  Humanity,  the  Earl  oi  Lelcefter\ 
1  (hall  continue  to  follow  the  fame  Method,  in 
all,  to  whom  I  (hall  addrefs;  and  endeavour  to 
pitch  on  fuch  only,  as  have  been  pleas'd  to  own 
me  in  this  Ruin  of  my  fmall  Fortune  ;  who, 
though  they  are  of  a  contrary  Opinion  ihem- 
•felves,  yet  blame  not  me  for  adhering  to  a  lo(^. 
Caufe  ;  and  judging  for  my  felf,  what  I  cannot 
chufe  but  judge;  fo  long  as  I  am  a  patient  Suf- 
ferer, and  no  Difturber  of  the  Govetninenr, 
Which,  if  it  be  a  fevere  Penance,  as  a  great 
Wit  has  told  the  World,  'tis  at  leaft  enjoyn'd 
me  by  my  felf:  And  Sancko  Vancu^  as  much  a 
Fool  as  I,  was  obferv'd  to  difcipline  his  Body 
no  farther  than  he  found  he  could  endure  the 
Smart. 

You 


The  Bpiph  Vif^caiofy . 
il'^da-TeCi  Sir,  I  am  not  entertaining  you,  like 
&vid^  with  a  lamentable  Epillle  from  Pof/tus;  I 
l<iffcr  no  morie  than  1  can  cafily  undergo;  and 
ft»  long  ds  I  enjojr  my  Liberty,  which  is  the 
Birth-Rijrht  oi  m  EffgHJb  Man,  the  reft  (hall^ 
itwwr  go  ti€ar  my  Heart.  The  merry  PhiloC,)- 
pfter  is  mof*  trtmy  Humour  than  the  melin- 
choUck  ;  ^atid  I  ffnd  no  Difpoficion  iti  my  felf 
to  cry,  while  the  mad  World  is  daily  fupply- 
ing  me  with  fuch  Occafions  of  Laughter.  The 
more  reafonable  Sort  of  my  Countrymen,  have 
ihewn  fo  much  Favour  to  this  Piece,  that  they 
give  me  no  Doubt  of  their  Prote^iou  for  the 
future. 

As  you,  Sir,  have  been  plea>*d  to  follow  i\\i 
Example  of  their  Goodnefs,  in  favouring  me': 
So^ive  me  leave  to  fay,  that  I  follow  yours 
to  this  Dedication ,  to  a  Perfon  of  a  different 
P<rfw&fion.  Tho*  I  muft  confefs  withal,  thu 
I  have  had  a  f  >rmer  Encouragement  from  yoii 
for  this  Addrefs;  and  the  warm  Remembrance 
of  your  noble  Hofpitallty  to  me  at  Trent hum^ 
when  fome  Years  ago  I  vifited  my  Friends  and 
Relations  in  your  Country,  has  ever  fince  gived 
me  a  violent  Temptation  to  this  Buldnefs. 

'  'Tis  rruc,  were  this  Comedy  wholly  mine,  I 
(hould  call  it  a  Trifle,  and  perhaps  not  think  it 
worth  your  Patronage  ;  but  when  the  Names  oi 
Plautut  and  Moliere  are  joyn'd  in  it  ;  that  \%y 
the  two  greateft  Names  of  Ancient  and  Modern 
Comedy,  I  muft  not  prefume  fo  far  on  ihef^ 
Reputation,  to  think  their  bed  and  moft  unque- 
ftion'd  Produdions  can  be  term'd  little.  I  will 
not  give  you  the  Trouble  of  acquainting  yoii 
what  I  have  addtd,  or  alter'd  in  either  of  them, 
lb  much,  it  may  be,  for  the  worfcj  but  onlj^ 
G  z  tha( 


The  Efijile  Vedicatory. 

that  the  Difference  of  our  Stage  from  the  Ro'- 
man  nnd  the  French  did  fo  rcqaire  it.    Bat  I  am 
afratdj    for   my  own   Intereft,    the  World  will 
too  eafily  difcover,  that  more  than  half  of  it  is 
mine  ;    and  that  the  reft  is  rather  a  lame  Imita- 
tion of  their  Excellencies,    than  a  juft  Tranfla- 
tion.      *rfs  enough,   that   the  Reader  know  by 
you,  that  I  neither  <3ererve^  nor  defire  any  Ap- 
plaufe  from  it  :     If  I  have  perform'd  any  thing, 
'tis  the  Genius  of  my  Authors  that  infpir'd  me; 
and  if  it   has  pleas'd  in  Reprefentation,    let  the 
Adiors  (hare  the  Praife  amongft  thcmfelves.    As 
for  Plautus  and   Moliere  ^    they   are  dangerous 
People ;    and  I  am  too  weak  a  Gamefter  to  put 
my  felf  into  their  Form  of  Play.     But  what  has 
been  wanting  on  my  Part,  has  been  abundantly 
iupplied  by  the  Excellent  Compofition  of  Mr. 
Furcell ;     in  whofe   Perfon   we  have  at  length 
found  an  Engl'tjhmatt^  equal  with  the  beft  abroad. 
At  leaft  my  Opinion  of  him  has  been  fuch,  fince 
his  bappy  and  judicious  Performances  in  ihe  late 
Opera -^  and  the  Experience  1  have  had  of  him, 
in  the  fetting  my  three  Songs  for  this  Amphi- 
tryoK :     To  all  which,    and  particularly  to  the 
Ojmpofition  of  the   Pajioral  DialogHe,    the  nu- 
merous Choir  of  fair  Ladies  gave  fo  joft  an  Ap- 
plaufe  on  the  third  Day.     I  am  only  forry,  for 
my  own  Sake,  that  there  was  one  Star  wanting, 
as  beautiful  as  any  in  our  Hemifphcre;  that  young 
Berenice^  who  is  mifimploying  all  her  Charms  on 
flupid  Country  Souls,  that  can  never  know  the 
Value  of  them;  and  loiing  the  Triumphs,  which 
are  ready  prepar'd  for  her  in  the  Court  and  Town. 
And  yet  I  know  not  whether  I  am  fo  much  a 
L»)ler  by  her  Abfcnce ;  for  I  have  Reafon  to  z^- 
^tehead  the  Sharpnels  of  her  Judgment,    if  it 
■^,  were 


The  EpiflJe  Dedicatory. 

■were  not  allay*d  with  the  Swectnefs  of  her  Na- 
ture; and  after  ali,  I  fear  (he  may  come  Time 
enough  to.difcover  a  Thoufand  Imperfections  in 
my  Wlay,  which  might  have  pafs'd  on  vulgar  Un- 
derftandings.  Be  pleas'd  to  ufe  the  Authority  of 
a  Father  over  her,  on  my  Behalf;  enjoyn  her  to 
ktep  her  own  Thoughts  of  Amphitryon  to  her 
f^lf :  or  at  leaft  not  to  compare  him  too  ftri<5lly 
Ivith  Moliere^s,  Tis  true,  ]  have  an  Interell  in 
this  Partiality  of  h«fS  "■  but  withal,  I  plead  fi)me 
Sort  of  Merit  for  k,  in  being  fo  particularly  a5 
I  am, 


SI  R, 


O^ob.  244  T9Hr  mofi  ObedieHtf 


Huntblt  Sfrvatftf 


John  Dryden. 


G  3  PRO- 


P  R  O  L  O  G  U  E: 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  Britcegirdle.;    \ 

'Ir^HE  lap'rjng  Bee,,ri>hen  bis /haff,  Stingjs  gohe, 
*    Forgets  lis  gddtn  Work,  ar.d  turns  fl>t>ronet 
Such  is  a  Satyr,  mhenyoit  take  aroc^   ,  '  , 

l^at  Rage,  k  rvhich  his  Noble  Vigour  lay. 
What  gain  you,  by  not  fuffering  him  to  teiz.e  ye  ? 
fie  neither  can  ofindyou  now,  nor  pleafeye. 
Ihe  Honey- Bagg,  ar.d  Ver.om,  layfo  near,  / 

That  both,  together,  you  rejblv'd  to  teary  > 

jind  lofi  your  }:' lea  fur e,  to  fecure  your  Tear .  ^ 

How  can  he  Jhow  his  Manhood,  if  you  kind  him 
To  box,  like  Beys,  with  one  Hand  ty'd  behind  him  f 
Tm  is  plain  levelling  of  Wit ;  in  which 
Tlie  Poor  has  all  th'  Advantage,  not  the  Rich. 
The  Blockhead Jiands  excas'd,  for  waiting  Sei.fe } 
And  Wits  turn  Blockheads  in  their  own  Defence, 
j'^t,  though  the  Stages  Tr  ffick  is  undent^ 
St  HI  Juliaa'j  interloping  Trade  goes  on:  '-^^ ' 
'Ihou<^h  Satyr  on  the  Theatre  you  fmother,  ■'";^ 
Yet  in  Lampoons  yovi  libel  one  anther. 
Tijejirfl  produces  fiill,  a  fecond  Jig ; 
Tbh  whip  'em  out,  like  School-Boys,  'till  they  gig : 
Ar.d,  with  the  fame  Succefs^-Twe  Readers  gutfs  j 
Tor  evry  one  fill  dwindles  to  a  lefs. 
And  much  good  Malice  is  fo  meanly  drefi. 
That  we  won'd  laugh,  but  camot.fnd  the  Jefi. 


iiC 


If 


/.  ^4r^  <^  i^o  <5  tj  e:        ?; 

Let  r.o!  :ke  L^Tuiei  fnfer  ir,  the  Frf',y. 

Ihek  te;?Jer  Sex  if  privileJg'J  from  War;      .         ^k        ^  -^ 

Tu  not  like  Knights,  to  /iran>  upon  the  Fdir.  ^'     ..ft  j 

What  Fame  exfeci  you  from  fo  mem  *  Friz.e? 

We  wear  no  mttrdrmg  Weapons^  bitt  our  ^yes>  ■  .'  ^  , 

Our  Sex,  you  hiow,  vas  after  'jourf  defign'd;  l 

The  laji  PerfeHim  of  the  Maker's  Miml:  V 

Hefvifn  drew  out  all  the  Gild  for  us,  and  left  jour  'Drofs  bthmd!j 

Beauty,  for  Valour's  befl  Reward,  he  chofe; 

Teaci,  after  War  j  and  after  Toil,  Repofe. 

Hence  ye  fropharn;  excluded  from  our  Sights-.  7 

uind  charm'd  by  Day,  with  Howurs  vain  Delights,  /" 

Co,  m.ikeyoi-.r  befi  cf  folitary  Nights.  J 

tifcant  betimes,  'tis  Fradence  to  fubmit : 

Our  Sex  is  ftill your  Overmatch  in  Wit: 

We  never  fill,  with  new,  fuccefsful  jirts. 

To  makefne  Fools  of  yen;  and  all  your  Vnrts. 


G  4 
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Dramatis  Perfon^. 
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Jupiter, 

Mr.  Better  ton. 

Mercury, 

Mr.  Lee, 

Phoebus, 

Mr.  Bowman. 

-Amphitryon, 

Mr.  f^ill'tams. 

Sofia, 

Mr.  Nokes^ 
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Mr.  Sandford. 

Polidas, 

Mr.  Bright y 

Tranio, 

Mr.  Bowtn. 

WOMEN. 

Alcmena, 

Mrs.  Barry, 

Phsedra, 

Mrs,  Mount  ford. 

Bromi», 

Mrs.  Cor^. 

Nighr, 

Mis.  Butler, 

SCENE    THEBES, 


A  M- 


AMPHITRYON; 
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ACT    I.     SCENE    T. 

Mercury   and  Phoebus  defcend  in  fcveral  Ma-y 
chines. 

P   H   OE    B    U   S. 

Now  you  the  Reafon  of  this  preient  Sum- 
mons ? 
'Tis  neither  Council-day,  nor  is  ths  Heav'n  j 
What  Bufinefs  has  our  Jupiter  on  Earth  ? 
Why  more  at  Thtbes  thin  any  other  PIkc? 
And  why  we  two  of  all  the  Herd  of  Gods 
Are  chofen  out  to  meer  him  in  Confult? 
They  call  me  God  of  Wifdora, 
But  t^nn  and  Vulcan,  the  two  Fools  of  Heav'n, 
Whofe  Wit  lyes  in  their  Anvil  and  their  Sword, 
Know  full  as  much  as  I. 

f-'^rc.  ^nd  Venus  may  know  more  than  both  oi  us» 
F<ft-  His  fomc  Petticoat  Affair,  I  guefs.   ■  ^ 
Gf  J 


V4  A^MPHITRYOrf; 

-  Ihave'difchaf'g'd  my  Dutj-j  which  xK^as  to  Tummon 
yon,  Thoebus  :  wc  (hall  icnow  more  anon ,  v/hen  the 
Tim ndercT' comes  down.  'Tis  our  Part  to  obey  our  Fa- 
ther ;  for,  to  confcfs  the  Truth,  we  two  are  little  better 
than  Sons  of  Warlotsn:  and  if  Jupiter  had  not  been  pleas'd 
fo'takc  a  little  Paint -with  our  Mothers,  iaftcad  of  being 
Gods,  we  might  have  been  a  couple  of  LiQk4Boys. 

Fhceh:  But  know  jfoii  nottdng  Srther^  iHatHfiet  I  what 
News  in  Court?      ;■         •'■     -'  •     -    ,.        ;■•>;.  ■.-'-■/. 

'•'Mire  There  has  be(;h  adcviliffi  Quarrel.i  I  can  tell  you, 
hct^fx^tj-u  filer  and  fum:  fhc  thrcaten'd  to  fue  him  in 
the  Spiritual  Court,  for  fomcMatrimonialOmiflionsi  and 
he  flood  upon  his  Prerogative.  Then  fhe  hit  him  in  the 
Teeth  of  ail  his  Baftards  j  and  ycur  Name  and  mine  were 
us'J  with  left  -  Reverence  than  became  our  Godfliips. 
They  were  both  in  their  CupSj-a|id  at  laft  the  Matter 
grew  fo  high,  that  they  were  reaJy  to  have  thrown 
Stars  ab  one  another's  Heads.  ..  , 

'•'  Vhceb.  'Tv^as  happy  for  me  that  1  was  at  my  Vocatir 
on,  driving  Day-light  about  the  World;  but  I  had  rather 
fiand  n,y  Father's  Thunderbolts,  than  my  Step-Mother's 
Railffg;.     •  '        ^    -  •.   ■ 

Merc.    When- the  Tongue-battle  was  over,    and  the- 

Championefs  had  havnefsxl  her  Peacocks,,  to-  go  for  Sa- 

-n-6s.  and  he.':r  the  Prayers  that  were  made.'to  her— — — 

rhab.   By  the  way,  her  Woifhippers  had  a  bid  Time 

on^'t;  fhe  was  in  a  damnable  Humour  for  receiving  Peti- 

tiom- — i ;)     -/ ,1 

■  ■'-'Merc.  Juftter  immediately  beckons  ;meiaii(te;  and  eiun^ 
ges  me,  tint  as  foon  as  ever  yc  u  had  fet  up  your  tlorlcs, 
yo»  and  1  flic  u'd  meet  him  here  ac  Thebes,;  now,, putting 
the  Pi&mifcs  together,  as  dark  as.itii,  oictbinks  J  begin 
lo-fce-Day- light.  ■:'.■, 

Ihocb.  As  J  lain  as  one  of  my  owin  Beams;  fhe, has 
made  hirii  ineafie  at  home,  and, he.  is  going  to  feck  his 
Div'^ffidnabicaJ:  I- fee  Heav'n  it  fclf  is  no  priviledg'd 
Place  for  Happii;e{s,  if  a  Man  muft  carry  his  Wife  along 
with  him.  .  _    '  •     ; 

Merc.  'Tis  neither  better  nor  vvorfe,  upoa-my  Confci- 
ence:  he  is  wearyof.JMinti:ngiiQ;ih,e.ipa€ious  Forefl:  of  % 

Wife 


•Wife,  and  is  followinghis  Game  w^^i/*,  iil.fome  little 
Puvliew  here  at  Taebes\  that's  many  an  honeft  Man's  cafe 
oa  Earth  too,  Jovehel^  'emj  as  indeed  he  does  tamakc 
'em  Cuckolds. 

Fhceb,  But  it  fo,  Affr«w;yi  then  I,  who  am  a  Poet,  muft 
Hiditc  his  Love-LetterV  a^d  you,  who  are  by  TraJe  a 
Porter,  muft  convey  iRi"-''0  s,  rrovr'  -i.^^A  jil-gr-ri  -7-   !»fjC(y 
:    Merc.  No  more,  he's  coming  down  {^irfc  upoi^^s, 
and  hears  as  far  as  he  can  fee  too ;  he's  plaguy  hot  upon 
the^ufitiefsy  IktTow  it  hy  his  hard  Driving,  ^\\x^.  defcmds. 
■  ■  y«/).  What,  you  are  delcanring  upon  my  Aftions? 
Much  Good  may  do  you  with  your  Politicks : 
Ail  Subjefts  will  be cerfuring  their  Kings. 
Well,  I  confefs  I  am  in  Love ;  what  then  ? 

thoeb.  Some  Mortal,  we  prefume,  of  Cadtnus'  Blood: 
Some  Theban  Beauty ;  iome  new  Semele,  v    ;  > 

Ov  CoTtie  Ettropet.        ^  .       ;  jl  v.  «': 

Merc.  I'll  lay  that  for  my  Father,  he's  conftant  to  an 
handfome  Family:  he  knows  when  they  have  a.  good 
Smack  with  'em;  and  fnuffs  up  Inceniefo  favourily, 
when  'tis  offer'd  him  by  a  fair  Hand. 

Jnp.  Well,  my  familiar  Sons,  this  faucy  Carriage 
I  have  deferv'd ;  for  he  who  trufts  a  Secret, 
Makes  his  own  Man  his  Mafter. 
I  read  your  Thoughts ; 
Theretore  you  may  as  fafely  fpcak  as  think. 

Mtrc.  M  ne  was  a  very  homely  Thought;  I  was  con-r 
fiLlciiiig  into  what  Form  your  Alin  ghtyfhip  would  be 
plcas'd  to  transform  your  felf  to  Night.  Whether  you 
wovi  d  tornicate  in  the  Shape  of  a  BjiI,  or  a  Ram,  or  an 
Eagle,  or  a  Swan :  what  Bird  or  Beall  you  wou'd  pleafe 
to  honour,  by  tranfgrcflmg  your  own  Laws,  in  his  Like- 
nefsj  or  in  fhort,  whether  you  wou'd  recreate  your  felf 
in  Fea  hers,  or  ;n  Leather? 

Thoeb.  Any  Diiguife  to  hide  the  King  of  Gods. 

y«/>.  I  know  your  Malice,  Phoebus,  you  wou'd  fay 
That  when  a  Monarch  Ims,  it  fhou'd  be  fecrets 
To  keep  exteriour  Show  of  Sandtity; 
Main  ain  Refpe£t,  snd  cover  bad  Example : 
For  Kiiigs  and  Pricfts  are  in  a  Manner  bound  • 

Yes 
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Tor  Revcrecce  fake  to  be  ck>fe  Hypocrites. 

Fh«ei>.  But  what  ncceflitates  you  to  this  Lovc« 
Which  you  coiifefs  a  Crime,  and  yet  commit? 

For  to  be  fccret  makes  not  Sin  the  Icfs: 
'  ris  only  hidden  from  the  vulgar  View: 
Maintains,  indeed,  the  Reverence  due  to  Princes, 
But  not  abfolyes  the  Confcience  from  the  Crime. 

^up.  I  love,  becaufe  'twas  in  the  Fates  I  fbou'd. 

fh«i.  "With  Reverence  be  it  fpoke,  a  bad  Excufe : 
Thus  every  wicked  A6t  in  Heav'n  or  Earth,. 
May  make  the  (ame  Defence;  but  what  is  Fate? 
Is  it  a  blind  Contingence  of  Events? 
Or  fure  Neccflity  of  Caufes  link'd, 
Thst  mud  produce  Effecf^ls  ?  or  is't  a  Pow'r 
That  orders  all  things  by  fuperior  Will, 
Forefees  his  Work,  and  works  in  that  Forefight? 

Jup.  Fate  is,  what  I 
By  vertue  of  Omnipotence  hare  made  it: 
And  Pow'r  Omnipotent  can  do  no  Wrcng: 
Not  to  my  felf,  becaufe  I  will'd  it  fo ; 
Nor  yet  to  Men,  for  what  they  are  is  mine. 
This  Night  I  will  enjoy  Amphitryon's  Wife : 
For,  when  I  made  her,  I  decreed  her  fuch 
As  I  fliou'd  plcale  to  love.    I  wrong  not  him 
Whofe  Wife  fhe  is;  for  I  refer v'd  my  Right, 
To  have  her  while  fl-.e  pleas'd  me ;  that  once  pad. 
She  fiiall  be  his  again. 

Merc.  Here's OnTinipotence  with  a  Vengeance,  to  make 
a  Man  a  Cuckold,  and  yet  not  to  do  him  Wrong.  Then 
I  find,  Father  Jupacr,  that  when  you  n-'ade  Fate,  you 
tad  the  Wit  to  contrive  a  Holyday  for  your  felf  now  and 
then.  For  you  Kings  never  enaf*  a  Law,  but  you  have 
4  Kind  of  an  Eye  to  your  own  Prerogative. 

Ihaeb.  If  there  be  no  fuch  thing  as  Right  and  Wrong, 

Of  an  Eterral  Being,  I  have  done- 

But  if  there  be- 

Jup.  Peace,  thou  diiputing  Fool : 
Laarn  tiiis,  if  thou  could'ft  comprehend  my  Ways, 
Tiien  thou  wert  Jove,  not  I:  yet,  thus  for  know, 
Thar,  for  the  Good  of  human  Kind,  tliis  N  ght 
l-ii-ill  beget  a  future  Hercules  i 

Viho 
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who  fhall  fcdreft  the  Wrongs  of  injur'd  Mortals, 
Shall  conquer  Monftcrs,  and  reform  the  World. 

Merc.  Aj,  brother  Phee^s;  and  our  Father  made  all 
thofe  Monftcrs  for  'Hercules  to  conquer,  and  contriv'd  all 
thofe  Vices  on  Purpofe  foP  him  to  reform  too,  theije's 
the  left  ont. 

P^a-^.  Since  Arbitrary  Pow'r  will  hear  iK)  ReafoiJ,  *ti» 
Wifdom  to  be  iilent. — 

Merc.  Why  that's  the  Point;  this  feme  Arbitrary  Pow-. 
cr  is  a  knock  down  Argument;  'tis  but  a  Word  and  a 
Blow;  now  methinks  our  Father  fpeaks  out  like  an  ho- 
neft  bare-fac'd  Gcd,  as  he  isj  he  lays  the  Strefs  in  the 
right  Place,  upon  abfoiute  Dominion  :  I  confefs  if  he 
had  been  a  Man,  he  might  have  been  a  Tyrant,  if  his 
SubjaSts  duvft  have  cab'd  him  to  Account  :  But  you 
Brother  Thoebus,  are  but  a  meer  Country  Gentleman,  tha6 
never  comes  to  Ccurt  ■■,  that  are  abroad  all  Day  on  Horie- 
back,  making  Vifits  alout  the  World;  are  drinking  afl 
Night,  and  m  ycur  Cups  are  ftill  railing  at  the  Govern^ 
ment :  O  thefe  Patriots,  thefe  bumpkin  Patriots,  are  a 
TCiy  filly  Sort  of  Anin-al. 

jHp.  My  present  Purpofe  and  Dcfign  you  heard; 
T'  enjoy  ^m^itryon'%  Wife,  the  fair  AlcrmriA: 
You  two  muA  be  fubfervient  to  my  Love. 

Merc,  [to  Tlxxbtts.']  No  more  of  your  Grumbletoniah 
Morals,  Brother ;  there's  Preferment  coming,  be  advis'd, 
and  pimp  dutifully. 

Jttp.  Amfkitryant  the  brave  Jhebm  General, 
Has  ovcrccme  his  Country's  Foes  in  Fight ; 
And  in  a  hngle  Duel  flain  their  King : 
His  conquering  Trooj  s  are  erger  on  their  March 
Returning  home;  while  their  young  General, 
Moi  e  eager  to  review  his  beauteous  Wife, 
Po;fts  on  before,  wing'd  with  impetuous  Love, 
And,  by  to  Morrow  Dawn,  will  reach  this  Town. 

Merc.  That's  but  fliort  Warnhig,  Father  fufiter  :  hav- 
ing made  no  former  Advances  of  Courtfbip  to  her,  you 
have  Need  of  your  Omnipotence,  and  all  your  Godfliip, 
if  you  mean  to  be  beforehand  with  h^m, 

i'hab.  Then  how  are  we  to  be  cmjploy'd  ^his  Eveningf ? 

Time's 


Time's  precious,  and  thefe  Summer  Nights  tre  fhort; 
I  muft  be  early  up  to  light  the  World. 

fu^.  You  fhflll  not  rife;  there  fliall  be  no  to- Morrow. 

Merc.  Then  the  Woi  Id's  to  be  at  an  End,  I  find. 

Thxif.  Or  elie  a  Gap  in  Nature,  of  a  Day. 

"fhp   A  Day  will  be  well  loft  ro  bufie  Man : 
Night  ftiail  c  nrinue  Sleep,  and  Care  (hall  ceafe. 
So,  many  Mjh  Ihall  live,  and  live  in  Peace, 
Whom  Suiifhine  had  b.t.ay'd  to  envious  Sight, 
And  Sight  to  iudd.'o  Ra ^e,  and  Rage  to  P'.-ath. 
Now,  I  will  have  a  N;ght  for  Love  and  mcj 
A  lorg  luxurious  Night,  fit  for  a  God 
To  quench  and  empty  his  immortal  Heat. 

Merc.  I'll  lay  on  the  Woman's  fide  for  all  that ;  that  flic 
Ihall  love  longeft  to  Night,  in  Spight  of  your  Omnipo- 
tence. 

Phoel>.  I  fl  al!  be  curs'd  by  all  the  lab'ring  Trades, 
That  early  rife,  but  you  mu  r  be  obcy'd. 

yup.  No  Matter  for  the  cheating  Part  of  Man  j 
They  have  a  Day's  Sin  iefs  to  aniwer  for. 

Dba^.  When  wou'd  you  have  me  wake?         [finifh'd, 

^up.  Why,  when  Jo^e  goes  to  fleep  :  when  I  have 
Your  Brother  Mercury  Iha'l  bring  you  Word. 

[Exit  Phoebus  on  his  Chariot. 

[To  Merc^  Now,  Hermes,  I  muft  take  Amphitryon's 
T*  enjoy  his  Wife j  [Form, 

Thou  muft  be  Sofia,  this  Ainphitryon^s  Slave; 
Who,  all  this  Night,  is  traveamg  to  Thebes, 
To  tell  Mcmena  of  her  Lord's  Approach  5 
And  bring  her  joyful  News  of  Victory. 

Merc.  But  why  muft  I  be  Sofia  ? 

Jup.  Dull  God  of  Wir,  thou  Statue  of  thy  felf ! 
Thou  muft  be  Sojia,  to  keep  out  Sofia  : 
Who,  by  his  Entrance,  might  difcover  ^oze, 
Difturb  my  Pieafures,  raile  unruly  Nolle, 
And  fo  diftratt  Alcimna\  tender  Sou!, 
She  wou'd  not  meet  my  Warmth,  v/hen  I  diflblve 
Into  her  Lap,  nor  give  down  h  If  her  Love. 

Merc.  Let  me  alone j  I'll  cudgel  him  away: 
But  I  abhor  fo  viH^nous  a  Shape. 


Ju^y  Take  iti  I  charge  thee  on  thy  Duty,  take  if. 
Kor  dare  to  lay  it  down,  'till  I  command. 
I  omnot  bear  a  Moment's  Lofs  of  Toy 

•  r    i>iight  ffppears  above  in  her  Chariot. 
Look  up,  the  Kigk  is  in  her  filent  Chariot; 
And  rouling  juft  o'er  Theses:  bid  her  drive  flowly. 
Or  make  a  double  Ti^rn  about  the  World; 
While  I  drop  JeT.e,  and  take  Amphitryon's  Drcfs, 
To  be  the  greater,  while  I  f  em  the  lefs.  [Exit  Jup. 

Merc,  [to  Night ^  Madam  Night,  a  good  Even  to  you  v 
fair  and  ibfrly,  I  bcfeech  you,  Madam:  I  have  a  Word- 
or  two  to  you,  from  no  lefs  a  God  than  Juftter. 

Night.  O  my  nimble  Finger'd  God  of  Theft,  what 
naake,  you  here  on  Earth ,  at  this  unfeafonable  Hour  ? 
what  Ban);er's  Shop  is  to  be  broken  open  to  Night?  or 
what  Clippers,  and  Coiners,  and  Conspirators,  have  been 
invoking/yoi^r  Deity  for  their  Allidance? 

Merc.   Faith  none  of  thofc  Enormities;   and  yet  I  am. 
ftiil  in  my  Vocation  :   for  you  know  I  am  a  Jack  of  all 
Tiades;  at  a  Word,  fupiter  is  indulging  his  Genius  to 
Night,  \yith  a  certain  noble  Sort  of  Recreation,   call'd 
Wenching  ;   The  Truth  on't  is,   A.lukery  is  its  proper 
Name. 

■^^ht,  jHpitet  wcu'd  do  well  to  ftick  to  his  Wife  Ju- 
no; ,,,■,..».-,     .....     ..  ,,  ■  ,    .  .■ 

^^«5ft  tic  has  been  marry'd  to  her  above  thefe  Hundred 
Years ;  and  that's  long  enough  in  Confcience  to  flick  to 
one  Woman.  y 

Night.  She's  his  Sifter  too,  as  well  as  his  Wife;  that's 
a  dou'c  le  Tye  of  Affedion  to  her. 

Merc.  Nay,  if  he  made  bold  with  his  own  Flefii  and 
Blood,  'tis, likely  he  will  not  ipare  his  Neighbou  s. 

Night,  if  I  were  his  Wife,  I  would  raife  a  Rebellion 
againft  him,  for  the  Violation  of  my  Bed. 

Merc.  Thou  art  miftaken,  Old  Night :  his  Wife  cou'd 
raife  no  Faftion :  ail  the  Deities  in  Heaven  wou'd  take 
the  Part  of  the  Cuckold-making  God;  for  they  are  all 
given  t.!  the  Fle(h  moft  damnabiy.  Nay,  the  very  God- ' 
dcffcs  wou'd  fticklc  in  the  Cauic  of  Love;  'tis  the  way 
to  be  popular  to  whore  and  love.     For  what  dou  thou 


i66  Amphitryoi*. 

think  old  Saturn  was  depos'd,  but  that  he  was  cold  and 
impotent ;  and  made  no  Court  to  the  fair  Ladies.  Pallas 
and  fttno  themfelves,  as  chafte  as  they  arc,  cry'd  Shame 
on  him.  I  fay  unto  thee.  Old  Night,  Woe  be  to." the 
Monarch  that  has  not  the  Women  on  his  Side. 

night.  Then  by  your  Rule,  Mercury,  a  King  wKb 
wou'd  live  happily,  muft  debauch  his  whole  Nation  of 
Women. 

Merc.  As  far  as  his  ready  Money  will  go,  I  mean  j  for 
yupter  himfelf  can't  plcafe  all  of  'em.  But  this  is  befide 
my  prefent  Commiflion;  he  has  lent  me  to  will  and  re- 
quire you  to  mdcc  a  fwinging  long  Night  for  him  :  for 
he  hates  to  be  ftinted  in  his  P:cafures. 

night.  Tell  him  plcialy,  I'll  rather  hy  down  TCij  Coin- 
miflion:  what,  v.ou'd  he  irake  a  Bawd  of  me? 

Merc.  Poor  Ignorant !  why  he  meant  thee  for  a  Bawd 
when  he  firft  ma  'e  thee.  What  art  thou  good  for,  but 
to  be  a  Bawd  ?  Is  not  Daylight  better  for  Mankind,  I 
mean  as  to  2ny  other  Ufe..  but  o-ly  for  Love  and  For- 
nication? Thcu  haft  be;n  a  Bav  d  too,  a  ie\'erchd,  pri- 
mitive, original  Bawd,  from  the  firft  Hour  of  thy  Crea- 
tion! and  all  the  laud.:ble  Aftions  of  Love  have  been 
committed  under  thy  Mantle.  Prithee  for  what  doft 
thou  think  that  thou  art  worft^ipp'd  ?  -     ' 

Ni^ht.  Why,  for  my  Stars  and  Moonfhinc. 

Merc.  That  is,  for  holding  a  Candle  to  Iniquity:  but  if 
they  were  put  out,  thou  wou'd'ft  be  doubly  worfhipt, 
by  the  willing  baftiful  Virgins.  ' 

Night.  Then  for  my  Quiet,  and  the  Sweetncfs  of  my 
Sleep. 

Merc.  No,  for  thy  fweet  waking  alj  the  Night:  iter 
Sleep  comes  not  upon  Loveis  'till  thou  art  vanifti d.     '  ^ ' ' 

Night.  Bat  it  will  be  againft  Nature,  to  make  a  lor>g 
"Winter's  Night  at  Midfummer. 

Merc.  Trouble  not  your  fell"  for  that :  Thcehst:  is  order'd 
to  make  a  {hort  Summer's  Day  to  Morrow  :  fo  in  four 
and  twenty  Hours  all  will  be  at  Rights  again. 

Night.  Well,  I  am  edified  by  your  Dilcourfei  and  ny 
ComtOTt  is-,  that  whatever  Work  is  made,  I  fee  \u- 
thing. 

.*-  Uert. 
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Mere.  About  your  Bulincfs  then  :  put  a  Spoke  into' 
y.wr.Chariot-whceis,  and  order  the  Seven  Stars  to  half, 
while  I  pot  my  felf  jnto  the  Habit  of  a  Serving-mani  and 
drcfs  up  a  falie  Sofia,  to  wait  upon  a  falfe  Am^hitryon^ 
Good  Night,  Night. 

J^ight^  ,M:y  Service  to  J^^tter.    Farewell  Mercury. 

[Nigtu  goes  bachvard,    'Exit  Merc. 

.  S  C  E  N  E    ir.     Amphitryon V  Vdace. 

Eater  Alcmena  a!oKe. 

.4lc.  Why  was  I  raarry'd  to  the  Man  I  love! 
For,  had  he  been  indifferent  to  my  Choice, 
Or  had  been  hated,  Abfence  had  beeij  P.eafur©; 
But  now  I  fear  for  my  Amphitryon's  Life : 
At  home,  in  private,  and  iecure  from  V/ar, 
I  am  aroidrt  an  Hoft  of  armed  Foes: 
Suftaining  all  his  Qarcs,  pierc'd  with  his  "Wound?, 
And  if  he  fails  (which  O  ye  Gods  avert) 
Am  in  Amfk^tryQn  Aain !  wou'd  I  were  there, 
And  he  were  herej  fo  might  we  change  our  Fates; 
That  he  might  grieve  for  me,  and  I  might  die  for  him ! 
Eater  Phxdra,  rummg. 

Vhid.  Good  New?,  good  News,  MaJ^m,  O  fuch  ad- 
mirable News^  that  if  I  kept  it  in  z,  MQCKOt,  I  Ihou'd 
burft  with  it! 

Mc.  Is  it  from  the  Army  ? 

Vh&d.  No  Matter. 

Ale.  From  Amphitryon  f 

Vhsd.  No  Matter,  neither. 

Ale.  Ani'wer  me,  f  charge  thee,  if  thy  good  News  be 
any  thing  relating  to  my  Loid:  if  it  be,  affure  thy  fclf 
of  a  Reward, 

Vh&d.  Ay  Madam,  now  you  fay  fomething  to  the 
Matter ;  you  know  the  Bufinefs  of  a  poor  Waiting-wo- 
man, here  upon  Earth,  is  to  be  fcraping  up  fomething 
againft  a  rainy  Day,  caJl'd  the  Day  of  Marriage;  every 
one  in  our  own  Vocation :  but  wiliat  Matter  is  it  to  mc 
if  my  Lord  has  routed  the  Enemies  if  I  get  nothing  of 
their  Spoils? 

JIU. 
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^/f.  Say,  Is  my  Lord  viftorious  ? '      '    "       '   "  ' 

FhiJ.  "Why,  he  is  vitfiorious;  indeed  J  pray'd  deVoutly 
to  fHpiter  for  a  Viftory;  by  the  fame  Token,  thit  you 
ffiou'd  give  me  ten  Pieces  of  Gold,  if  I  brought  you 
News  of  it.  '    v., ,    ■  '-" 

^c.  They  are  thine;  fjppofiog  he  be  fafe  too." 

Tfud.  Nay,  that's  a  new  Bargain ;  for  I  vow'd  to  y»- 
plt'.r,  that  then  .you  fhou'd  give  me  ten  Pieces  more:  but 
I  do  undertake  for  my  Lord's  Safety:  if  you  will  pleafe 
to  difcharge  his  Godrfiip  Jupiter  of  the  Debt,  and  take  it 
upon  you  to  pay, 

^Ic.  When  he  returns  in  Sa.^cX^y yfuftter  and  I  will  pay. 
your  "Vow. 

PW.  ,'\nd  I  am  fure  I  articled  with  yupiter,' that  if  I 
brouc^ht  you  News,  that  my  Lord  wis  upon  Return,  yoa 
(hould  grant  me  one  fmall  Favour  more,  that  will  coli. 
you  nothing. 

^U.  MiikeHaftc,  thou  Torturer;  is  my  Amphitryon  up- 
on Re  urn.' 

P^4j.  Pibmife  me  that  I  (liall  be  your  Bedfellow  to 
IJight,  as  I  have  been  ever  fin  e  my  Lord's  Ablence, 
imJefs  I  (l^a'l  be  pic  s'd  to  rcleafe  you  of  your  Word. 

uii'c.  Tnat's  a  fmall  Requcft,  'tis  granted. . 

ThjiU.  Bur  fwcar  by  Jupiter.  - 

Ale  Put  why  by /a/i/zer.'     '       ^^  i^/'  > .'  '  <   ' 

fhiJ  Bec:.uie  he's  the  grcateft:  1  hate  to  deal  with  one 
of  yout  li  tie  baffling  Gods  that  can  do  nothing,  but  by 
Permiffion  :  but  f-plttr  can  fwindge  you  off,  if  you 
fwear  hy  him,  ana  are  forfworn. 

Ale.  I  Jwcai-  hy  yupiter.. 

Th£.i.  Then  I  believe  he  is  vifl-drious,  and  I  know  he 
is  fafe;  for  I  look'd  throigh  the  Key-hole,  and  faw  him 
knocking  at  the  Gate;  and  I  Jiad  the  Confcience  to  let 
iSm  cool  his  Heels  thcr^' 

Ale.  Andwou'd'H  thou  not  open  to  him!  Oh  thou 
Traitrefs!  ■.'.■■■'-' 

TkAd.  No,  I  was  a  little  wifcr  :  I  left  Sofifs  Wife 
to  let  him  in:  for  I  was  refolv'd  to  bring  the  New?,  and 
jnake  my  Pennyworths  out  of  himj  aiT'imc  ihall  (how. 
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Inter  Jupiter,  in  the  Shape  p/ Amphitryon-,  wrt^' Sofia' j- 
J^ife,  Bromia,     He  kijfes  and  embraces  Alcmena. 

^  yup.  O  let  me  live  for  ever  on  thofe  Lips!     ■ 

The  Neftar  of  the  Gods  to  thcfe  is  taftelefs. 

I  fwear,  that  were  I  JupHer,  this  Night 

I  wou'd  renounce  my  Heav'n,  to  be  Amphitryon. 

Ale.  1  hen,  not  to  fwear  beneith  Amphitryon' i  Oath, 
( Forgive  me,  yunOj  if  I  am  prophane ) 
I  fwear,  I  wou'd  be  what  I  am  this  Nighty 
And  be  Alcmena,  rather  than  he  funo. 

Brom.  Good  my  Lord,  what's  become  of  my  poor  Bed- 
fellow, your  Man  Sofa  ?  you  keep  fuch  a  Billing  and  Col- 
ling here,  to  fet  one's  Mouth  a  watring:  what,  I  fay, 
though  I  am  a  pcor  Woman,  I  have  a  Husband  as  well 
as  my  Lady;  and  (hou'd  be  as  glad  as  Ihe,  of  a  little  ho- 
neft  Recreation. 

Fk£d.  And  what  hive  you  done  with  your  old  Friend, 
and  my  old  Sweetheart,  Judge  Gripttsf  has  he  brought 
me  home  a  cramm'd  Purfe  that  fwells  with  Bribes:  if  he 
be  rich,  I'll  make  him  welcome,  like  an  honourable  Ma- 
giftrate :  but  if  he  has  not  had  the  Wit  to  fell  Juftice,  he. 
judges  no  Caufes  in  my  Court,  I  warrant  him. 

Ale.  Mj;  Lord,  you  tell  me  nothing  of  the  Battle? 
Is  'Ihe6es  viftorious,  are  our  Foes  deftroy'd? 
For  now  I  find  you  fafe,  I  fliou'd  be  glad 
To  hear  ybu  were  in  Danger. 

yptp.  [Afde.']  A  Man  had  need  be  a  God,  to  Hand  the 
Fury  of  three  talking  Women  !  I  think  in  my  Confci- 
cnce  I  made  their  Tongues  of  Thunder. 

BrofK.  [Pulling  hitn  on  one  Side.}  I  ask'd  the  firfl:  Que- 
ftioQ  :  anfwer  m.^,  my  Lord, 

;  th/td,  [Pulling  him  on  t'other  Side.]  Peace,  mine's  a  Lo- 
ver, and  yours  is  but  a  Husband:  and  my  Juuge  is  my  ' 
Lord  too}  the  Title  ihall  take  Place,  and  I  will  be  an- 
ftverfdtiO   !  iir^i'  oi  ;,-"'    -"  ■    '     •   : 

fup.  Sojta  is  fafe :  Gripus  is  rich :  both  coming : 

I  rode  before  'em,  with  a  Lover's  Hade.- — ■ [Afde. 

Was  e'er  poor  God  £o  woiry.'d :  but  for  my  Love, 
I  wifli  I  AVCEc  in  Hcay'n  again  Wixhfunt. 
'ALc.  Then  ],  it  feems,  am  lail  to  be  regarded? 
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yup.  Not  fo.j-ny  Love  j  but  thefe  obftrepqrous  Tonoue^ 
Have  fhatch'd  their  Anfwers  Hrft  :  they  will  be  hcardj' 
And  furely  yoze  v.-ov.'d  never  aofwer  Pray'r 
That  Woman  made,  lut  only  to  be  freed 
From  their  eternal  Noife :  make  Hafte  to  Bed : 
There  let  n-,e  telJ  my  Story,  in  thy  Arms^ 
There,  in  the  gentle  PaufcS  of  our  Love, 
Betwixt  our  Dyingf;,  e'er  we  live  again. 
Thou  {halt  be  told  the  Battle,  and  Succefs : 
Which  I  fhall  oft  begin,  and  tlien  break  off  j 
For  Love  will  often  interrupt  my  Tale, 
And  make  fo  fwcet  Confufion  in  our  Talk, 
That  thou  (halt  ask,  and  I  fliall  an'wer  things. 
That  are  not  of  a  Piece  j  but  patch'd  with  KilTes, 
And  Sighs,  and  Murmurs,  and  imperfect  Speech; 
And  Nonfcnfe  fhall  be  eloquent,  in  Love. 

B)vm.  [to  f/7<c</r,i.]  My  Lord  is  very  hot, upon 't:  ihis 
Abfence  is  a  great  Friend  to  us  poor  ycglefted  Wives  j  it 
icakcs  us  new  again. 

^Ic.  I  am  the  Fool  of  Lore;  and  find  wtthin  mo 
The  Fondnefs  of  a  RiiJe,  without  the  Fear. 
My  whole  Defires  and  Wifhes  are  in  you. 

PW.  l^^de^  My  Lady's  Eyes  are  pinking  io  Bed- 
ward  tooj  now  is  fhe  to  look  vety  flcepy,  counterfeit* 
ing  Yawning,  but  fhe  fhall  ask  me  Leave  mft. 

Ale.  Great  fmo,  thou  whofe  holy  Care  prefides 
Over  the  Nuptial  Bed,  pour  all  thy  Blefiings 
On  this  aulpicious  Night. 

fup.  fnno  may  grudge;  for  fhe  may  fear  a  Rival 
In  th©fe  bright  Eyes :  I  ur  Jupiter  will  grant. 
And  doubly  blefs  this  Ni  rhr. 

VhAd.  [Afide.']  But  Jupittr  fhou'd  ask  my  Leave  firft, 
were  he  here  in  Perfoo. 

Ale,  Bromia,  prepare  the  Bed  : 
The  tedious  Journey  has  difpos'd  my  Lord 
To  feek  his  needful  Reft  [Exit  Bromia, 

Phsd.  'Tis  very  true,  Madam;  the  poo:  Gentleman 
muft  needs  be  weary ;  and  therefore,  'twa<-  not  ill  coa- 
triv'd  that  he  muft  lye  alone  to  Night,  to  recruit  himfelf 
with  Sleep,  and  lay  in  enough  for  to  Monow  Night, 
when  you  may  keep  him  waking.  Ak^ 
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Ale.  [B  y»piier.2  I  mull:  confeis  I  made  a  Kiod  of 
Promifc ^ 

PhAd.  [Almofi  crying!]  A  Kind  of  Promife,  do  you  call 
it?  1  fee  you  v-ou'd  fain  be  coming  off:  I  am  uire  vou 
fwore  to  me,  by  Jupiter^  that  I  (hou'd  be  your  Bedfel- 
low, and  I'll  cccule  you  to  him  too,  the  firft  Prayers  I 
make:  and  I'll  pray  a  P,urpo{e  too,  that  I  will,  though  I 
have  not  pray'd  to  him  this  feven  Years. 

yup.  O,  the  malicious  Hilding! 

Ale.  I  did  fwear  indeed,  my  Lord. 

Jup.  Forfwear  thy  lelfj  for  Jupiter  but  laughs 
At  Lovers  Perjuries 

Phtd.  "the  more  Shame  for  him  if  he  does  :  there 
wou'd  be  a  fine  God  indeed  for  us  Women  to  worfliip, 
if  he  laughs  when  our  Sweet-hearts  cheat  us  of  our  Mai- 
denheads :  no,  no,  Jupiter  is  an  honellcr  Gentleman  than 
you  make  of  him. 

Jup.  I'm  all  on  Fire ;  and  wou'd  not  lofe  this  Night, 
To  be  the  Maftcr  of  the  Univerfe. 

Vh'Ad.  Ay,  my  Lord,  I  fee  you  are  on  Fire  :  but  the 
Devil  a  Bucket  fl  all  be  brought  to  quench  it,  without 
my  Leave :  you  may  go  to  Bed,  Madam ;  but  you  fljall 
fee  how  Heav'n  will  hlefs  your  Night's  Work,  if  you 
forfwear  your  felf:--  ■■  ■  Some  Fool,  fome  meer  Eldei--. 
Brother,  or  fome  blockheadly  Hero,  Jovty  I  befeecfi 
thee,  fend  her. 

Jup.  \Afide.']  Now  I  cou'd  call  my  Thunder  to  revenge 
But  thr.t  were  to  confcfs  my  felf  a  God,  [me, 

And  then  I  loH:  my  Love !  — — —  Alcmem,  come. 
By  Heav'n  I  have  a  Bridegroom's  Fervour  for  thee. 
As  I  had  ne'er  enjoy 'd. 

Ale.  [Sighing.']  She  has  my  Oath  j 
And  fure  flie  may  releale  it  if  fhe  pleafe. 

PhAd.  Why  truly  Madam,  I  am  not  cruel  in  my  Na- 
ture, to  poor  diitieiled  Lovers  j  for  it  may  be  my  own 
Cafe  another  Day:   And  therefore,  if  my  Lord  pleafcs  to 

confidcr  me. — 

-'.    J^'p-  Any  thing,  any  thing,    but  name  thy  Wifh,  and 
have  It.-  - 

Phid.  Ay,'  now  }OU  fay,   ary  thing,  ar-y  thirgj  but 
..  '    •  ■  ^  -      V-*  -yOu 
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you  wou'd  tell  mc  aaother  Story  to  morrow  Morning- 
Look  you,  my  Lord,  here's  a  Hand  open- to  receive?  you 
know  the  Meaning  of  it  :  I  am  lor  nothing  but  -the 
Ready^ 

Ju^.  Thou  fhalt  have  all  the  Trcafury  of  Heav'n. 

Vhid.  Yes,  when  you  are  Ju^ter,  to  difpofe  of  if. 

J-kp.  \^Aftde.']  I  had  forgot,  and  fhe w'd  my  felf  a  God ; 
This  Love  can  make  a  FojI  oi  Jufiter, 

Fhid.  You  have  got  fome  Part  of  the  EnemiesSpoiM 
warrant  you ;  I  fee  a  little  trifling  Diamond  upon  your 
Finger ;  and  I  am  proud  enough  to  think  it  wou'd  be- 
come mine  too.  ' 

Jup.  [Taking  «  Ring  off  his  linger,  Und  giving  k!\  Heipc 
This  is  a  very  Woman :  [take  itj 

Her  Sex  is  Avarice,  and  Ihe,  in  one. 
Is  all  her  Sex.  ■  '^■'  i   '' '' 

l^h^d.  Ay,  ay,  'tis  no  Matter  what  yds  (ay  of  us^  What 
wou'd  you  hive  your  Money  out  of  the  Treafury,  with- 
out paying  the  Officers  their  Fees?  Go,  get  you  together, 
you  naughty  Couple,  'till  you  are  both  weary  of  won*)'- 
ing  ene  another,  and  then  to  Morrow  Morning  I  ftnll 
have  another  Fee  for  parting  you. 

[Phaedra  ^ow  out  before  Alcmena  with  a  Light. 

Jup.  Wty  now  I  am,  indeed,  the  Lord  of  all:    [Sohu. 
For  what's  to  be  a  God,  but  to  enjoy? 
'Let  Human  Kind  their  Sovereign's  Leifure  wait; 
Love  is,  this  Night,  my  great  AflFair  of  State : 
Let  this  one  Night,  of  Providence  be  void  : 
All  Jove,  for  once,  is  on  himfelf  empby'd. 
Let  unregarded  Altars  imoke  in  v.iin  : 
And  let  my  Subjefts  praife  mc,  or  complain. 
Yet,  if  betwixt  my  Intervals  of  Blifs, 
Some  am'rous  Youth  his  Oraifons  addre/s. 
His  Pray'r  is  in  a  happy  Hour  preferr'd : 
And  when  Jove  loves,  a  Lover  fhall  be  heard: 


A  c  r 


Amphitryon.  i6y 
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A  JSlight^Scen^  of  a  Palace, 

-Si^  if>flft&  d  purk-tMthorn  :  Mercury,  in  SofiaV  Shape, 

•S(?/  TTT  As  not  the  Devil  in  my  Mafter,  to  fend  mc 
VV  out  in  this  dreadful  dark  Night,  to  bring  the 
News  of  his  Vi£bory  to  my  Lady  ?  and  was  not  I  pof^ 
fcfs'd  with  ten  Devils,  for  going  on  his  Errand,  with- 
out a  Convoy  for  the  Safeguard  of  my  Perfon?  Lord, 
how  am  I  melted  into  Sweat  with  Fear!  I  am  dimini{h'd 
of  my  natural  Weight ,  above  tvfo  Stone  :  I  fliall  not 
bring  Jialf  my  felf  home  again,  to  my  poor  Wife  and 
Family  :  I  have  been  in  an  Ague-Fit.  ever  fince  (hut  of 
Evening ;  what  with  the  Fr-ght  of  Trees  by  the  High- 
way, which  look 'd  mab'cioufly  like  Thieves,  by  Moon- 
fhir.c:  And  what  with  Bulrufhes  by  the  River-fide,  that 
fliak'd  like  Spears,  and  Lances  at  me.  Well!  the  grcatefl: 
Plague  of  a  Serving-Man,  is  to  be  hir'd  to  fome  great 
Lord !  They  care  not  what  Drudgery  they  put  upon  us, 
while  they  lye  lolling  at  their  Eafe  a-bed,  and  ftretch 
their  lazy  Limbs,  in  Expediation  of  the  Whore  which 
we  are  fetching  for  them. 

Merc.  \^Afide.\  He  is  but  a  poor  Morfal,  tliat  fuffers 
this !  but  I,  who  am  a  God,  am  degraded  to  a  Foot- 
Pimp  ;  a  Waiter  without  Doors ;  a  very  civil  Employ- 
ment for  a  Deity ! 

Sof.  The  better  Sort  of 'em  will  fay.  Upon  my  Honour, 
at  every  Word :  yet  ask  *em  for  our  Wages,  and  they 
plead  the  Privilege  of  their  Honour,  and  will  not  pay  us ; 
nor  let  us  take  our  Privilege  of  the  Law  upon  them. 
Thefc  are  a  very  hopeful  Sort  of  Patriots,  to  itand  up  as 
they  do  for  Liberty  and  Property  of  the  Subjedi :  There's 
Confcience  for  you !  Merc. 
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litre.  \Aftde,'\  This  Fellow  ha&  fomething  of  the  Re- 
publican Spirit  in  him.  '-■  ■  'v^ 
%f.  \LookingjtboHt  hifn.']  Stay ;  this  mcthinks  fhou'd  be 
'our  Houic:  And  I  fhou'd  thank  the  God?,  now,  for 
bringing  ftic  fafe  home:  But  I  thifik  I  haJ  as  good  lee 
my  Devotions  alone,  'till  T  hive  got  the  Reward  for  my 
good  News  and  t:  em  once  for  all:  For,  iff 
praife  'em,  befoffc  1  /ithin  Doors,  fome  damn'd 
Klaftiff  Dug  may  come  out,  and  worry  me;  and  then 
my  Thank's  Jtre'-thrown  away  upon  'em.     " 

Merc.  \^yijide.~\  Thou  art  a  wicked  Rogue,  and  wilt 
have  thy  Bargain  before-hand :  Therefore  thou  get 'ft  not 
into  the  Houfe  this  Night ;  and  thank  nie  accordingly  as 
I  uie  thee. 

S  f.  Now  am  I  to  give  my  Lady  an  Account  of  My 
Lore's  Vi  it  or  yj  'tis  good  to  exercife  my  Parts  before- 
hand, and  file  my  Tongue  into  eloquent  fixpreiTions,  to 
tickle  her  Ladyfhip^s  Imagination. 

Mfrc.  [A/hJe.]  Good!  and  here's  the  God  of  Eloquence 
to  jucge  of  thy  Oration. 

Scf.  [Setting  uorm  his  Lcmthtrn.']  This  Lanthorn,  for 
once,  ftiall  be  my  Lady :  bcciufe  fhe  is  the  Lamp  of  all 
Beauty  and  Perfciflion, 

Merc.  [Aj:tie.'}  No,  Rogue,  'tis  thy  Lord  is  the  Lan* 
thorn  by  this  Time,  or  Jupiter  is  turn'd  Fumbler. 

Sof.  Then  thius  I  make  my  Addreflcs  to  her :  \B<ws.'] 
Madam,  my  Loru  has  cholen  me  out,  as  the  moft  faith- 
ful, though  the  moft  unworthy  of  his  Followers  i  to 
bring  )our  LadyiVjo  this  following  Account  of  our  glo- 
rious Expedition.    Then  fhe- — O  my  poor  Soj^a, 

[ia  a  JlniliTone.^  how  am  I  overjoy'd  to  fee  thee!  She 

can  £iy  no  leis : Madam,   you  do  me  too  much 

Honour,  and  the  World  will  envy  me  this  Glory  : — Well 
anfwer'd  on  my  Side.  — ^ —  And  how  does  my  Lord  Am- 
fkitryon?  -—  Mukm,  he  always  does  like  a  Man  of  Cou- 
rage, when  he  is  call'd  by  Honour. There  I  think  I 

nick'd  it. But  when  will  he  return  ?  — -  As  foOn  as 

pofiibly  he  can  .-  Eut  not  fo  Ibouas  his  impatient  Heart 
ccu'd  Willi  liim  with  yo^r  Ladv  {hip. 

Meix. 
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__  Men.  [Al:de.'\  When  Thebes  is  «»  Uairerfity,  thou  dc- 
ferveft  to  be  their  Orator. 

Sof.  But  what  docs  he  do,  and  wh»t  does  he  fay  ?  Pri- 
thee tell  me  fomeching  more  of  him-— —He  always  fai'S 
lefs  than  he  docs.  Madam :  And  his  Enemies  have  found 
it  to  their  cofl:  —  Where  the  Devil  did  I  learn  thele  Ele- 
gancies and  CallantricR? 

Merc.  So ;  he  has  all  the  natural  Eodowfl^ents  of  8  Fop  j 
and  only  wants  the  Edacation! 

Sof.  [Starhig  up  to  the  Sky.}  What,  isthe  Devil  in  .the 
Night  I  She's  as  loag  as  two  Nights :  The  Ibven  Stars  arc 
juft  where  they  were  feven  H«urs  ago!  high  Day  ■■- 
high  Night,  I  mean,  by  my  Favour.  Whar,  has  Phoebus 
been  playing  the  Goad-fellow,  and  overflcpt  himlelf, 
.that  he  forgets  his  Duty  to  us  Mortals? 

Merc.  How  familiarly  the  Raskal  treats  us  Gods !  btit  I 
fhall  make  him  alter  his  Tone  iramediatly. 

[Mercury  cotnei  nearer,  emd  ftmds  jufi  before  hi-H. 
Sof.  [Seeing  him,  and  fiarting  buck,  a/ide.]  How  now  ? 
what  do  my  Eyes  dazle,  or  is  my  dark  Lanthorn  falfe 
to  me !  is  not  that  a  Giant  before  our  Door  ?  or  a  Ghoft 
of  fome  Body  {lain  in  the  late  Battel?  If  he  be,  'tis  un- 
confcionably  done,  to  fright  an  honeft  Man  thus,   who 

never  drew  Weapon  wrathfuiiy  in  all  my  Life  — , 

Whatever  Wight  he  be,  I  am  devilifhly  afraid,  that's  cer- 
t^n :  But  'tis  Difcretion  to  keep  ray  own  Couniel :  Til 
Jirvg,  that  I  may  feem  Valiant. 

[Soiiaja^fj  diid  as  Msvcavy  fpe^s,  h^  little  ctr,d  lit- 
tle dreks  his  Voice. 
Merc.  What  iawcy    Companion  is  this,   that  deafens 
us  with  his  hoarfe  Voice  ?  what  Midnight  Ballad-finder 
have  we  here  ?  I  flaall  teach  the  Villain  to  leave  off  cfat- 
terwawling. 

Sof.  I  would  I  had  Courage,  for  his  fake;  that  I  mi'jht 
teach  him  to  call  my  Singing  Cattei  wawling,  an  illiterate 
Rogue;  an  Enemy  to  the  Mufes  and  to  Mufick. 

Merc.  There  is  an  ill  Savour  that  offends  my  Nourils  j 
and  it  wafteth  this  way. 

V,OL.  VI,  K  s^j: 


So/.  He  has  finelt  me  i^t :  'My  Fear-  haj  {>fltra)-y  ine 
into  thk^avpuv— — I  am  a  dead  Man:  The*  bloody  Vii- 
lain  is  at  ifls  fee, 'ft,  fum,  already. 
'■■Mtre.  Stand,  who  goes  there? 
Sof.  A  Friend.  .siaaj  iooG 

MWf.  What  Friend?  -.tri  sbfifVuS  JsrfW  -i-*  - 

"io/  Why  a  Friend  to  ail  the  Wori*ihat'wil>i^e:\iac 
leave  to  live  peaceably.  •r'one  voy  'h" 

■  Met^.'l  dcfie  Peace  and  all  its  'Works;  coy  Arras. *e 
out  of  Exercife,  they  have  maul'dno  B<jdy-'-thde:tiM'cei 
Day's:  I  long  for  an  lionourable  OccafioarjjonifiduiMfca 
ivla'nj  and  lay  him  afleep  at  the  firft  Buffet,"'/'  T  -f'i  .  ^Tofl 
i'p/  {^^fde.']  That  wou'd  aiir.bft  do  mc  i  Kindnefe  ; 
for  rhave  been  kept  waking,  without  tipping  onfc  wink 
of  fleep  thefe  three  Nights.  iV/  .i-nl^ 

'-Aferr.  Ctf  what  Quality  are  you,  Fdlbw?  ''--■  ,0  ?\<5? 

Ao/  Why,  I  am  a  Man,  Fdllow Gour:^  Sefim^  fiw(_ 

Wct-c.  What  kind  of  Man  ?  Xk 

Sof.  Why  a  Two-leg'd  Man,  what  Man  fliodd  1  bc?Hfc- 
[yi//</e.j — 1  muft  bear  up  to  him,  he  may  prove  as  «tw 
rant  a  Milkfop  as  my  felf.  ■;-.- 

Merc.  Thou  art  a  Coward  I  warrant  thee,  do  Oof 1 1* 
hear  thy  Teeth  chatter  in  thy  Head  ?  >' 

Sof.  Ay,  T.y,  that's  only  a  lign  they  would  be  fnapping'^ 

at  thy  Nofe {^/Ifide.l^ Wefs  rne,    what  an    Arm 

and  Fifir  he  har,  with  great  Thumbs  too:   And  Gols  andl 
Knuckle-bones  of  a  very  ButchOT.  -oii    ^6 

Mvrc.  Sirrah,   from  v-hencc  come  you,  and  vfrMthe* 
^^o  you  ?  anfwer  me  diredly,  upon  Paiti  of  AflaiTmation. 
Sof.  I  am  coming  from  wh<?nce  I  came,   and  am  go- 
ving  whither  I  go:  That's  direcily  home— —though  tnis 
is  ibmewhat  an  uncivil  Manner -of  Proeeedir^,    at  the 
hrft  J^ight  of  a  M:u),  Itt  me  tell  ycu,'  "^  .'  • 

Merc.  Then  ;e  begin  our  bettir^cgefiat^ce,   let  rne 
ViiaS  Prelcnt  of  this  Box  o'the  Ear-^ — | 
•-•  ••         -  ""■  ^■'' ■•  :?'-•:  [Strikes  hifh. 
Sif,  If  I  wei-e  a*  cholcrick  a  Fool  as  you  nowi  hete  • 
v,ouId  be-fine  Wo  k  betwixt  us  two;  '  but  I  am  a  little 
^bcitcrbrcd,  than  to  difturb  :h^  fleepingj  Neighbourhood, . 
a«irJ  io  go<xt;Kfgh^,  fiiqii^i    ■!    I     .^    '        :    j^fs  going. 

Merc. 


^(Meiii'^mpph^  himJ}  BbW.  Sir,- -yeu  ind  I  muftnot 
park-Ta'eatily;  orice  itibi-e,  whithar  are  you  going? 
^.    Sof.  Why  I  am  going  as  faft  as^  I  can,   to  get  out  of 
the  reach  of  your  Clutches:  Let  me  but  only  knock,  jac 
that  Door  there.  •,  .\.  >■>:'■'  /\  \\f 

Merc.  What  Bufinefs  have  you  at^it&ab'Dtowi'^irwi? 
^Ba/.^Thii  iy^  otar:  HoWel''  aiid  I  Whwi  I  aoi^  got'v^,\  di'Il 
tell  you  more.  •''.-:■",     .y^'  ol  rv>:^',; 

liMenr.  Whofe  Honfe  is  this,  Sawcinefe,  that ]!y<s»^W& 
fo  tamrliar  'withy'to  call  it  ours?  i-.v<^"!  ^  -  ^l■, 

*  .Sb/-^Tis  mine,  in  the  firft  Place;  and  next,  my  Ma- 
iler's ;  for  I  lye  in  the  Garret,  and  he  lyes  under  me. 
Mtrc.  Have  your  Mafter  and  you  no  Names,  Sirrah  > 
Sof.  His  Name  is  Amphitryon,  hear  that  and  tremWc. 
Merc.  What,  my  Lord  General?  ..;     , 

Sof.  O,  has  his  Name  moliify'd  you  1  I  Lav's  brought 
you -down  a  Peg  lower  already.  Friend. 

Merc.  And  your  Name  is — 

-^/  ijord,  Friend,  you  are  fo  very  troublcibme '  ■    ■      ■ 
what  {hould  my  Name  be  but  Sofia} 

Merc.  How,  Sofa,  fay  you?  how  long  have  .taken  up 
that  Name,  Sirrah  ? 

Scf.  Here's  a  fine  Queftion:  Why  I  never  took  it  up 
Frie«d,  ifi  Was  bora  with  me. 

7Mti'c.  What  was  your  Name  bom,  Sofia}    take  this 
Remembrance  for  that  Lie.  [Eieatshim. 

Sof.  Hold  Friend,  you  are  fo  very  flippant  with  your 
Hands,  you  -won't  hear  Rcafon :  Wliat  Oft'encc  has  rny 
Name  done  you,  that  you  fhould  beat  me  for  it  ?  S.  O, 
S.  I.  A.  They  are  as  civil,  honeft,  harmlefs  Letters,  a» 
any  are  in  the  whole  Alphabet.  ,  ,    .,    . 

'.Merf,  I  have  no  quarrel  to  the  Nam.e,  but  that . 'tis c'ca 
too  good  for  you,  and  'tis  none  of  yours. 
^.Ss/^-  Wliat^m  not  I  Sofia,  lay  you? 
Merc.tio.    ■•      ,. 

Sof.  I  fhould  think  you  are  fomcwhat  merrily  diipos'd, 
if  you  had  not  beaten  mc,  in  fjch  fober  Sadnefs.  You 
would  jcrfuade  me  out  of  my  Heathen  Name,  would 
yoU?r,-..,vj:i-.,;f  ■■,        ,•;  .-'..'W   ■.,■-,.,.   ....    .-. 

Mm.^y  you  are  i'o,'?^  again  at-your  BeriV  ^m^. 


8(i/.  J.  i^e  &y  iwtUng,  but  Thougk^ft^ -See* 'kjt 
whatpTtr.  I  Tjm  taH'^l  f  ato  Amfhrtryoif's^l^ti,  in^  the 
firft  Letter  oF  my  Ntrae  is  S.  too.  You  ted  beft  tell 
me  that  ray  Mafter  did  aot  fend  nw  horfle  to  imy  Latd^i 
IPvith  News  of  his  Vi<ftory  ? 

"iifOV.  1  fay  tedid  not.  \ 

'  !SS>/  f.dwj^  Lord,  FViend,  one  of  us  two  %  horribly^ 
gi«'n  ;d  Lying— -bptl  do  noti lay  which  of  USj  to  ftvey 

Affrc.  I  fay,  my.  Name  is  5^4  iwd'yo*^  k'lUAh..  '^  •^- 
.^  5<?/^  I  wouid  you  couW  tnfkt  goed  your  W<Jrds,  for 
jhert  1  frould  not  be  beaten,  and  you  flrould. 

Merc.  1  fitrd  you  would  be  ^^/S^if  you  durft— *-— but -it 

I  catch  you  thinking  fo '" 

'  S»f.  1  hope  I  may  think  I  vra Sofia;  atxl  I  can  find  no 
pifference  between  my  former  fejf, and ttiylwefentfeifj  btit 
thai:  I  was-  plain  Sofia  before,  and  now  I  am  lac'd  S'tfia. 
ftferr .Take  this,for  being  fo  impudent  to  think  r6.[Beatt-hiM, 
"■  Sof.  ikneeling.}  Truce  a  littkr,  I  bcfeech  thee!  I  wouid 
te  a  Stock  or  a  Stone  now  by  my  good  Will,  and  would 
Hot  think  at  alJj  for  Self-Prefervation.  Bat  will  yoa  give 
me  leave  to  argue  the  Matter  fairly  with  you  ?  Aad  pror 
mife  me  to  depofe  that  Cudgel,  if  I  can  prove  my  fdf 
to  be  tiiat  Man  that  I  was  before  I  was  beaten  ? 

Merc,  We  J,  proceed  ih  Safety}  I  promife  yoa  I  wlD 
not  beat  yew. 
;    Scf.lt\  thefirft  Place  then,  is  not  this  Town  Cjdl'd2lb«^j .' 

Mirc.  Undoubtedly.  \ 

,    Saf.  And  is  not  this  Houfc  AmphitryrCi} 

ilerc.  Who  denies  it  ? 

Sof.  I  thought  you  would  have  deny'd  that  tooj  for 
'aH  "hangs  upon  a  String.  Remember  then,  that  thole  tw^ 
preliminary  Articles  are  already  granted.  In  the  next 
'place,  did  not  the  aforefaid  Amphityyoin  beat  the- Te/e^owu, 
kill  their  King  Pterelas,  and  fend  a  certain  Servant,  rric4n- 
ing  fojne  Bod7>  ^^^  ^^  fcfe-iake  fhaH  be  •nameleft,-  to 
'Vrifg;  a  PrcfcBt  to  his  Wife,  with  News  of  Bis  ViStbrj, 
^f.d  of  his  Refolution,to  return  to  morrow  f 

,  li:erc,.  This  is  all  true,  to  a  very  tittle;  but  who 'is  that 
%main  Scn'tot,  tl^reV.alftKc'QHtftion?  - 

'ilsf^iHfdteor^!it\iet^i.iiis?^  ■■  Men. 


^' W«f«^Pea<».'.;-.  ---r  r-^j  j.!>"*- ■■■•',  li-  SV  /^\^J. 
"-  Sof.  I  dar^-not  wholly>tr4/^at  abo^pAOaWe  Ci|^g4, 
but  'tis  a  c^taiB  Frieni  of  ■  yQur&  and  mine ;  that  had  a- 
ccrtain  N(im€  before  he-vf as  b«atea  out  pf-»ti..but  Jt  yW 
are  a  Man  that  depend  not  altogether.iipoa  f-Qr-fe.!^ 
Brutality,  bat  fomewhat  aHb  upon,  R^lon,  pow  ^^xyp^^ 
b»ipgbett<H-  Pfeo&jthat  yau  afg:  tb^t  %n\e;,  cer.tam  ^\^  j 
aod  in  .Older  to  k,Avf^ey  roe  ,P<?:C<?HjaAr\  CMi?'^?i  i,'i\v 
Merc.  I  fay  lam  S^j'7«;  Am^hittyoa'i  hh»\  Mifek^^^fWft' 
have  you  to  urge  againft  it?  ';  yrn   x>^  ^   '^"'^''^ 

..^a/:  What  was  vour  Father's  Naa-\e?;  ^      ,    -    "     ,    ^ 
'    Merc.  Dai^m  who  was  an  honeft  Husbandm^Wi  whoic 
Sifter's  Name  was  H^r^j^^,  tkat  was  marry  d,  a^dyU 
jn  a  Foreign  Country.  .  ..  .;, 

,   5#/:  So  far  you  are  right,  1 1  maft  OQnfe% ,  m^Pur. 
lyifes  NanaeJE-'fM   .  ;■         .      .      ^         ^    '  -"'    '     i' 

Merc.  Bromia,  a  devilifh  Shrew  of  her  TongUfl,  and  a 
VixoQ  of  her  Hands  j  that  leads  me  a  miferablc  Life  ; 
kccp5  me  to  hard  Duty  a-Hedj  and  beats  m^  every 
Morning  when  I  have  rifcn  from  her  Side,  without  hi- 

»iftg   firft     i.  ■    .!■  /.  r    1     rr.     T 

&/.  I  underftand  yopi  br  njpy  *  {wfowTuI  ToWu. 
This  muft  be  I — ■ '  L4''^^- 

Afe/v.  1  w^  oace  taken  upon  Sufpician  or  Burglary, 
Und  was  whipt  through  JbeUs,  and  branded  for  my  Pajus. 

5o/:  Right  me  again  j  but  if  you  are  I,  a§  I  begin  to 
fufpe^j  that  whipping  and  branding  might  have  been 
Baft  over  in  Silence,  fox  both  our  Credits-^r^And  yet 
now  I  think  on't,  if  I  am  I,  (as  1  am  I)  he  cannot  be  I. 
A)\  thefc  Cireumftances  he  might  have  heard;   but  I  will 

now  interrogate  him  upon  feme  Private  PaCfages ^ 

■What  was  the  Pjreient  that  ^mpbhrym  fent  by  you  or 
jne,  no  matter  which  of  us,  to  his  Wite  ^emeintf 

Meiv.  A  BucJiile  of  Diamonds,  coafiliing  ot  five  brgc 
Stones. 

5«/.  And  vrhtre  are  they  nor>M? 

Merc.  la  aX^afe,  feal'd  with  my  Matter's  Coat  of  Arms. 

S»/  This  ia  prodigioui,  I  confefs ;  but  yet  'tis  nothing 

MOW  I  think  on't,  ^  feme  falfe  Brother  may  have  xe- 

vcal'd  it  to  him.  [^ide.']  But  I  have  another  Qyeftion  t<> 

ask  you,  of  fomewhat  that  pafs'd  only  betwixt  my  felt 
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and  nac;  If  ^6ii  are  Sopi,  #!iatS^er^  yon;  doing  in  the 
iieat  of. Battel?,^  V  ,,::' '^■^' '^'■^  i^l  -;:«.•- 

^ ;  .Merc.  Whir  k  'wife  Man'  Ihould,  thit '  has  a  refpeft  for 
hts  owrtt'erfoVi.--I  tan  into  our  Tciit,  ahd  hid  my  fctf 
ai^pngft  the  Bagga^,  ...     '    .,.  ..:. 

'''''Sof.  {Afide:] ^ch^another  hittiiig  AnfWcf, fand  I  tnufl: 
provide  my  felf  ofanofhei-Narrte.  ■  ^tq  Awiifj'  'And  how 
did  you  pafs  your  Time  in  tH^  fame  Tent?  You  need 
'nbr^  anfwer  to  every  Gircumftirice  fb  exa£i:ly  now;  you 
mirfi  lye  a  Irtrle,  thu  I  may  think  you  the  more  me. 

I4£rc.  That  Cunning  fhall  not  ierve  yonr  Turh,  to'  cir- 
clirriveht  me  out  of  my  Name:  I  am  for  plain  naked 
Truth  —  There  fbood  a  Hogfliead  of  dd  Wine,  which 
iDv  Lord  refcrv'd  for  his  own  Drinking 

Vt/'f^'/Ve.]  O  the  Devil!  as  flire  as  Death,  he  muft 
have  hid  himfclf  in  that  Hogfhead,  op-  he-  could  never 
have  known  that !  ^        .•'" 

Men.  And  by  that  Hogfhead,  upon  the  Ground,  there 
isy'the  kind  Inviter  and  Provoker  of "  good  Drink- 
ing  ^ 

Sof.  Nay,  now  I  have  caught  you ;  there  was  neither 
Inviter  iior  Provoker,  for  1  wa<;  all  alone. 

Merc.  A  lufty  Gammon  of — 

Sof.  (Sighing.^    Bacon that    word  has  quite  made 

an  End  of  me Let  me  fee- — this  muft  be  I,    in 

fpight  of  me but  let  me  view  him  nearer. 

[IVdlb  about  Mercury  rp'tth  his  dark  Lanthom. 

Merc.  What  are  you  walking  about  me  for,  with  your 
dark  Lanthorn? 

Sof.  No  harm.  Friend;  I  am  only  furveying  a  Parcel 
of  Earth  here,  that  I  find  we  two  are  about  to  Bargain 

for; He's  damnable  like  me,  that's  certain.  Imprimis^ 

there's  the  Patch  upon  my  Nofe,  with  a  Pox  to  him— 
Item,  A  very  fooliih  Face  with  a  long  Chin  at  end  on^t  : 
Item,  One  Pair  of  fhambling  Legs,  with  two  fplay'Feet 
belonging  to  them.     And^ — —fumma  totalis,  from  Head 

to.  Foot  all  my  Bodily  Apprcl- [To  Mercttry.'}   Weil, 

ybii  art  Sofia  i  there's  no  denying  it;  hut  what  atn  I  then? 
for  my  Mind  gives  me,  I  am  fe^C  Bqdv  ftilT,  if  I  Inicxv 
but  who  I 'ivere:'"  —  ■"' '   "*•   '••'-*- v^ 

L'ire. 


,  j.Mpri^,,WhqB,l  haveAJylind  to  be  Sofia  no  inoi;e.  ;W 

thou  irfey  ft  be  Sofia  again.  -  {^,.,-^i  \,  ,,,. ;  > 

;rA5^.J:liaye.|)ut  one  Rcqueft  more  tp  thce,  t^aty ;K5>agh 

•\Sipt  ^s-^StJia,  yetasa  Stranger,  I  may  go'irito  that  Koulj?* 

and  carry  a  civil  Mcflage  to  my  Lady. 
J-  .  M?jf.;J^Io,  Sirrah  V  not  being  Sq,7a,  yon  have  rto  Mef- 
^jf  .j^^'^liVcr,  nor  Lady  in  this  Hotite.  .[„ 

bxi^'^iThoa  canft. not  be  fo  barbarous,  to  let  me  lye  m 
j.rfie  Si^iects  all  Night,  after  fuch  a  Journey,  fihd  fuc^i.  ,,a 
Beating — r-and  therefore  I  am  refolv'd  to  kniw^c  at:,^^e 
P.oor  in  my  own  Defence. 
£^^  ;Af^rf.  .If  you  come  near  the  Door,  I  recal  my  Word, 

jT^AO^vl'''^^  °ff  ^'^^  Truce and  then  expc£l ', 

[Holds  up  hii- Cudgel. 

So/.  Nq\  the  Devil  take  me  if  I  do  expect: :  I  have  relt 
.  too  v.T^li  what  fowT  Fruit  that  Crab -tree  bears;  I'll  ra- 
ther beat  it  back  upon  the  Hoof  to  my  Lord  jiniphitryoai 
^  to  fee  if  he  -will  acknowledge  me  for  Sofia ;  if  he  docs 
not,  then  I  am  no  longer  his  Slave ;  there's  my  Freedom 
dearly  purchas'd  with  a  fore  drubbing  ;  if  he  docs  ac- 
,  knowledge  me,  then  I  am  Sofia  again ;  fo  far  'tis  tolera- 
bly wellj  but  then  I  fhall  have  a  fecond  drubbing,  for  an 
unfortunate  Ambaflador  as  I  am  j  and  that's  intolerable. 

[Exit  Sofia. 
Mercury  abne. 
I  have  fobb'd  off  his  Excellency  pretty  well.  Now  let 
him  return,  and  make  the  beft  of  his  Credentials.  I 
think  too  I  have  given  Jufiter  fufficient  time  for  his 
Confummation.  Oh,  he  has  taken  bis  Cuej  and  here 
he  comes  as  Icifurely,  and  as  lank,  as  if  he  had  empty^d 
himfclf  of  the  beft  Part  of  his  Almightifiiip.  '   / 

S  C  E  N  E    11. 

JBi/er  Jupiter  Uading  Alcmeria,  fallowed  by  Phaedri'.  '""^^ilrt 
rvith  Torches  before  them. 
7«f.Thofe  Torches  are  offenfive:  Stand  i\oo{:\TpthePales. 
For,  though  they  blefs  me  with  thy  heav'nly  Sight,[Ttf/^fr. 
They  may  difclofe  the  Secret  I  would  hide:     .  ;  f 

The  Ihebans  muft  not  know  I  have  been  herej 
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r«ftctujg  Crowds  woukCbfame  me  A^t  I  roWi'd      ,    ,^ 
Thefe.'  happy  MomenK  frbrtf  fny  '^pbWidc  Ghargc. 
To  Conieciine  torhy  defii'd  Embrace : 
And  I  could;  wifli  no  Witnefs  but  thy  felf ; 
For  thoo  thy  fclf  art  alt  1  Wifb  to  ^eafe. 

■^Icm.  So  long  an  Ab-fence,  and  fo  ftort  a  Stay !  .- 

^hat,  but  one  Night?  One  Night  of  joy  a^Loxsp,        4 
Could  only  pjj  one*  N  ight  of  Cares  ^d  Fears ;  -:^ 

And  all  thcTeftare  an  uncaBcell'd  Sum!  " 

C^jffe  «a this  Honour,-  arid  tiMs  publick  Fame; 
Would  you  had  lefs  of  both,  and  more  of  Love! 

Jttp.  Mcmem,  I  muft  go. 

Alcm.  Not  yet,  my  Lord. 

Ju^.  Indeed  I  muft. 

-4/<-»».  Indeed  you  (hall  not  go. 

Juf.  ^hcid  the  ruddy  Streaks  o'er  yonder  Hill,  ^ 

Thoic  are  the  Blufties  of  the  breaking  Morn,  ' 

That  kindle  Day-light  to  this  ncather  World.  -^ 

Alcm.  No  matter  for  the  Day,  it  was  but  made 
To  number  out  the  "Hours  of  bufie  Men. 
Let  'em  be  bu/Te  ftili,  and  ftill  be  wretched} 
And  take  their  fill  of  anxious  drudging  Day: 
But  you  and  I  will  draw  our  Curtains  cbfe,  ' 

Extinguifh  Day-light,  and  put  out  the  Sun : 
Ccme  back,  my  Lord,  in  taith  you  iliall  retire. 
You  have  not  yet  lay  long  enouigh  in  Bed, 
To  warm  your  widow'd  Side. 

f W.  l^Jide.']  I  find  my  Lord  is  an  excellent  Schooir^j 
maftcr,  my  Lady  is  fo  willing  to  repeat  her  Leflbn.  ".'  ■ 

Mete,  i^fr'de^  That's  a  plaguy  little  Devil;  what  a; 
roguifh  Eye  (he  has!  I  begin  to  Ike  her  (Irangely ;  f^c's * 
the  Perquifitc  of  my  Place  too ;  for  my  Lady's  V/aiti'ng-fi 
woman  is  the  proper  Fees  of  my  Lord's  Chief  Gentleman. " 
I  have  the  PriviJedgc  of  a  God  too;  I  can  view  her  na-j 
icd  through  all  her  deaths  —  Let  mc- fee— Let  m« 
Ice:  I  have  difcovcr'd  ibmething  that  pleafcs  me  already. 

Jw/i..  Let  me  not  live  but  thou  art  all  Enjoyment ! 
?o  charming  and  i^o  fvvcet. 
That  not  a  Night,  but  whole  Eternity, 
Were  well.onjjiloy'd 


To  We  tty  eaeli  pcrfoaion  as  it  «»^ht..  ^  •  t whiJe, 

j^.km.  tK/;^«?^»w,J  I'll  bribe  yoH  withthisKiisfo  fhy  a 
;;^«/>.  [Kjj^^/f'erJ  A  Bribe  iiuked  tiiac  ibomwiU  brmg 

But,  to  be  jufi,  Imuft  reftare  yoor  Bribtf.     ■   ^e  back. 

How  I  could  dwell  for  ever  on  thoie  Lips? 

0  I  cqd^  kife  'em  paJc  with  eagernei^ ! 

So  fof^  bf  Heav'n,  and  fucb  a  juicy  Sw«et, 
Thit  ripen'd  Peaclw^Wc  not  half  the  Flavour. 

j^cm.  Ye  niggar^  Gods  !  you make  oiw  X^i»e$  t»  ioflg;: 
You  fill  'etn  wrtb  DiicaJ&s,  Wj^nts  and  Woes,          " 
And  only  dafb  'etn  wkb  a  little  i-ove; 
Sprinkled  by  Fit?,  and  with  a  fiwing  H^nd : 
Count  all  our  Joys,  from  Childhood  ley'n  to  Age, 
prhey  would  bat  make  a  Day  of  ev'ry  Year : 
Take  bt<^^our  Jiy'niy  Years,  -(tte  Stint  of  Life) 
Or  elfe  !)2%'nd,  and  aam  the  Quinte(r^ce 
Of  fev'nty  Years*  into  iweet  fev'nty  Days : 
For  all  the.  r?ft  is  flat,  inijpid  Being. 

7«^.  But  yet  wie  icruple  pains  rae  at  JBy  Partingi 

1  love  fo  nicely,  that  I  cannot  Ipear 

To  owe  the  Sv/eets  of  Love  which  I  iave  taftcd» 
To  the  fubmiflive  Duty  of  a  Wife: 
Tell  mci  and  footh  my  Pafllon  e'er  I  po. 
That  in  the  jijjideft  Moments  of  the  Night, 
When  you  gave  up  your  Jfclf  to  Love  and  me, 
You  thought  not  of  a  Husband,  bat  a  Lover. 

^cai.  Bpt  tell  me  firft,  why  you  would  rajfe  a  Blo^i 
Upon  my  theeks,  by  askiiig  lijch  a  Qucftion  ? 

^ttp:  I  would  owe  nothing  to  a  Name  io  .dull       .    '- 
A^  riiisband  is,  but  to  a  Lover  aH.  f  Ni^M^> 

Jtlcm.You  lliould  have  ask'd  me  then,  when  Lowe  nyl' 
Arid  Privacy,  had  favour'd  your  Demau^J- 

-'5^^.  lask  it  now,  becaufe  my  Tcnderccfi 
Surp^lTcs  that  of  Husba^ids  for  their  Wives, 
O^'that  you  lov'd  like  nie!  then  you  wouid  find 
A  thoOurkl,  thooland  Ni<ccties  in  Love; 
The  common  Love  of  Sex  to  Sejf.is  brutal: 
But  Love  refia'd  wUi  tiancy  tfi  U  iejf 
Millions  of  gentle  Cares,  and  Cwcct  DiiqwcSfH.-  iiaw. >vs'' 
Tic  being  Happy  is  not  half  the  Joyj 
^^  H  J  W 


thrhc  manner  of  the  Happinefs  is^.t'^  >?r-  *^rti  ■  ^j,".^ 
In  me  (my  charming  Mijifcfs)  youbckold 
A  Lover  that  difdains  aJavyful  Titk  ; 
Such  as  of  Monarchsto  fucceffive  Thrones: 
The  generous  Lover  h9lds  by  Force  of  Arms  j-    _ 
And  claims  his  Crown  by  Conquefl.  -?  ';,..•■  cu  .;.t.n;..d  nm.,-^  ' 
oi  -y^f^-  jVlethinks  .you  ihou'd.  be  pleased, /l^i^^jm^ 
A  vertuous  and  modeftWife^can  give.    .  ";  u-\  ^r/j  ■    ^,:;;ij 
i  f^f^t-  ^°'  ""'  ^^^^  "^"y  Name  of  Wife  and  -Marriage 
Is  Poyfon  to  the  iearcft  Sweets  of  Love : 
.  To  pleafe  my  Niceners  you  rauft  feparate 
^  The  Lover  from  his  mortal  Foe,  the  Husband. 
„  Give  to  the  yawning  Husband  your  cold  Virtue; 
"  But  aU  your  vigorous  Warmth,  your  melting  Sighs, 
yopr  amorous  Murmurs,  be  your  Lover's  l^art.      .,  ^ 
"    '  Mem.  1  comprehend  ROt  what  you  meivjip-jj^orj'^^j 
But  only  love  me  ftill,  and  love  mx  thus,   .    . ' 
'And  thinlc  me  fuch  as  beft  may  pleafe  your  Thought. 

Jup.  There's  Myftery  of  Love  in  all  I  lay: 
Farewel ;  and  when  you  fee  your  Husband  next, 
Think  of  your  Lover  then. 
[Exemt ]op\ter  »fid  Akmena  feverally :  ThxdTafollffxis  her. 
Merc,  luilor.e.^  Now  I  fhould  follow  him  j  but  Love  Ms 
laid  a  Li  me- twig  for  me,   and  made  a  lame  God  of  me. 
Yet  why  fliould  I  love  this  ThAilra}    She's   Intereffed, 
and  a  Jilt  mto  the  Bargain.    Three  Thoufand  Years  hence, 
'   there  will  be  a  whole  Nation  of  fuch  Women,  in  a  -cr- 
tain  Country  that   will   be  calFd  Irance;    and  there's  a 
IJeighbour  Ifland  too,  where  the  Men. of  that  Country 
will  be  all  Intereft.    Oh  what  a  precious  Generation  will 
that  be,  which  the  Men  of  the  Ifland  fhall  propagate  out 
'■'■bf  the  Women  of  the  Continent?  ;  _ 

[Phsedra  re-enters]— knd  fo  mucli  for  Ttoph^fyj  for 
fhc's  here  again,  and  I  muft  love  her  in  fpight  of  me.. 
**^And  fince  1  muft,  I  have  this  Comfort,  that  the  greateft 
•^vWits  are  commonly  the  greateft  Cullies ;  bccaufe  neither 
"-bf  the  Sexes  can  be  wifer  than  fome  certain  Partis  about 
"  Vm  will  give  'cm  leave. 

pW.  Well  5'£,'/ii»,  and  hovy  go'' Matters  ? 
i4erc.  Ota  Army  is  Viiftorious, 


thid.  And  my  Servant  Judge  Grlpus  ?  "  '^  ^ 

Merc.  A  voluptHOUs  Gormand. 
"PhAd,  But  has  he  gotten,  whcrewitlwl  to  be  voluptuous, 
is  he  wealthy-?     -  ''       ■    '     > 

I'erc.  He'fo:is|ufticeashcufe^,  flfedCM^hetich  Rebels;, 
and  hangs  up  the  Poor.  ;  ,^  '    ; 

^•■■ihi^.  1%en  WBle  fie  has  ^omy;  he  m^  lil^c  L^ 
me.    Has  he  lent  nie;ii6 'Token?  ''"'■  "'"'  ''"'-•  '■■^f^'^ 

Jdefir  Yis,  iKiCs;  'and  by.the  fatiie  TbKtei,r-||n  to 
give  it, you,  as  a Kenicmbrance  ftom^iin.'  '    '' 

Ph*d.  How  now.  Impudence!  A  beggarly^ Serving.~maa 
prefume  to  kjfs  me  ? 

Merc.  Suppofe  I  were  a  God,  and  ftiou'd  make  Love 
to  you  ?  ,  ':.-./ 

Tbid.  Twou'd  firll  be  latisfy'd,  whether  you  were  a 
poor  God  or  a  rich  God. 

Merc,  ^uppofe  I  were  Mercury,  the  6od  of  Merchan- 
dileT'^  '  '  ,  ■      '■     , 

PW.  What,  the  God  of  fmall  Wares,  and 'Fripperies, 
of  Pedlars  and  Pilferers  ?  .    i         • 

Mer.  [uifide.'}  How  the  Gipfy  defpifes  me  ? 
fhiJ.  I  had  rather  you  wcie  Ilutus  the  God  of  Monj, 
or  Jupiter  in  a  Goiden  Showc; ;  there  was  a  God  for  us 
" '  Women  !    he  had  the  Art  of  making  Love :  Doft  thou 
think  that  iCings,   or  Gods  e!ther,  get  Miftreffes  by  their 
good  Faces?  no,  'tis  the  Gold  and  the  Prefents  they  can 
make ;  there's  the  Prerogative  they  have  over  their  fair 
Subjeds.  ,  >       , 
"''■  Merc.  Air  this  nptwithfla|ndlng,  I  mull  tell  you,  pretty 
*'^Th£dra,  1  am  defperately  in  love  with  you!,     . 
-''     Vhdul.  And  I  muft  tell  thee,  ugly  Sofm,.  thou  haft  not 

.^wherewithal  to  be  in  Love. 
^''*'  Merc,  ifes,  a  poor  Man  may  be  in  Lo/e,  I  hope. 
'jf^,  Th&J.l  grant  a  poor  Rogue  may  be  in  Love,  but' he 
can  never  make  Love  :  Alas  Sofia,  thou  haft  neither  Face 
to  invite  me,  nor  Youth  to  plcafe  me,  nor  Gold  to  bribe 
me  :  Andbelides  all  this  thou  h^ft  a  Wife,  poor  miferaiile 
iojia  !  What  ho  Bromia^ .'    ^,    ,'    '  .. 

"     Merc.  O  thou  merciicfs  Creature,  .Why  doft  thou  cy«- 
jure  up  that  Spright'of'aWife?  / 

Hid 


^^  A  tip  mi  r^r6k. 

i-.^^-^-To/l'l  niy.ft^f-ftft}»a»  P»ii  oftrpdbr  Dover*: 
Since  you  are  fo  lovingly  difpos'd,   I'll  put  you  togejhcr, 
a^^'.^^t^eyour^Fyry  Dpon  your  <Jwti  WecHock  :  What 
Br:>r?i!a-,  I  fay,,  ma^^e  hafte  j  here's  a  VeOei  of  yocts,  tidl 
••  th2t>  going  ofF  without  paying  Duttes. 
Since  thou  wilf  n^t  ier  me  fteaiCwftoTOi  fheflia!]- 
havc  s.l  the  Cargo  I  have  gotten  m  the  .Wars,"' but  thou 
^W^A  have  lent  me  a  little  Creek  to  rmuggrffiin., 
•d  ff"^'  ,^^^^'  ^^^'  have  you  gotten,  goocl'  Gefttltman 
-Soldier,  headesa  Legion  oF».  ■■■    u        [knatf  her  ^f^s 
:,^  Mfrc.  When  the  Enemy  was  tooUd,  1  fcafl  the  Fhiodei^ 
ing  of  a  Tent.  1     .-      "  1     • 

;  fh^.  That's  to  fay,  a  Houfe  of  Canras,  with  Mov«- 

KcsotStraw:  m^ke  h4fte.J!ri(7W<i-F— a: 

Mere.  But  it  was  the  General's  own  Tcfit. 

PW.  Youdurftnot  %ht  I'm  certain;  and  therefore- 

fiwe  laft  in,    when  the  rich  Plunder  w«  gone  before 
arid. ."Will  you  come,  Bromin  ?  .^: 

Mete.  Prithee  do  not  call  fo  lou4  :-■■■  — ^ A  fereat 

Goblet  that  holds  a  Gallon.  •  >  ■, 

.    PW.  Of  what  was  that  GoMet  made .'  anfwer  quickly, 

/or  I  am  juft  calling  very  loud"    ■        Bro — -«:  ,, 

Men.  Of  beaten  Gold.    Now  call  aloud,  if  thod  d^ 
,l»ot  like  the  McttaJ.         .  .  '      !  -.-  ,  ii  « 

■ -^^hed.  Bixmm.  V^fT'fifitj^ 

Iderc.  That  fttuts  in  this  Fafhion,  ^?^•ith  his  Anms  a,ki«& ' 
bo,  like  a  City  Magtftrate ;  and  a  great  bouncing  Bdly; 
like  an  Hoftefs  with  Child  of  a  Kilderkin  of  Wine.  Now 
.iwhaffay  you  to  that  Prefent,  Hjidra  ? 

JPh^d.  Why  t  am  confideiing 

'V'iliffrf.  What,  1  prithee  ?         -■>>'{  i;- 

■Ph^d.  Why,  how  to  dividb  tbfc  ftrtfiocfs  equalljr  j  to 
take  the  Gift,  and  refufc  the  Giver,  thou  aft  fo  damm- 
fcly.  ugly  and  lb  old. '  •  ■:■■-/ A     ■      ,,'-.' 

r  Klerc.  lApde.']  J>iciVv  the  Devil  take^j^^iw^.  for  caafiA 
ning  mc  to  this  ungodly  Shape  to. Day! 
£ut  Cripui  is  as  old  and  as  ugly  too. 

Ph«id.  But  Gripus  is  a  Perioa  of  Quality,  and  my  La- 
ty'i  Unde,  and  if  heir.arnes  me,  I  flialitale  P&te  of  my 
l.juiy.    Hark,  your  Wife!  Ihe  has  feat  hei-  Tongue  be- 
fore 


■Sremroachirrg;  '■■-:  -^     -''^■^■'-'  v:'3"!^K>rot  -ni;  ::o7  :^vx. 
"  Mct-c.  -Yei,ti»f  thy  St^^?4i(gV  Hhai*  llheefor  tt :  O  Iio^ 
I  fliou'd  hate  thee  now,  ff  1  coti'd  ie2ivel6ving  theef    '^ 

P/7^/  Not  a  Wor^  bf  thfe  de^r  GoWch  €rt>lct,  ai  yoii 
'i»pe'ToP-«.ybu  know  ■^hatv  Sofj4r; :'    '-''.'       ■ 

Wft^Ycti  give  bid'Ho^f*!  theh^— i-         '■' 

P^<e(i/.i  N'ot<abfd!«tcly-Hope  neither;  but  Gold  is  a  great 
Cordial  in'  iLov^  Matftt-^;^  artd  the  more  you  ^pply  pf  ir, 
tile  b<^ttTi-»'r^{u<6y?.]  I  am  honeftj  that's  ccrtaiii';  Btit 
-whett'l  wdgh  my  Honefty  agajnft  the  GoblitV  I  am'not 
quite  refoiv'd  on  which  Side  the  Scale  will  turn. 

■  <"^  ■•'''"■'  '      [Bx/f  Phtcdra. 

Merc.  [jilouJryPtreWti  H^tra  i  remember  mc  to  rtiy 
Wife,  and tdtihg  f^''-  ■';: '  > 
gTol->:!"'n'  f?"..".  •^•..■■^  ■  0 a&rteji  BlWmia. 
t-  irt;7f.  T€l^he^•  whatl  Traytor  !  that  you  are  going  ^- 
way  without  feeing  her.  '  ['"■'■• 

'  Mert.  That  I  am  doing  my  Duty,  And  fbllbwhijg'W 
Mafter.  '        '   ' 

Bfni.  XJmph — (b  brisk  too!  your  Mafter  did  his  Ihity 
to  my  Lady  before  he  parted  :  He  cou'd  leave  his  Army 
in  the  Lurcft;  arid  come  galloping  home  at  Midnight,  to  have 
a  lick  at  the  Honey-Pot;  and  Real  to  Bed  as  quietly  as  a* 
<iy  Monfe,  I  warrant  you :   My  Mafter  knew  what  be- 

l6rtg*d  to  a  marry'd  Life;  but  you,  Sirrah — -Yoa 

Trencher-carrying  Raskal,  you  worfe  than  DurighiJ- 
@ocfiE  r  that  flood  clapping  your  Wings  and  crowing  Widh- 
out  Doors,  when'  you  jhou'd  have  been  at  Rooft,  you 
Villain: 

Itierc.  Hold  your  Peace,  Dame  Tartlet,  and  leave  your 
^ckliugT  My  Mafter  charg'd  me  to  Hand  Gentry  v;ithDut 
Doors.         '         .    ,     .  <  .  ■    ^.■l;.t 

'Bro.  My  Mafter  !  I  dare  fwear  thou  belyJft  him,  nij^ 
Mafter "S-mQre  a- Gentleman  than  to  lay"fuch.an  unreafea- 
able  Command  upon  a  poor  diftrefled  marry.'d  Goupd^ 
and  after  fuch  an  Abfcnce  too.  No,  thei-e's  no  Comp^ 
wfon  between  my  Mafter  and  thee,  thou  Sueak^y.      5. 

ISerc.  No  more  than  there  is  betv</^ixt  my  Lady  and 
you,  BremM.  You  and  I  have  had  our  time  in  a  civilwajr;; 

S^oute, 


htt  Amphitryon. 

Spoufe,  and  muck  good  Love  has  been  befe#btt  us  5  but 
we  have  been  married  fifteen  Years,  I  take  it }  and  thit 
hoighty  toighty  Bufinefs  ought,  in  Co^fticnce,  to  be 
over.  ■    _      -  ■  •  ■  -    ^-  '  '.,Si. 

Brt.  Marry  come  up,  my  fawcy  Companion !  I -am 
neither  old,  nor  ugly  enough  to  have  that  iaid  to  me, 

■Merc.  But  vrill  you  hear  Reafon,;  Bromiii  ?  My  Lofd  ^tii 
-tliy  Lady  arc  yet  in  a  manner  Bride  -and  Btidegroom  ; 
they  are  in  Honey  Moon  ftill;  do'but  think  in  Decency 
what  a  Teft  it  wou'd  be  to  the  TFamily,  to  fte  two  vene- 
rable old  maarried  People,  lying  fnug  in  a  Bed  together, 
and  iighing  out  fine  tender  Things  to  one  another ! 

£r9.  How  now,  Traytor,  dar'ft  thou  maintain  that  I 
am  paft  the  Age  of  having  fine  Things  faid  to  me?  h^-  " 

Merc.  Not  io,  my  Dear  j  but  certainly  I  am  paft  t^ 
Age  of  faying  'em. 

Bro.  Thou  deferv'il  not  to  be  yok'd  with  a  Woman  of 
Honour,  as  I  am,  thou  perjur'd  Villain. 
..  Merc,  hj,  you  are  too  much  a  Woman  of  Honour,  to 
Tcfj  Sorrow  j  many  a  poor  Husband  wou'd  he  gla^  to 
compound  for  iefs  Honour  in  his  Wife,  and  more  Quiet. 
Prithee  be  but  honeft  and  continent  in  thy  Tongue,  and 
do  thy  worll  with  every  Thing  elfe  about  thee. 

Bro.  Thou  woud'ft  have  a  Wonuo  of  the  Town, 
vvou'dft  thou !  to  be  always  {peaking  my  Husband  fair, 
to  make  him  digefthis  Cuckoldom  more  eafily;  Woud'ft 
thou  be  a  WittoJ,  with  a  Vengeance  to  thee?  I  am  re- 
foiv'd  I'll  fcour  thy  Hide  for  that  Word. 

,    .     ;   ;  \Holds  up  her  Ladk  at  him. 

Merc.  Thou  wilt  hot  ftrike  thy  Lord,  and  Ausband, 
tvilt  thou  ? 

Bro.  Since  thou  wilt  none  of  the  Meat,  'tis  but  Jufticp 
to  give  thee  the  Baftings  of  the  Ladle.  '" ,  "'      ■  ' 

{She  coturfes  him  about  ^ 

Mercury^  naming  ttbout.  [Afide7\  Was  ever  poor  Deity 
fo  Henpttk'd  :.s  I  am !  nay,  then  'tis  time  to  charm' her 

ailecp  with  rriy  enchanted  Rod before  I  am  di&rac'd 

or  ravilh'd, '     '  . 

[TlHchs  out  his  Cadsteeus  andfirikes  her  upon  the 
Sho:tldir  with  it. 


^.J5rp;iy^«.'r  caift  thoai  rebelling  againft  thy-,  anoio  ted 

^if^? .I'll  Kxials^  tliee -how now' r W^^'^'  ^*^ 

ijic.I^oguebevyjtch'd  me!  I  grow  dull  and  ftupid  on  the 

£i(jjerj_ , —  I  can  neither  ftir  Hand  nor  Foot  I 

aoji  juft  like  him .;  I  have  loft  the  Ufe  of  all  my— Mem- 
bers'T — -  [Yarvnhig. 1  -r^^l  can't  fo  much  as  wag  my 
JlTongue-Trineithev,  ,«ad,th^*s  thelaft  live— ing  Part  about- 

a-.,-,,Woman4TT— r-  l^^^^^  ^^<^^' 

•;.<;,•       Mercury  alone.  -^, 

Lord,  what  hav«!  I  fuffer'd,  fop  being  but  a  counterfeit 
marry'd  Man  one  Day!  If  ever  I  come  to  this  Houfc>  as 

aHusbandagain— ^then and  yet  that  then  wasaLyc 

too ^  For  while  I  and  in  Love  with  this  young  Gipfy, 

Thidra,  I  muft  return —But  lie  thou  there,    thou 

Type  oifmo;  thourthatwant'ft  nothing  of  her  Tongue, 
but  the  Immortality..  If  Juftter  ever  let  thee  fet  Foot 
jn  Heaven,  funo  will  have  a  rattling  Secondof  thee  j  and 
there  will  never  be  a  fair  Day  in  Heaven  or  Earth  after 

it.  ,        r     i 

For  two  fuch  Tongues  will  break  the  Poles  afunder  j 
And,  hourly  fcoldingj  make  perpetual  Thunder. 

[E;v/;  Mercyry. 


A  C  T    m.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

SCENE,  before  Amphitryon^  Palace. 

Amphitryon  md  Sofla. 
uf;w])^.XJOW  Sirrah,  follow  me.  into  the  Houfe,  thou 
JLN,  fhajc  be  convihc'd  at  thy  own  Coft,  Villain! 
"what  horrible  Lyes  haft  thou  told  me!  fuch  Improbabili- 
ties, fuch  Stuff,  fuch  Nonfcnfe! — that  the  Monfter  with 
tw.9  ioi^g  Hoais,  that  frighted  the  great  K;mg,  and  the 
Devil  at  the,  Stcpe-cuiters,  are  Truths  to  ihefe. 

,Sfif.  J_  am  but  a  Slave,   and  ycu  are  Maftcr  j  and  a  poor 
Man  is  always  to  lye,  when  a  rich  Man  is  pltas'd  to 

contradid 


1 9i  I  Am  V  nrrn  f  o  wT^ 

contradiA  Kino : '  bnf  as  fore  as  this  is  oar  Hoiife—*— .i-^r. W 

.Amph.  So  fure  'tis  thyPJactof Execurian.  Titouartriot  » 
ma4c  tot' lying  ndtfacr.^  ,  3.iT     -  ^^-^ 

Sof.  That's  certain:  for  aD-  my  NeigWjours  fiy  I  hsvt^ 
anioneft  Face;  or  elfe  they  woii'd  oe?ercall  me  Cudk3 
<rid,  as  they  do.  ,  -.  .       -«?> 

.^fcrtA-  I  mean"  th«i  haft  not  Wit  enough  l»imfcc  F^ 
Lie,  that  will  hang  tt^ther :    thou  haft  frt  up  a  ^fade,'" ' 
that-thou-haft  not  Stod^  enough  to  manage:  Otl^i I 
had  but  a  Crab-tree  Cudgel  for  thy  Sake !  -         v.   „ 

Sff.  Haw,  a  Cudgel,  fiiid  yod!  the  Devil  tike  yupifi^ 
for  inrenting  that  hard-heartcJ,  mercilcfi,  knt^y  W6o^-ch 

.limph.  The  Bitterncfs  is  yet  to  come:  tibtt  haft  h^-^ 
but  a  half  Dofe  of  it.  "  -aii 

Sof.  I  was  never  good  at  fwallowing  Phyfi<*-  an^ltiy 
Stomach  wambles  at  the  very  Thought  of  it:  Buf;  iPr^X 
muft  have  a  ftcond  Beating,  in  Confeience  let  mt  ih-i^ 
firftj  that  I  may  (how  you  the  black  and  blue  Streaks  up-  'n 
on  my  Sides  and  Shoulders.    I  am  fure  I  ruffer'd  tbefli^  "^ 
in  your  Service.  "^o 

.Ampb.  To  what  Purpofe  wou'd'ft  theu  (how  them? 

Sof.  Why  to  the  Purpofe  that  you  may  not  ftrike  me  l, 
upon  the  fore  Places  :   and  that  as  he  heat  mc  laft  Night '  « 
crofs  ways,  fo  you  wou'd  pleafe  to  beat  me  long-ways; 
to  make  clean  Work  on't,  that  at  leaft  my  Skin  mayloofc?^* 
like  Checgucr-work,  liif 

jimph.  This  Requeft  is  too  reafonabje  to  be  refus'd^"^!* 
but,  all  Things  may  be  done  in  Order,  tell  me  over  agaif^ 
the  fame  Story,  with  all  the  Circumftances  of  thy  Gom^t. 
miffion:  that  a  Blow  may  foltow  in  due  Form  for  evcrf-^ 
Lie.    To  Repetition,  Rogue,  to  Repetition.  'i 

Sof  No,  it  ftiall  be  all  a  Lie  if  you:  pieaf^  and  Ilk  cat«-ii 
my  Words  to  fave  my  Shoulders.  .1  --'V^  at 

uimph.  Ay,  Sirrah,  now  you  find  "you ^e  to"be  ^\{i~ 
provxJ;  bur  'tis  too  kte  :  'to  Repetition,  Rt^e,  to  Re-^ 
pctitioni.  '.  .  -^e 

50/  With  aH  my  Hearty  to  any  RepSrrition  but  the 
Cuc^el:  but  wQu'd  you  be  pleas'd  »o  anfwer  me  one  ci- 
vil Queftion  ?  Am  1  to  ufe  Complailance  to. you,  as  to  a 
great  Perfon,,  l^^t  will  have  aH  Things  Jaiils-jtaur  «wi> 

Way  J 


Viy.»Mttr*Tft't  W  tcft  yoH  the  nakrd  Truth  alort^' WiAf^> 
ou|-tW:,Cffr«rft'oir)f><»f  jt farther  Beating*  "^ 

jbrt^.  Nothing  but  the  Truth,  anf  the  whole  Trutk  ^ -^ 
feJKitf?  8h»e>  €u(§ca-;  ^V  Mt  ■'  r   '  '  '' 

5!^',rTlwfc'f'tfetxlMTtn'it-eof?clirfton  of  a;  Sentence  :    bat   ' 

ffnce  it  muft  be  fo Pack  and  Sides,  at  your  own    • 

Peglijji.m  ffi  l^ieuftfrbin  the  Port  if*'an  unlucky  Houiis 
thci#»«ll5'£^^Wi  *f:K Uthttinveloping  the  Hemifpbere.—    ■ 

^^.  •:^StrHiBS:-idaL]  Imprimis,  For  Fiiftiaii  : ' 

now  proceed. 

Se/,  I-ftaad  correiaed:  In  phin  Profe  then,  I  went 
darkHogs  and  w^iiftiing,  to  keep  mf  feif  from  being  a- 
fis^di  piUmbiing  Curlts  betwixt  my  Teeth,  for  b^ni^- 
fent  at  fuch  an  unnatural  Time  of  Night.  ;'"'  '  '^  -• 

^iwi^.  HoKv'*'  Strrah  ,■  ctnfin|r  and  fwearing^  againft 
yofp^^orsdiand.  Mailer !  take———  '  ^Going  lofirika. 

■toCfJ^oM,  Sir,  '•'■«  '  ■  pray  confider,  if  this  be  not  un- 
reaStnabJ?, ;  to  ftrike  me  fcr  telling  the  whole  Truth, 
whpn  you  c<>nin^ndcd  me-.  I'll  fail  into  my  old  Dog-trot 
of  Lying  again,  if  this  muft  come  of  plain  deahng. 

ulmfh.  To  avoid  Impertinences,  make  an  End  of  your 
Joiirney;  and  comcto  iheHoufe:  what  found  you  there 
a  God's  Name?    r-,  a 

Sof.  I  came  thither  in  no  God's  Naitie  at  aQj  but  !*;••> 
th<^  pevir*  Name,  I  fbund  bcfwe  the  Door  a  fwingmg 
Fellow,  with  all  my  Shapes  and  Features  j  and  accoutred 
alf9in.my  Habit.         -      :• 

Anffh.  Who  was  that  FeDow  ? 

Sof.  Who  fliou'd  it  be,  but  another  Sofia!  a  certain 
Kind  of  other  Me :  who  knew  all  my  unfortunate  Com- 
milfion,  precifcly,  to  a  Word,  as  w^ell  as  I  Sofin;  as  being 
feofrby;  your ,  feJf  from  the  Port,  upon  the  fiime  Errand 
to  Aldnaut. 

-<l^^  What^o&  Abfordities  are  thefc! 

Sef\_Q  LGrd>  O  Lord,  what  Abfurdities !  as  plain  as 
any  PackftafT.  That  other  Me,  had  poftcd  himfcjf  there 
before  me,  me.  You  wo'n't  give  a  Man  Leave  to  fpeak 
poetically  now ;  or  ei[c  1  wou'd  fay,  that  I  was  arriv  d 
at  the  Dioor,  jnll  before  I  came  thither. 

Am^.  This  muft  either  be  a  Dream,  orDiunkenncfe, 


\€8<J  AmPHITH  YOl^. 

or  MadiieTs  irfthe*.    Leave  your  Bufibonmg  and  Lyiflg-, 
I  am  not  in  Huiriour  to  bear  itj  Sirrah.  ■    m  i.M 

Sof.  I  wdu'd  you  fliou'd  know  I  Icorn  a  Lie,  aiuiaih 
a  Man  of  Honour  in  every  thing,  bnt  juft  Fighting.  ■! 
■teii  you  once  again  in  plain  Sincerity,  and  Simplicity  "of 
Heart,  that  before  laft  Night  I  never  took  my  fcif  but  for 
one  iingle  individual  Sojia;  biit,  comingito^our  Door,  I 
found  my  feJf  I  know  not  how  divided,  and"  as- «  were 
iplit  into  twQ.%?/>^.:  a  c         _,    ,,,,.»  .   i    .^ 

uimph.  Leave  Buffooning!'.  T^^feetyou  woil^  'makcme 
laugh,  but  you  play  the  Fool  icurviJy.  >    . 

Sof,  That  may  be  :  but  if  I  am  a  Fool,  I  am  not  die 
only  Foo!  in  this  Company. 

Amph.  How  now  Impudence!  I  fhall— — — 

Sof.  Be  not  in  Wrath,  Sir :  I  meant  not  you  :  I  can- 
rtOiT  poiT.hly  be  the  only  Fool;  for  if  I  am  one  Fool,  I 
muft  cei  tainly  be  two  Fools  ;  bccaufe,  as  I  toki  you,  I 
am  doi:l  le. 

■Am^h.  That  one  fhou'd  be  two,  is  very  probable  .^ 

Sof.  Have  you  not  feen  a  Sixpence  fplit  into  two 
Halves,  by  ibme  ingenious  School-boy;  which  bore  on 
either  Side  the  Imprcilion  of  the  Monarch's  Face  ?  Now, 
as  thofe  Moieties  were  two  Three-pences,  and  yet  ia 
Effe.'r  but  one  Six-pence. 

Am^h.  No  more  of  your  villanous  Tropes  and  Figures. 

Sof.  Nay,  if  an  Orator  mull  be  dilarm'd  of  his  Simi- 
litudes.  

Amph.  A  Man  had  need  of  Patience,  to  endure  this 
Gibbcrifli:  be  brief,  and  come  to  a  Conclaflon. 

Sif.  What  wou'd  you  have,  Sir  ?  I  came  thither,,  but 
the  t'other  I  was  there  before  me :  for  that  there  was  two 
I's,  is  as  certain,  as  that  I  have  two  Eyes  in  this  Head  of 
mine.  This  I,  that  am  here,  was  weary:  the  t'other  1/ 
was  frefh:  this  I  was  peaceable^  and  t'other  I  was  a 
hedloring  Bully  L 

Amph.  And  thou  cxpe<Sl'ft  I  fliou'd  believe  thee? 

Sof.  No,  I  am  not  fo  unreafbnablc :  for  I  cou'd  never 

have  believ'd  it  my  feif,  if  1  had  not  been  well  beaten 

into  it  :   But  a  Cudgel  you  know,  is  a  convincing  Ar- 

gumetit  ia  a  brawny  Ftft:  What  fhail  I  iay,  but  that  I 

;  V  ^  was 


5vas  Jpcinspt^d  at  Mil  ttt  acknpv^'lcdge  ■  hny,  CtMl  \  I  found 
•that  he  was  very  I,  without  Fraudi  Cozeni  or  Deceit. 
'iBefides,  I  ticw  d  my  &lf,  as  in  a  Mirror,  from  Head  to 
iFpoti:  He  was  handlbme,  of  a  noble  Prelcncc,  a  charm - 
!trg.  Air,  iooTe  and-fvee  in  all  his  Moeious.  Andiawhe 
^wasjib  much  I,  that  I  ftioii'd.have  Reafon  to  be  better 
£fe>:i«iir(i  with  my;  ©wa.P*rfe>n,,if  hisoHa«d5,ha«^^|Jot  baon 
.Asii<!tlft  of.  the  heaViefh;  v   -■•  j.,/'    ;,tm  i' v..i  -v;  b.i.'ol 

Amlih.  Once  again  to  a  Conclufion:'  Say  you  pifiy  by 
db*n5i){and  entred  into  the  Houfe. 

Sof.  I  sm  a  Friend  to  Truth,  and  fay  no  fuch  Thing: 
He  defended  the  Door,  and  I  could  not  enter.  ' 
Amfh;  How,  not  enter! 

Sof.  WJiy,-how  fliou'd  I  eater  !>  unlefs  I  were  a  Spright 
to  glide  by  him,  and  flioot  my  Teif  through  Locks*  and 
iBoits,  and  two  Inch-Boards  ?  ,     ,    ■ 

1     Amph.  G  Coward!  Did'ft  thou  not  attempt  to  pafi'it 
So/.  Yes,  and  was  repuls'd  and  beaten  for  my  Paiusi* 
-4'»/'^.  Who  beat  thee? 
So/..  I  beat  Me. 

uimph.  Didft  thou  beat  thy  felf ? 
Scf.  I  don't  mean  /,  here :  but  the  abfent  Me  beat  me 
here  prefcnt. 

j^mph.  There's  no  End  of  this  intricate  Piece  of  Non- 
fenfc 

So/.  'Tis  only  Nonfenfe,  becaufe  I  fpeak  it  who  am  a 
poor  Fellow  j    but  it  wou'd  be  Senfe ,    and  fubftantial 
Senfe,  if  a  great  Man  faid  it,  that  was  back'd  with  a 
Title,  and  the  Eloquence  of  Ten  Thoufand  Pounds  a  Year. 
Amph.  No  morei  but  let  us  enter:  Hold;  my  Alcme- 
.na  is  coming  out,  and  has  prevented  me!  how  ftrangely 
'iavili  fhe  be  fuipriz'd  to  fee  me  here.  To  unexpectedly ! 
''  -     •■       £nter  Akmer\&  and  ?hxdi a.  ..  ■ 

^c.]lTo  Fhsd.}  Make  Hafte  after  me  to  the  Temple; 
that  we  mav  thank  the  Gods  for  this  glorious  Succds, 
•which  .Atnphittym  has  had  againft  the  Rebels, 
O  Heavens!  .  iSeeing  him. 

rijfyn^b.TlaoCc  Heav'njf,  and  all  their  bleft  Inhabitants, 

,-5    ■•"••■  '    '         i  .{Sttlpttinghtr, 

Granti.;«l3i^.die  fwcct .Rewarder  of  my„ Pains .        :.  ■>:: 

May 


i8g  AMffi|5ir%^9«f-A 

May  ftill  be  kind,  as  oa.our-Nuj«wl^#Vb"  -  .'  r  r^.r- 
Jlan^  Sofoon  retmn'd !  .  •  -.  -  r  ■;  :  ;  T  -'  t^lii'k 
jbnph.  So  fooa  return'd!  Is-thjU?  ^gyvWdcome  h«n^^ 

So  foon  returnU  fays  1  am  come  unwifb'd.  ;    .  r       - 
This  is  no  Language  of  ddlring  Love :  -r,  bo?  ^    •    - 
Love  reckons  Hours,  for  Klooths,  .-and pays  fcr  Yearp^Tui 
And  ex^ery  little  Abfencc  is- an  Age".-     .  -  onisH. 

w4Zf»»,  WhAtfaysiny  Lpid?  .  .  '  >&■ 

Amlh.  No,  my  Aloneiia,  nor..'.    ,  ,,'..  ,;•.•■  ,■.  - 
True  Love,  by  i«  Tmpauence  meafures  Tiine,,     ay^'^.v.. 
And  the  dear  Objed  never  comes  too  fcon.  .^14  .*r4V^ 

Alcm.  Nor  ever  came  you  fo,  nor  ever  (haJl-f 
But  you  your  felf  ar«  chang'd  from  what  yow  wcrt, 
Pali^  in  Defires,  and  -furfeited  of  Blifsj 
Not  fo  I  met  you  at  your  iaft  Return  i 
When,  yefternight,  I  flew  into  your  Arms, 
And  melted  in  you»  warm  Embrace.  ;  ^ 

jimph.  How's  this  ?  . 

Alcm.  Did  not  my  Soul  ev'n  fparkle  at  my  t.ye%     ; 
And  (V.oot  it  felf  into  your  much  lor'd  Bofora  ? 
Did  I  not  tremble  with  Excefs  of  Joy  ?      . 
Nay  agonize  with  Pleafure  at  your, fight,  qu  ■ 

With  luch  inimitable  Pfoofs  of  Paffjoa,  %. 

As  no  falfe  Love  could  feign!  I  A 

Amph.  What's  this  you  tell  me  ?       ^  nk 

Alcm.  Far  fhort  of  Truth,  by  Heav'n ! 
And  you  return'd  thofe  Proofs  with  Ufuryi  -jj/i 

And  left  me,  with  a  Sigh,  at  Break  of  Day. 
Have  you  forgot? 

Amph.  Or  have  you  dreamt,  Akmena  ?  >  ' 

Perhaps  fome  kind,  revealing  Deity,  yVT 

Has  whifper'd  in  your  Sleep,  the  pleafin.g  ineyyl         bnh 
Of  my  Return i  and  you  beliey'd  it  real!        .  '    >AT 

?erhaps  too,  in  your  Dream,  you  us'd  me  kindly  j 
And  my  preventing  Image  jeap'd  the  Joys    ■ 
You  meant  awake  to  me.  t     r-  »j     '^' 

Mem.  Some  melancholy  Vapour,  fure,  haslettd  '..-^ 
Your  Brain,  Amphitryon,  and  di(|.urb'd  yoUT  Sepfe:        ,T 
Or  yefternight  is  not  fo  kmg  »  time,' .    ,.  i^ 


But  you  migKt'^rrem<ftail)er;  ?ijd  not  force 

An  hoijeft  Blu/h  into  mv  glowing  Checks, 

#6r  that  v^\\\th  hv/M  Marriage  makes  no  Crinie, 

yimph.:lthe.nk  you  for  my  melancholy  Vapour. 

.jik.  'Tis  bat  a  jfti'ft  requital  for  my  Dream, , 

P^<e^.,I  find  my  Mifter  took  too  much  of  t^  Cre*. 

ture'litft'  Ntgftt,  {.i^uit/]  and  itdw  is  angling  for  a  Quarrel 

that  no  more  may  be  ejejJeifted  frofn  him  to  Night,  wjiea 

he  has  no  Aflets.  [/»  the  metm  thm  Amph,  i)id  Afc. 

Tvdk  by  themfehes,  and  frown  at  eath  other  as  thgj  ttnet^ 

^mph.  Ybti  dare  not  juftify  k  to  my  Face. 

Alcm.  Not  what  ? 

uimph.  That  I  return'd  before  this  Hour, 

^Iczn.  Yoa  dw-c  not,  fure,  tJeny  you  came  lad  Nigbt, 
And  fiaid  till  Break  of  Day. 

jimph.  O  Impudence!  — -  Why  S(^^ti ! 

Sof.  Nay,  lilj  hothit^j  for  all  Things  here  may  go 
by  Enchantment  (as  they  did  with  me^  for  ought  I  know. 

Alcm.  Speak,  fhadrA,  Was  he  here  ? 

FkttJ.' Yon  know.  Madam,  I  am  but  a  Chamber-maid j 
and  by  my  Place,  I  am  to  forget  all  that  was  done  over 
Night  in  Love-Matters,—— unlefsmy  Mafter  plealc  to  rub 
up  my  Memory  with  another  Diamond. 

Af?if^.  Now  in  the  Name  of  all  the  Gods,  Alcmtnn, 
A  little  recoiled  your  fcatter'd  Thoughts, 
And  weigh  what  you  have  faid. 

Alcm.  I  wrigh'd  it  well,  Amfhitrym,  e'er  I  Qpcktx 
And  ihe,  and  Bmnia,  all  the  Slaves  and  Servants, 
Gam  witnefs  thty  beheld  you,  when  you  canie. 
If  other  Proof  were  wanting,  tell  me  how 
I  came  to  know  your  Fight,  your  Viftory, 
The  Death  of  Pterelasy  m  fingle  Combat  ? 
And  farthW,  from  whole  Hands  I  had  a  Jewel, 
The  Spoils  of  him  you  flew. 

J4»^^^■%i^5  is 'amazing! 
Have  I  ah-eady  given  you  thofe  ©iimoflds. 
The  Prefent  I  referv'd  ? 

Alcm. 'TIS -m  odd  Queftkjn* 
You  fee  t  wear  'cm ;  look, 
Amph.  ls(ow  aofwWTi  'Sofifn 


Sof.  Yes,  now  I  can  anAvcr  with  a  fafe  Confciencc,  as  ^ 
to  that  Point,   all  the  reft  may  be  Art  Magidkj'  but,  0' 
for  the  DiarrifmdF,  here  th(?y  are,  under  fife  CxiSkodf. 
Alcm.  Then  what  are  theie  upon  my  Arm  ?     [T»  Sb(<li^ 
Sof.  Flints,  or  Pibbbte^  or  fomc  fuck  Truffipery  of  %»- 
chanted  Stones-:  ;   '     -   -       •     '-  '-■'  •  ."uy  /;.-   ;    :j:^H 
Vhtd.  They  fay,  the  Proof  of  atfucDfamdndk  toglit-T 
'.  ter  in  the  Dark;   I  think  my  Mafter  had  beft  ttkt  tef^ 
Lady  into  {btri^  By-cOrftiMfi'«fad'>&y^-Tyhofc  Diaifto0iii^**illii 
fparklebeft.  '   *'  ■":-'"-  ^  -'^■^i  ^n-r^r.-  w-^-.-Hf 

Sof.  Yet  now  I  think  on'f,  Madaflflj  did' iMt' a  certain 
Friend  of  mine  prefent 'em  to  you ?  ^    '■  '''- 

Alcm.  'Vhat  Friend? 

Sof.  Why  snotl-ier  Sofn,  one  that  made  hioaielf  5*^  in 
my  defpight,  cnJ  alio  Unfofiatcd  me.  I 

./4»j^^/S:nah,  '-Ave  your  naufeous  Nonfenfej   break o^A 
peh  the  Sea',  and  take  out  the  Diamonds. 

Sof.  More  Words  than  one  to  a  Bargain,  Sir;  I  thank 
you  :  That's  no  part  of  Prudence  for  me  to  commit  Bur- 
glary upon  the  Seals :  Do  you  look  firft  upon  the  Signer, 
and  tell  me  in  your  Confcience,  v/hcthcr  the  Seals  be  not 
as  firm  as  when  you  clapt  the  Wax  upon  them.  '  ■ 
Amph.  The  Signature  is  firm.  [Looking 

Sof.  Then  take  the  Signature  into  your  owr»  Cufltody, 
and  open  itj  for  I  will  have  nothing  done  at  my  jwdper 
Peril.  [Giving  him  the  Cmiret. 

Amph.  O  Heav'ns  !  here's  nothing  bur  an  empty  Space, 
the  Neft  where  they  were  laid.  [Brewing  ofsathe  Seal. 
Sof.  Tlion  if  the  Birds  arcllo-wn,  the  Fault's  not  mine; 
iiere  has  been  iitK  conjuring  Work;  or  elle  the  feweJ, 
knowing  to  whoni  it  (hou'd  be  given,  took  Occafion  ro 
fteal  our,  by  a  natural  Inftin6l,  and  ty'd  it  fcif  ro  that 
pretty  Arm. 

Amph.  Can  this  be  poffib.'c! 

Sof.  Yes,  very  poflible-.  You,  my  Lord  Amphitryoth, 
may  have  brought  forth  another  Yxiu  my  Ldrd  Amphi- 
tryon, as  well  as  I  Sofia  have  brought  forth  another  Me 
Sofia  i  and  our  Diamonds  may  have  procreated  theffe  Dia- 
monds, and  i^o  we  are  all  three  double. 
Hdd,  If  this  be  true,  1  hope  my  Goblet  has  gipg^ 

a.otKer 


aether  g:oldeCG0l>|eti,vaBt^l  |^<Jicjf,>nf ay.  carry  double 
upon.all  tour^ciV'     ,,  ■        •...;.  ^ -;     ^j,  {_u^7de. 

Alcip.,MY:^Lsii^,  iMv'c  RooiiJil^ti  9«t  of  Wonder 
Wfhatyoo  cou'4  w.cmderat,.    ■. 

.^»^.;  Ac^ilUng.  Sweat,  a  damp  of  Jcaloufy,     [^  He. 
Hangs  on  my  Brows,  and  clams  upon  my  Limlu. 
I  ..^e^,  and  :yet  I  muft  be  fatisfied: 
And.  to  be  fatisfy/d, •  I  muft  diflembfc, 

l^w;  Why  mufe  you-fb,  and.  murmur  to  your  felf? 
If  you  repent  your  Bounty,  take  it  back. 

;,4*^/'^.-Np.t  fo  i  butt  if  you  pleafe,.  relate  what  part 
At  our  laft  Enterview.  •   , 

Alcm.  That  Queftion  wou'd  infer  you  were  not  here: 
..>4^fh.liaynotfQ;  ■  —  ■.■. 
li  only  wou'd  refrcfh  my  Memory, 
Aa^JiiSifi^  my:^ea£bns  to  defirc  the  Story. 

VhAd.  So,  this  is  as  good  Sport  for  me,  asanExamina- 
tigai  of  a  great  Belly  before  a  Magiftrate. 

Mem.  The  Story  is  not  long:  you  know  I  met  you, 
Kifs'd  you,  and  prefs'd  you  clolc  within  my  Arms, 
With  all  the  tendemefs  ot  Wifely  Love. 

Amph.  I  cou'd  have  i'par'd  that  Kindnefs.  \_-4fide. 

And  what  did  I?  [To  her. 

,  Akm,  You  ftraii^'d  me  with  a  Mafculine  Embrace  j 
As  you;woy'd  fquecz  my  Soul  out. 

vfi^^A.  Didria?: 

Aicnt,  You  did. 

Amph.  Confound  thofe  Arms  that  were  fo  kind — {A^de, 
Proceed,  proceed'  [To  her. 

Akm.  You  wou'd  not  ftay  to  fupj  but,  much  com- 
plaining of  your  Drowfinels,  and  want  of  natural  Reft — 

Av}^.  Made hafte  10  Bed :  Ha,  was'tnot  fo?  Goon— . 
[A/ice.]  And  ftab  me  with  each  Syllable  thou  fpeak'ft. 

Ph^d.  So,  now  'ris  coming,  now  'tis  coming. 

Aktf> .  I  have  no.  more  to  fay . 

Amph.  Wh^,  went  we  not  to  Bed  ? 

Alcm.  Why  not?    •  ' ; 
Is  it  a  Crime  for  Husband  and  for  Wife 
To  goto  Bed,  my  Lord?. 

A/»ph.  Perfidious  Wom&n ! 

Alcml 


ipi  Amphitryon. 

Jkm.  Uo^ateful  Man ! 

Am^h,  She  juftifies  it  too ! 

Jlkm.  I  need  not  juftify  :  Of  what  am  I  accus'd* 

Am^h.  Of  all  that  prodigality  of  Kinthiels 
GJv'n  to  another,  and  ufurp'd  from  me. 
So  blefi  me  Heav'n,  if  fince  my  firft  Departure, 
I  ever  fet  my  Foot  upon  this  Threfhold. 
So  am  I  innocent  of  all  thoie  Joys, 
And  dry  of  thofe  Embraces. 

Akm.  Then  I,  it  ftems,  am  falfe  ? 

jim^h.  As  furdy  faJfe,  as  what  thou  fay'fl  is  true. 

Alcm.  I  have  betray'd  my  Honour,  and  my  Love? 
And  am  a  foul  Adultrefs  ? 

Amph.  What  thou  art, 
Thou  ftand'ft  condemn'd  to  be,  by  thy  Relation. 

Alan.  Go,  thou  unworthy  Man ;  for  ever  go : 
No  more  my  Husband  j  go  thou  bafe  Impoftorj 
Who  tak*ft  a  vile  Pretence  to  taint  my  Famej 
And,  not  content  to  leave,  wouldft  ruin  me. 
Enjoy  thy  wifh'd  Divorce :  I  wiTI  not  plead 
My  Innocence  of  this  pretended  Crime : 
I  -need  not ;  fpit  thy  Venom }  do  thy  worft : 
But  know,  the  more  thou  would'ft  expofc  my  Virtue, 
Like  pureft  Linen  laid  in  open  Air, 
"ywiil  bleach  the  nnore,  and  whiten  to  the  View. 

Amph.  'Tis  well  thou  art  prepared  for  thy  Divorce : 
For,  know  thou  too,  that  after  this  Affront, 
This  foul  Indignity,  done  to  my  Honour, 
Divorcement  is  but  petty  Reparation : 
But,  fince  thou  haft,  with  Impudence  affirm'd 
My  falfe  Return,  and  brib'd  my  Slaves  to  vouch  it. 
The  Truth  fhall,  in  the  Face  of  Thebes,  be  clcar'di 
Thy  Unkle,  the  Companion  of  my  Voyage, 
And  all  the  Crew  of  Sea-men,  iliall  be  brought, 
"Who  were  embark'd,  and  came  with  me  to  Landj 
Nor  parted,  till  I  rcach'd  this  curfed  Door : 
So  (hall  this  Vifion  of  my  late  Return 
Stafld  a  detedied  Lyej  and  woe  to  thofe 
Who  thus  betray'd  my  Honour. 

Sof.  Sir,  flull  I  w^ait  on  you  i 


Amph. 


Amph.  No>  I  will  go  aloac :  fixpeft  me  here. 

{Ek'u  Amphitryoo. 

Vh*d.  Pleafe  you that  I  {B  Alcihena. 

Alcm.  Oh  !  Nothing  now  can  pleafe  mc  : 
Darknefs,  and  Solitude,  and  Sighs,  and  Tears, 
And  all  th'  infeparable  Train  of  Griet, 
Attend  my  Steps  for  ever — .  [Exit  Alcmcna; 

Sof.  What  if  I  fhould  lye  now,  and  fey  we  have  been 
here  before?  I  never  few  any  good  that  came  of  tcHin^^ 
Truth.  j;^; 

VhU.  He  makes  no  more  Advances  to  me :  I  begin  a 
little  to  fufpca,  that  my  Gold  Goblet  will  prove  but 

Sof.  Yes,  tisrefolv'd,  I. will  lye  abominably,  againftthe 
Light  of  my  own  Gonfcience.  For  fuppofc  the  pther 
$efia  has  been  here:  perhaps  that ftrong Dog  has  not  ohIv 
beaten  me,  but  alfo  has  been  predominant  upon  my  Wife 
and  moft  carnally  mifus'd  her!  Now.  by  asking  certain 
Qucftions  of  her,  with  a  Side  Wind,  I  may  come  to  un 
dcrftand  how  Squares  goj  and  whether  my  Nuptial  Be^ 
\>c  violated.  ^  [ATd' 

Ph^.  Moft  certainly  he  has  learn'd  Impudence  of  hS 
Maftcr,  and  vfM  deny  his  being  here ;  but  that  fhall  no* 

fcrve  his  Turn,  to  cheat  me  of  my  Prefent' ryr/7.7,' 

WhySffiHl  What,  in  a  brown  Study?        '  ^^'''' 

SifPA  UttJc  cogitabmd,  or  foj  concerning  fchis  difmal 
iCevolution,  m  our  Family,  ^ '  '  ^ 

Vha.  But  that  ftiou'd  not  make  you  negka  your  D,t 
ty  to  me,  your  Miftrcfi.  ^         ^       ^       ^* 

Sof.  Pretty  Soul:   I  wou'd  thou  wert-  „«««  n     j-  • 
dat*  ^  „ere  fix  Foot  SeT^'ouT  ^°°'^'""' 

IiU.  Wkat!  is  all  joarhotCourtlhip  to  me  dwMM 

f/^wl"T.  '°*^^"^'^^'  betwixt  you  Lme^' 
vi  7  J'  I  ^P^  ^"  '^°  "^^e^  quarre?d°  ^ 

yofm1deraJrS^2ti:^°^'-^^ 
Vol.  VI.  ®    * 


5"o/!' Ofi/'whcn  Iwent  tb'the  Army:  that  I^iou'd 
ftill  b.e  praifing  thy  Beauty  to  Judge  Grtpus,  i,nd  keep  up 
his  Affeftions  to  thee.  :      ^  ,    ,    ;'  --r 

fhsd.  1^0,  I  mean  tJie  Bulinefs' b«*W1ift  ^yOu  ana^nie 

this  Morning ^-:  that  you  promis'd  me     ■  i      ■ 

Sof.  That  I  promisii  thee.  — — —  I  find  it  now :  That 

*"  ftrongDog,  my  Brother  S"^.^;*,  Jias  bfcfti-hcre  before  me, 

and  made  Love  to  her.    :"■  ■       ■'    ^f    •  .  •     •      [^Ajiile. 

Vhii.  You  are  corifidering,  whctfeJr'br  ho  yota  (hould 

keep  your  Promife .  <  ^;f, 

Sof.  That  I  (Viou'd  keep  my  Promife.  '   '       'TheTruth 
on't  is,  {he's  anothcrghefs  Morfel  than  old  Brw»i/i.  \Afide. 
Thsd.  And  I  had  rather  you  fhould  break  it,  in  a  Man- 
ner, and,  as  it  were,  and  in  fome  Sen'fe. —i-: 

Sof.  In  a  Manner,  and  as  it  were,  and  in  fbme  Seafe, 
thou  favTt  ?  — —  I  find,  the  ftrong  Dog  has  only  tickl'd 
up  her  Imagination,  and  not  enjoy'd  her  :  fo  that  with 
my  own  Limbs,  I  may  perform  the  Sweetnefs  of  his 
Fuu6tion  with  her.  [^Aftde. 

No,  fweet  Creature,  the  Promifr  ihaiU  not  be  broken } 
but  what  I  have  undertaken,  I  will  perform  like  a  Man 
of  Honour.  /  >        ^To  her. 

ThAd.  Then,  you  remember  the  Prdiminaries  of  the 

Frcfent 

Sof.  Yes,  yes,  in  grofs  I  do  femembw  fbmething?  but 
this  Difturbance  of  the  Family  has  fomewhat  ftupi- 
fy'd  my  Memory:  Some  pretty  ^tielque  chojij  I  warrant 
thee;  Ibmc  acceptable  Toy,  of  fmall  Value. 

Thxd.  You  may  call  a  Gold  Goblet,  a  *roy :  But  I  ^ut 
a  greater  Value  upon  your  Prefents.  J^  '"■■  '  '    '  ■ 

Sof  A  Gold  Goblet,  fay'ft  thou !  Yes,  now  I  think 
on't,  it  was  a  kind  of  a  Gold  Goblet  j  as  a  Gratuity  after 
Confummation. 

Thtid.  No,  no;  I  had  rather  rnake  fune  of  ont  Bribe 
before-hand,  than  be  promis'd  ten  Gratuities. 

Sof.  Yes,  now  I  remeirtber,  it  was,  in  Come  Senfe,  a 
Gold  Goblet,  byway  of  Earrieftj  and  it  contain'd     ■       ■ 

P/7/e//.  One  large 

Sof  How,  one  large  .      ■    ■ 
yW.  Gallon. 

Sof 


'  Sfif.  Nd}  that  was  fomewhi^t -too- large,  in  Confcience: 
It  was  not  a  whole  Gallon  5  butfit  may  contain,  reaib- 
nably  fpeaking,  one  large— ——Thimble-full:  But  Gal- 
lons and  Thimble-fulls  are  &  like^  that  in  fpeaking,  I 
anight  eafily  raiftake  themf.il  .    ._ 

i'h*J'.  I  s  it  cpm^  to  this  ?  Qut  Tray  tor ! 
Sof,  I  had  been  a  Traytor,  indeed,  to  have  betray'd  thee 
to  the  {wallowing  of  a  Gallon: "but  a  .Thimble- full  of 
Cofdial'-vv.ateF-  is  eafily  fipt  off;,  and  then,  this  fame  Gob- 
let is  fo  very  light  too,  that  it  will  be   no  Burtheq,  to 
carry  it  about  with  thee  in  thy  Pocket, 
^<i4.  O  Apoftate  to  thy  Love!  O  pcrjur'd  Villain! 
^,  .,  '         Ewrw  Bromia. 
What,  ate  you  here,  Bromia!  I  was  telling  him  his  own: 
,;}I  was  giving  him  a  Rattle  for  his  Treacheries  to  you, 
jb'fjiis  Love :  You  fee  I  can  be  a  Friend,  upon  Occafion. 
fyl   Brom.  Ay,  Chicken,  I  never  doubted  of  thy  Kiridhefs: 

i^iti  for  this  Fugitive,  this  Rebel, ^Jiiis 

Miicreant.  ■  ,' 

Sof,  A  kind  Welcome,  to  an  abfent  Lover,  as  I  have 
been. 

Brom.  Ay ;  and  a  kind  Greeting  you  gave  me,  at  your 
Return  i  yvhca  jou  us'd  me  fo  barbaroufly  this  Mor- 
ning. 

'  Sof.  The  t'other  Sofia  has  been  with  her  tooj  and  has 
us*d  her- barbaroufly:  barbaroufly,  that  is  to  fay  uncivil- 
ly J  and  uncivilly :  I  am  afraid  that  means  too  civiliy. 

5      Th^  You  had  beft  deny  you  were  here  this  Morning! 

And  by  the  fame  Token . 

Sof.  Nay,  m  moce  Tokens,  for  Heaven's  Sake,  dear 
fhAdra. 

Now  mufl:  I  ponder  with  my  fclf  a  little,  whether  it  be 
f  feettet  for  me  to  have  been  here,  or  not  to  have  been 
here  this  Morning.  .  [-4'wc. 

-  Eater  a  Servant. 

Senv.  Ph*dra,  My  Lord's  without  j  and  will  not  enter 

'till  he  has  firfl  fpc^en  with  you.  lExit  Servitnt. 

PhAd.  [To  him  in  private.}  Oh,  that  I  could  flay  to  help 

worry  thee  for  this  Abufe:  but  the  beft  on't  is,  I  leave 

jthec  in  good  Hands—j  I  i  — .p—Fare- 
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•»  '  .  -i, Farewell  Thimble-  ■  —To  him,  "Bromia. 

■  .  ■  [£:*// Phaedra. 
Brem.  No  5  you  did  cot  beat  me,  and  put  me  into  a 
Swoon,  and  deprive  me  of  the  natural  Ufe  of  my 
Tongue  for  a  long  half  Hour  :  You  did  not  beat  me 
down  with  your  little  Wacd :  But  I  {hall  teach  you  to 
ufc  your  Rod  another  Time.'  I  fhall. 

Sqf.  Put  her  into  a  Swoon,  with  my  little  Wand,  and 

ib  forth  :  That's  more  than  ever  I  cou'd  do.     Theft  are 

terrible  Circumftanccs,  that  fome  Sofia  or  aqother  has 

been  here  :   Now,  if  he   has  literally  beaten  her,  Giam- 

mercy,  Brother  Sofitt;  he  has  but  done,   what  I  wou'd 

have  done,  if  I  had  durft :  But  I  am  afraid  it  was  only  a 

.damn'd  Love-figure;  and  that  the  Wand  that  laid  her  a- 

»fleep,  might  fignifie  the  Peace-maker.  [jifiJe. 

£r0m.  Now  you  are  fnuffling  upon  a  cold  Scent,  for 

ibme  pitiful  Excuft:   I  kuow  you:  Twenty  to  pne,  but 

you  will  plead  a  Drunkfnnfiis :  You  are  its'd  to  be  I'ot- 

valiant. 

Sof.  I  was  pumping,  aad  I  thank  her,  ftie  has  invented 
for  me-'  Yes,  Bromia,  I  mufl  confefs  I  was  exalted: 
and,  poifibJy,  I  might  fcour  upon  thee,  or  perhaps  be  a 
little  more  fimiiiar  with  thy  Perfon,  by  the  way  of 
Kindnefs,  than  if  I  had  been  fober }  but,  prithee,  inform 
me  what  I  did ;  that  I  may  confider  what  Saxi«fadtion  I 
am  to  make  thee. 

Brom.  Are  you  there  at  your  Dog- tricks!  You  woud 
be  forgetting,  wou'd  you  ?  like  a  drunken  Bully  that  af- 
fronts over  Night,  and,  when  he  is  caU'd  to  Account, 
the  next  Morning,  remembers  nothing  of  the  Qiiairel; 
and  asks  Pardon,  to  avoid  Fighting. 

Sof.  By  Bacchus,  1  was  overtaken  •,  but  I  fhou'd  be  loth 

that  I  committed  any  FoUy  with  thee. 

ti  ^  Brom.  I  am  fore,  1  kept  my  felf  awake  all  Night,  that 

1  did,  in  Expeftation  of  your  coming.  [crying. 

Sof.    But  what  Amends  did  I  make  thee,    when  I 

^'.^rvm.  You  know  well  ctwugh,  to  my  Sorrow  j  but 

'•^Ig&t  you  play  the  Hypocrite. 

^'f^»/ 1  warrant,  I  was  monAKSts  kind  to  thee.  - — rr- 

Sretn. 


fe>«i¥esj  mon(lrou5  kind  indeed:  You  never  faid  a; 
triiir  Word:  foi*;when  1  cime  to  kifs  you,  you  pull  d  ■ 
away  your  Mouth,  and'tarh'd  your  Clieekto  me. 

Sof^^  Gpod.  ' 

Brdm."  How,  Gpo,d!'  "Hefc's  fine  IittpudenoB :    He  ju 
ftifies! — .       -  '     --— 

S(f  yqs,  l'd<>,jvlftifte,'  that  I  forrfd  my  Cheefc,  ifke  afi 
prudent  Pcribn,  that  my  Breath- mijiht  i30t;O(ieQ4flV^« 
for,  now  Lrernc^iBer,  I  had  eaten  Garlick.         :  .  ,)  ,.. 

Brom.  Ay,  you  rernember,  and  forget,  juft  as  it  makes 
for  you,  or  againfl:  you :  but,  to  mend  the  Matter,  ypy 
never  fpakejuftp' civil  Word  to  me  :  but  flood  like  a 
Stock,,  withdut  Schfc  or  MotkJn. 

^j:  Yet  better.      •        ■  [4^'^- 

JBi-Hfri,  A^Cif  which,  I  l>vmgly  invited  you  to  tskt 
yo'4r  i*Ja<^e' ih  yoitr  Noptial  Bcdv  as  the  Laws  of  Matri- 
mony oblige  you:  and  yoa  inhuminly  xefus'd  m?. 
,  .Sof.  Ay,  there's  the  main  Point  of  the  Bufmefs!  Art 
tlidji  Wdrally  cert^ih,  tliat  I  rcfus'd  thee?.  Look  me  now 
in  iMPici,  and  fay  I  did  not  commit  Matrimony  \vitl» 

thc6i    '  ''  '■:■    '';  /        _      ■ 

Brom.  I  Wonder  how  thou  carnft  look  me  in  tKe  Face, 
after  that  Kefufal!  *      ./ . 

'Sof.  Say  it  onceagalii/  that  I  did  not  fcloaiaufly  corns 
^0  Bed  to  l^ee!  .  ' 

'Brom.  l^o,  thou'  C6}^Tray\ot,  thou  kaovv'ft-thou^didll 
not.  ,    ,         .   .  -  - .    ,-1 

■Ju/  Bcfl  of' all  J  'tv<r*s  difcrcetly  done  of  me  ta  .ib>» 
llain.  '         .      • 

Brom.  What,  do  you  infult  Upon  me  too! 

Sof.  No,  1  dotK^  inililt  upon  you  \,  >  but        "  ■  ■  ■ 

Brom.  But  what  ?  How  was  it  dircreetly  done  then  ? 

mi -^^.'-''^ '•■•■■•■  ' 

^Spf.  Becaufe  it  is  the  receiv'd  Opinion  of  Phyficisns, 
that  nothing  but  puling  Chitts,  and  Booby- Fools  arc  p  o- 
creatcd  in  Drunkennels. 

Brom.  A  receiv'd  Opinion,  Snivel-guts  I  I'll  fee  judg'i 

by  all  the  Marry'd  Women  of  this  Town,  if  any  one  c-f 

'cm  has  receiv'd  it:  The  Devil  take  the  Phyficians,  for 

medling  in  our  Matters:  If  a  Husband  wiB  be  rul'd  by 

I  3  thctUj 
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them,  there  are  five  Weeks  of  Abllinence  in  Dog-days 
too;  for  fear  a  Child  that  was  got  in  Au^ufi,  Should  he 
born  ju ft,  nine  Mouths  after,  and  be  blcar'd-ey'd,  likfe  a 
Mf-iy-kittcn. 

Sof.  Let  the  Phyficians  alone;  they    afe  honeft  Men^'* 
v/hatevcr  the  World    fays   of  'cm.     Biit,  fpr  a_certair*t 
Reafon,  that  I  beft  know,  ^I  an\  g^ljkj  that'  Mi^  ended 
fb'faiily  and  peaceably  betwixtu's,    ^"^    '      '''' .   ' 

Brom.  Yes  'twas  very  fair  and  peaceable:  T6'ftrilce  a 
Woman  down,  and  beat  her  mod  dutragcqufly. 

Sof.  Is  it  polTible  that  I  drubb'd  thee!  '     '  '  -'         V" 

Brom.  I  find  your  Drift:  You  would  fain  be  provoking 
me  to  a  new  Tryal  now:  But,  i'faith,  you  fhaii  bring  me 
to  no  more  Handy-blows :  I  fhall  make  bold  to  truft  to  my 
Tongue  hereafter :  You  never  durft  have  ofTer'd  to  hold 
up  a  Finger  againft  me,  til]  you  went  a  Trooping. 

Sof.  Then  1  am  a  Conqueror :   And  I  Jaud  my  own 
Courage:  This  Renown  I  have  atchiev'd  by  Soldierfhip' 
and  Stratagem.     Know  your   Duty,  Spoufe,  hencefor- 
warc',  to  your  fupream  Commander.  [Strutting, 

Enter  Jupiter  and  Phsedra,  attended  by  Muficians  and 

Dancers.  ' 

Thed.  Indeed  I  wondred  at  your  quick  Return. 

yup.  Ev'n  fo  Aln;ighty  Love  will  have  it,  FhAtlra; 
And  the  ftern  Goddels  of  fweet-bitter  Cares, 
Who  bows  our  Necks  beneath  her  brazen  Yoke. 
I  would  have  mann'd  my  Heart,  and  held  it  outj 
But,  when  I  thought  of  what  I  had  pofleftj 
Thofe  Joys,  that  never  end,  but  to  begin, 
O,  I  am  all  on  fire  to  make  my  Peace: 
And  die,  foze  knows,  as  much  as  I  can  die,  iiiA^ 

Till  I  am  reconcil'd.  ^  ^ 

PhaJ.  I  fear 'twill  be  in  vain. 

ftip.  'Tis  difficult : 
But  nothing  is  impoflible  to  LovCj. 
To  Love  like  mine :  for  I  have  prov'd  his  Force, 
And  my  Alcmena  roo  has  felt  his  Dart. 
li  I  fubmit,  there's  hope. 

fW.  'Tis  poflible  I  may  follicit  for  y6u. 

Juf.  But  wilt  thou  promife  me  to  do  thy  bcft  ? 

PW. 


^biiJ.  Nay,  I  promife  nothing — punlefs  you  begin  ^  '^ 
To.proi-pae  ftrftT-^ — ;.  "       ^\;\'  \    '  p^-  lCHrt'J}mii 

7^11.  I  wo'not  be'uugta^eiul.      '^    ♦<    .  '  r;    . 

'  Fhad.  Well ;    rll  try  to  bring  herto^'tfie  WuKIo'W:  Yott  - 
(hall  havjc  affair  Shoot  at  her;  If  you  .can  bfjng,  het'dayrtti- 
you  are  a.gpod  Mark's  Mao..  ^,'  '     -  ',  '  \'     '      ^"' 

Jup,  ThatJ  all  J,  ask^:   '      :     •'.,-'  j  -  V        ' " 
And  I  wiHio  reward  f  fee,  gentl^  fhtd^d^'^'-^; 

,.P/?^.What,  with  Cats-guts  ajid  ^6^nV*t\ix&  Sol-la-  is" 
but  a  lamei\tablej  empty  Sound. ,         '         \"'^      ;. 

^«^.  Then  there's  a  Sounid  will  pleafe  thee  better.'  ''    '^ 
-,  .  "  '    '  \l%rovmgherJi'Pt4t]^, 

Thid  Ay,  thei-e's  fomethihg  of  Melody  in  this  Sound, 
I  coidd  dai;cc  all  Day,  to  the.  Mufick  of  Chink,  Chink, 
^,  /,,     .   .  ,   ,,, .  ,     ;^  ■  _  [E;rtrPh3ed/ 

^itp.  Cp  Sojik  round  qur  "IheS/s,  '.•''"  ' 

■^o,  P/?/y</Af,  to  Tmw'o,  arid  to  (jrf]'//j, 
Conapaiiions  of  our  War;  invite, 'cm  all 
To  join  their  Pt^y'rs  to  fmooth  Alcmenah  Brow ; 
And,  with  a  folemn  Feaft,  to  crown  the  Day. 

Sof  [Takiai  Jupiter  about  the  Knees.']  Let  me  embrace 

you,  Sir Qupitei-  pufljes  him  away.']  Nay,  you  mtitl: 

give  me  leave  to  cxprefs  my  Gratitude;  I  have  not  eaten, 
to  fay  eating,  nor  drunk,  to  fay  drinking,  qever  fince 
our  villanous  Encamping  Co  near  the  Enemy :  'Tis  true, 
I  fcap'd  the  bloody  Flux,  becaufe  I  had  fo  little  in  rny 
Bowels  to  come  out,  and  I  durft  let  nothing  go,  in  Con- 
fcience,  becaufe  I  had  nothing  to  fwallow  in  the  Room 
on't. 

^up.  You,  Bremia,  fee  that  all  things  be  prcpar'd. 
With  that  Magnificence,  as  if  fome  God 
Were  Gueft,  or  Mafter  here. 

Sof.  Or  rather,  as  much  as  if  twenty  Gods  were  to 
be  Guefts,  or  Mafters  here. 

Brom.  That  you  may  eat  for  to  Day,  and  to  Morrow.' 

Sof.  Or,  rather  again,  for  to  Day  and  Yeflerday;  a-.^d 
as  many  Months  backwards,  as  I  am  indebted  tojiij 
own  Belly.  '      ?   ''"^' 

Jnp.  Away  ,both  of  you.  '     » i 

^i  l^xeimt  SoCvx  ani  hxomnfevirkly'. 
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yuf.  Now  Thavepck'd  hfm  hence;  thou,  othtt  Scfftt, 
(Who,  the'  thou  art  not  prefent,  hear'ft  my  Voice,) 
Be  ready  to  attend  me  at  my  CaDj 
And  to  fiipply  his  I'lace. 
Sswr  Mercury  to  Jupiter.    Alcmcna  and  Phaedra  appi/^ 

Juf.  See,  fhe  appears-.  [Setmg  Akmena, 

This  is  my  Bribe  to  Phd^ra,  vfhea  I  made 
This  Gold,  I  made  a  greater  God  than  Jozt, 
/nd  gave  my  own  Omnipotence  away. 

Jiipitcr  fiffi)  to  the  Muficlans.    Song  arJ  Dance:    Afttf 
reh'ithy  Alcmena  mthdraws,  frovning, 

SONG. 

CElia,  thai  I  cnce  was  iieji 
Is  mre  tie  Torment  of  my  Sreaji; 
Sime  to  curfe  me,  you  bereave  f»9 
Of  the  Tleafures  Ipojftft: 
Cruel  Creature,  to  deceive  me  ! 

Tirfi  to  Love,  and  then  to  leave  me ! 

II. 
BadyoH  the  Blifs  refusd  to  grmt. 
Then  I  had  never  known  the  Want : 
J8ui  pojfejpng  once  the  BleJJing, 
Is  the  Caufe  of  my  Complaint : 
Once  pofffffng  is  but  taftmg ; 
*Tii  TM  Blifs  that  is  not  lajiing. 

III. 
CelJa  now  is  mine  no  more-. 
But  I  am  hers;  and  mufl  adore : 
tier  to  leave  her  mill  endeavour; 
Charms,  that  captiv'd  me  before. 
No  Unkindnefs  can  dijfever ; 
Lcve  that's  tnte^  is  Loxe  for  ever. 

Jup.  O  flay. 

Merc.  She's  gone;  and  fcem'd  to  frown  at  parting. 
Jup.  Follow,  and  tiiou  {halt  fee  her  foon  appeas'd :'  • 

For 
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Ferl,  who  made  her,  know  her  inward- State ;     .     \ 
No  Woman,  once  well-pleas'd,  can  throughly  hate:    *" 
I  gave  'em  Beauty,  to  fubduc  the  Strong : 
(A  mighty  Empire,  but  it  lafts  not  long:) 
I  gave  'em  Pride  to  niake Mankind  their  Slave; 
But,  in  exchange,  to  Men  I  Flattery  gave . 
Th' offending  Lover,  when  he  loweft  lyes. 
Submits;  to  conquer  i  and  but  kneds,  to  rife. 


*  A  C  t    IV.    SCENE    I. 

Jupiter  following  A\cm€n!i ;  Mercury  and  Fhisadra. 

ynp-(^\  Stay,  my  dear  Alcmena,  hear  me  fpeak.  ", 

K^     Alcm,  No,  I  would  fly  thee,  to  the  Ridge  of 
And  leap  the  Precipice,  to  icape  thy  Sight.  [Eaith.. 

Jup.  For  Pity 

Mem.  Leave  me,  thou  ungrateful  Man. 

?«/>.  I  cannot  leave  you:  Noj  but  like  a  Ghoft, 
Whom  your  Unkindnel's  murder 'd,  will  I  haunt  you. 

Alcm.  Once  more,  be  gone:  I'm  odious  to  my  fc'i' 
For  having  lov'd  thee  once. 

J-tip.  Hate  not  the  beft  and  faircit  of  your  Kind : 
I-vor  can  you  hate  your  Lover,  the'  you  woiikl : 
Your  Tears,  that  fallfo  gently,  are  but  Grief: 
There  may  be  Anger;  but  there  muft  be  Love. 
The  Dove,  that  murmurs  at  her  Mate's  Negkif, 
But  counterfeits  a  Coincfs,  to  be  courted. 

Alcm.  Courtfhip  from  thee,  and  after-fuch  Affronts ! 

ftip.  Is  this  that  everla&ipg  Love  you  vow'd, 
Lart  Night,  when  I  was  circled  in  your  Arms? 
Remember  what  you  fvsf ore— ———  ■'  [much? 

Alcm.  Think  what  thou  wcrt,  and  who  could  fwear  too 
Think  what  thou  art,  and  that  unf.vears  it  al!. 

flip.  Can  you  forfakc  me,  for  fo  fmall  a  Fafllt^? 
'Twas  but  a  Jeft,  perhaps  too  far^purfu'd:    i  <      •  - 

'Twasbut  at  moft,  a;Trya]  of  your  F^ith.  .  * V 

If  How 
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How  you  co^  bear  Uufciiidnels ,  , 
Twas  but  to  get  a  reconcUing  Kiis, 
A  wanton  StratageiU:  of  Love. 

Alcm,  See  how  he  <3oubles,  like  a  hunted  Hare, 
A  Jcft,  and  then  a  Tryal,  and  a  Baitj 
All  Auff,and  dawbingi  * 

jHp.  Think  me  Jealous,  then^  ;;.    . 

Alcm.  O  that  I  could;  for  that's  a  noble.  Crimei^^^Y 
And  Vv'hich  a  Lover  can,  with  eafc,  forgive: 
■"Tis  the  high  Pulfe  of  Paflion,  in  a  Fever  j 
A  fickly  Draught,  but  (hews  a  buraing  Thirft  : 
Thine  was  a  Surfeit,  not  a  Jealoufic: 
And  in  that  Loathing  of  tl^  ftill  gprg'd  Love, 
Thou  faw'ft  the  naufeous  Obje6i,  with  DilUain. 

5^«^.  O  thiak  not  that:  For  you  are  ever  new: 
Your  Fruits  of  Love    are  like  eternal  Spring 
In  happy  Climes,  where  fome  aie  in  the  Bud, 
Some  green,  and  ripening  fome,  wliile  others  fall!^ 

Alcm.  Ay,  now  you  tell  mc  this, 
"When  rous'd  Defircs,  and  frt{h  Recruits  of  Force,. 
Enable  languifh'd  Love  to  take  the  Field. 
But  never  hope  to  be  received  again: 
You  would  again  deny  you  were  receiv'd,  i 

And  brand  my  fpotlefs  Fame. 

Ju-p.  I  will  not  dare  to  juftifie  my  Crime, 
"But  only  point  you  where  to  hy  the  Blame : 
impute  it  to  the  Husband,  not  the  Lover. 

Alcm.  How  vainly  would  the  Sophifter  divide, 
'And  make  the  Husband,  and  the  Loyer,  two 

ft'.-^.  Yes,  'tis  the  Husband  is  the  guilty  Wretch; 
His  Infolence  forgot  the  Sweets  of  Love, 
And,,  deeming  them  his  due,  defpis'd  the  Feaft. 
Not  fo  the  familh'd  Lover  could  forget: 
He  knew  he  had  been  there,  and  had  been  bleft 
^With  all  that  Hope  can  wilh,  or  Senfe  can  bear, 
Alcm.  Husband  and  Lover,  both  alike  I  hate. 
fu^.  And  I  confefi  I  have  deferv'dthat  hate:  J 

Toe  elijirminng  fair,  I  kneel  for  your  Forgivenefs:     ' 
X  beg  by  thofe  fair  Eyes,  [KnetUng. 

I.     „>,/  '  Which 
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Which  gave  me  Wounds,  that  time  can  Tiever  curej 
Receive  my  Sorrows,  aftdreilore  my- Joys;--  '•" 

jiUm.  Unkind,  and  cruel!  I  can  fpeak  no  more. 

ynp.  O  given  vent,  Alcmerut,  give  if  ventj 
I  ^erit  your  Reproach,  I  would  be  Ciirs^d: 
Lef  your  Tongue  curfe  me,  while  yi^uif*  Heart  forgives.    ^ 

jilc:n.  Can  i  forget  fuch  Uiage !    '■  \  "■"■  '\'  "■         ;■> 

jf»/>. '-Can  yovf'hateme?  •  '- '^^  '    i-^'^'-       -"'"■"'-• 

Alcm.  I'll  do  my  Beft :  For  furo  I  blight  to  hate- you. 

ftip.  That  Word  was  only  hatch'd  upon  your  Tpngue, 
It  came  not  from  yotii*  Heart.     But  try  again. 
And  if,  once  more,  you  can  but  fay,  I  hate  you. 
My  Sword  fhall  do  you  judice.  ■ 

Alan.  Then,  I  hate  you- —  ''•'^•'    ''    ' 

Jup.  Then  you  pronounce  the  Sentetfte  of  my  Death? 

Alcm.  I  hate  ydu  much  5  but  yet  I  Love  you  more.  \ 

fup.  To  prove  that  Love,  then  fay,  that  you  forgive  me : 
For  there  remains  but  this  Alternative : 
Refolve  to  pardon,  or  to  punifh  me. 

Alcm.  Alas,  what  I  refolve,  appears  too  plain: 
In  faying  that  I  cannot  hate,  I  pardon. 

Jup.  But  what's  a  Pardon  worth,  withcmt  a  Seal  ? 

Permit  me,  in  this  Tranlport  of  my  Joy > 

[^Kijfc^  her-  Hand. 

Alcm.  Forbear}  I  am  offended  with  my  lelf, 

[Putting  him  gently  away  -with  her  Hand, 

That  I  have  fliewn^his  Weaknefs — Let  me  go. 

Where  I  tnay  blufh,  alone. 

[Go'mg  J  and  looking  back  on  him. 
But  come  not  yoii : 

Left  I  (hould  fpoil  you,  with  excels  of  Fondnefs,        '    ' 
And  let  you  love  again  ■  [Exit  Alcmcnai. 

Jup.  Forbidding  me  to  follow,  (he  invites  me:  {Ajide. 
This  is  the  Mould  of  which  I  made  the  Sex : 
I  gave  'em'but  one  Tongue,  to  fay  us  nay j 
And  two  kind  Eyes,  to  grant.  Be  fure  that  none  [TaMerci 
Approach,  to  interrupt  our  Privacy. 
^  ..     .    ^'^      '■  [E«rt  Jupiter /^wAlcmena.. 

Mercurjr 


/ 

2^4  Amphitryon, 

Mercury  trnd  Phaedra  remain. 

Merc.  Your  Lady  has  made  the  Challenge  of  Reconcl- 
liaxion  to  niy  Lord :  Here's  a  fair  Exampfc  for  Qs  two, 
Vh&dra.  ■  ^   '  , 

PhixJ.  No  Example  at  all,  Sojt/t :  for  my  Lady  had  the 
Diamonds  aforc-hand,  and  I  have  none  of  the  Gold  Gob- 
let. ■  , 

Merc.  The  Goblet  fliall  be  forth-coming  j  if  thou  wilt 
give  me  Weight  for  Weight.     , 

Phitl.  Yes,  and  Mcafure  for  Meafure  too,^  Sofia:  that 
is,  for  a  Thimble-full  of  Gold,  a  Thimblc-fuU  of  Love. 

Merc.  What  think  you  now,  fhidraf  Here's  a  weigh- 
ty Argument  of  Love  for  vou. 

[PMlling  out  tke  Goblet  in  t*  Cafe  from  tmdtrhis  Cloak. 

VhAd.  Now  fuftter  of  his  Mercy,  let  me  kifs  thee,  O 
thou  dear  Metal !  \Taking  it  in  both  Hands. 

Merc.  And  Vemts,  of  her  Mercy,  let  me  kifs  thee,  dear, 
dear  Vhdidr.'i. 

Thid.  Not  To  fafl-,  Sofia!  there's  a  damn'd  Proverb  in 
your  way  :  Many  things  happen  betwixt  the  Cup  and  the 
Lips,  you  know. 

Mere.  Why,  thou  wilt  not  cheat  me  of  my  Gob- 
let? 

thtd.  Yes ;  as  fure  as  you  wou'd  cheat  me  of  my 
Maidcn-hcad  :  1  am  yet  but  juft  even  with  you,  for 
thelaft  Trick  you  play'd  me.  And,  befides;  this  is  but 
a  bare  retaining  FeCj  you  muft  give  mc  another,  before 
the  Caufe  is  open'd. 

Merc.  Shall  I  not  come  to  your  Bed-fide  to  Night? 

ThAd.  No,  nor  ro  Morrow-Night  neither  :  but  this' 
fl  all  be  my  Sweet-heart  in  your  Place:  'tis  a  better  Bed- 
:fel;ow,  and  will  keep  me  warmer  in  cold  Weather. 

£Exrt  PJiaedra. 
Mercury  tthne. 

Merc.  Now,  what's  the  God  of  Wit  in  a  Woman's 
Hand?  This  very  Goblet  I  dole  from  Gripus;  and  he  got 
It  out  of  Bribes  too.  But  this  is  the  common  Fare  of  iJl- 
#pttcn  Goods,  that,  as  they  came  in  by  Covctoufhd's, 
they  go  out  by  Whoring, . 


■     Eater  AmpFiitryoh. 
oh,  here's  Am^rytn  again.  But  I'll  manage  him  above 
in  the  Balc6ny.  ■  '  [EAf/>  Merc. 

Am^h.  Not  one  of  thpfe  I  Ipok'd  for,  to  be  found! '     . 
Ad  f<»ne  Enchantment  Kid  'trti  from  my  Sight!    ' 
Perhaps,  a*  Sojict  Sys,  ■'tis  Witchcraft  all: 
Seals  may  be  open'd.  Diamonds  may  be  ftoll'nj 
But  how  i  came,  in  P^rJon,  yefferday. 
And  gave  that  Prefent  to  Alcmtnii's  Hands, 
That  which  I  never  gaVe,  nor  ever  came, 
O  there's  the  Rock,  on  which  my  Reafon  fplits. 
Woa'd  that  ■were ail ^  I  feaf  my  Honour,  too! 
I'll  try  her  once  again  :    She  may  be  mad : 
A  wretched  Remedy;  but  all  I  have. 
To  keep  me  from  Defpair. 

Merc.  [From  the.  Safcoti^,  afide.']  This  is  nd  very  charitable 
Adticn  of  a  God,  to  ufe  him  ill,  who  has  never  offended 
me:  but  niy  Pknet  difpofcs  me  to  Malice:  and  when 
we  great  fcrfons  do  but  a  little  Mifchief,  the  World  has 
a  good  Bargain  of  us. 

Amfh.  How  now !  what  means  the  locking  up  of  my 
Doors,  at  this  Time  of  Day  ?  [Knocks. 

Merc.  Softly,  Friend,  foftly :  You  knock  as  loud,  and 
as  fawcily,  as  a  Lord's  Footman,  that  was  fent  before 
him,  to  warn  the  Family  of  his  Honour's  Vifit.  Sure 
you  think  the  Doors  have  no  Feeling  !  What  the  Devil 
are  you,  that  rap  with  fuch  Authority  ? 

Am^h.  Look  out,  and  fee  :  'tis  I. 

Merc.  Y«u  ?  what  you  ? 

Amph.  No  more,  I  fay,  but  open. 

Merc.  I'll  know  to  whom  iirfl. 

Amph.  I  am  one  that  can  command  the  Doors  open. 

Msrc.  Then  you  had  beft  command  'em,  and  try  whe- 
ther they  will  obey  you. 

Ampfj.  Deft  thou  not  know  me!  '  ^'^"^ 

Merc.  Prithee,  how  fliou'd  I  know  the€?  •'d'oft 'thoU 
take  me  for  a  Conjurer?  •     '    ^     'f 

Amph.^hdx's  this,  Midfummer-Mooo?-  Is  all-theWorli 
gone  a  Madding?  why  Sg-'/ii*/ 
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Merc.  That's  my  Name  indeed:  didft  thou  think  I  hal  ■ 
forgot  it ! 

.Amph.  Doft  thou  fee  i«e  ? 

Merc.  Why,  doft  thou  pretend  to  go  invifihle?  If  thou 
haft  any  Bufinefs  here,  difpatch  it  quickly ;  I  have  no  Lei- 
flire  to  throw  away  upon  fuch  prattling  Companions. 

^Amfh.  Thy  Companion,  Slave?  How  dar'flt  thou  ufe 
this  inlblffnt  Language  to  thy  Mafter !  •  ■■»  t"-; 

Merc.  How!  Thou  my  Mafter  ?  By  what  Titk?  I  ne- 
ver had  any  other  Mafter,  but  Amphitrym. 

jimph.  Well  :  and  for  whom  doft  thou  take  me? 

Merc.  For  fome  Rogue  or  other  j  but  what  Rogue  I 
know  not. 

Amph.  Doft  thou  not  know  me  for  Amphitryon,  Slave ! 

Merc.  How  ftiou'd  I  know  thee,  when  I  fee  thou  doft:  . 
not  know  thy  felf !  Thou  Amphitryon i  In.  what  Tavern' 
haft  thou  been  ?  and  how  many  Bottks  did  thy  Buiincfs, 
to  mctamorphoie  thee  into  my  Lord  ? 

Amph.  I  will  ^o  drub  thee  for  this  lofolencct 

Merc.  How  now.  Impudence!  are  you  threatning  your 
Betters!  I  (hou'd  bring  you  to  condign  Puniftiment,  but 
that  I  have  a  great  Refpedt  for  the  good  Wine,  though  I 
find  it  in  a  Fool's  Noddle. 

Amph.  What,  none  to  let  me  in?  why  Thjtdra!  Sro^, 
mia !  -    -• 

Merc.  Peace  Fellow ;  if  my  Wife  hears  thee,  we  are 
both  undone.    At  a  Word,  Vhidra  and  Bromia  are  very^ 
bufie;  one  in  making  a  Cawdle  for  my  Lady,  and  the  o- 
ther  in  heating  Napkins,  to  rub  down  my  Lord,  when 
he  rifes  from  Bed. 

Amph.  Amazement  feizes  me. 

Merc.  At  what  art  thou  amaz'd?  My  Mafter  and  my 
Lady  had  a  falling  out,  and  are  retir'd,  without  Seconds,' 
to  decide  the  Quarrel.  If  thou  wert  not  a  ineddlefome 
Fool,  thou  wou'd'ft  not  be  thrufting  thy  Nofe  into  other- 
Peoples  Matters.  Get  thee  about  thy  Bufinels,  if  thou 
haft  any  j  for  VA  hear  no  more  of  thee. 

[Exit  McraiTy  from  above. 

.Amph.  Braved  by  my  Slave,  diftionour'd  by  my  Wife,  ' 
To  what  a  dcfp'rate  Plunge  am  I  reduc'd, 

if 
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If  this  be  true  the  Villain  fays?  But  why 
That  feeble,  If!  It  muft  be  true;  She  owns  it. 
Now,  whether  to  conceal,  or  blaze  th'  Affront  ? 
One  way,  I  fpread  my  Infamy  abroad ; 
And,  t'other,  hide  a  burning  Coal  within. 
That  preys  upon  my  Vitals :  I  can  fix 
On  nothing,  but  on  Vengeance, 

Enter  to  him  Sofia,  Polydas,  Gripus  ^w^^Tranio. 
Gr/^.  Yonder  he  is;  walking  haftily  to  and  fro,  before; 
his  Door;   like  a  Citizen,  clapping  his  Sides  before  his 
Shop,  in  a  frofty  Morning :  'tis  to  catch  a  Stomach,  I  be- 
lieve. 

Saf.  I  begin  to  be  afraid,  that  he  has  more  Stomach  to 
my  Sides  and  Shoulders,  than  to  his  own  Viftuals.  How^ 
he  fhakes  his  Head !  and  ftamps,  and  what  Strides  he 
fetches !  He's  in  one  of  his  damn'd  Moods  again ;  I  don't 
like  the  Looks  of  him. 

Am^h.  Oh,  my  mannerly,  fair-fpoken,  obedient  Slave,, 
are  you  there!  I  can  reach  you  now,  without  climbing/ 
Now  we  fhall  try  who's  drunk,  and  who's  fober.        / 

Sof.  Why  this  is  as  it  fhou'd  be :  I  was  fomewhat  (ufli 
picious  that  you  were  in  a  pcftilcnt  Humour:  yes,  we 
will  have  a  CraCh  at  the  Bottle,  when  your  Lord/hip 
pleafes :  I  have  fummon'd 'em,  you  fee;  and  they  are- 
notable  Topers,  efpecially  Judge  Gripus-. 

Grip.  Yes,  'faith  j  I  never  rcfufe  my  Glafs,  in  a  goocf 
Quarrel. 

Amph.  \To  So/.']  Why,  thou  infolent  Villain y  111  teach 
tt  Slave  how  to  ule  his  Mafter  thus. 

SoJ.  Here's  a  fine  Bufinefs  towards!  I  am  fj re  I  ran  as^ 
faft  as  ever  my  Legs  cou'd  carry  me,  to  call  'em  :  nay 
you  may  truft  my  Diligence,  in  all  Affairs  belonging  to 
the  Belly. 

Grip.  He  has  been  very  faithful,  to^  his- Commiffion,  VH 
bear  him  Witnefe. 

AjTiph.  How  can  you  be  Witnefs  where  you  were  r.Q> 
prefent?  the  Balcony!  Sirrah,  the  Balcony! 

Sof.  Why,  to  my  beft  Remembrance,  you  never  in- 
vited the  Balcony. 

Aw^h\ 


io8  Amphitryon. 

Amph.  What  Nonfenfe  doft  thou  plead  for  an  Excuie 
of  thy  foul  Language,  and  thy  bafe  Replies !  . 

So/.  You  fright  a  Man  out  of  his  Senfes,  firftjaod  blame 
him,  afterwards,  for  talking  Nonienfc: — but  'tis  better 
for  me  to  talk  Nonfenfe,  than  for  feme  to  do  Nonfenfe : 
I  will  (ay  that,  whate'er  comes  on't.  Pray  Sir,,  let  all 
Things  be  done  decently  :  what,  I  hope,  whepa  Man  is 
to  be  hang'd,  he  is  not  trufc'd  upon  the  Gallpw^,  like  a 
dumb  Dog,  without  telling  him  wherefore.       '  -  •      • 

Am^.  By  yoiir  Pardon,  Gentlemen:- 1  bare  nq  Ipngcr 
Patience  to  forbear  him. 

Sof.  Jufticc,  juftice:  my  Lord  Grtfus:  as  you  area  true 
Magiftrate,  proteft  mc.  Here's  a  procefs  of  Beating  go- 
ing forward,  without  Sentence  given. 

Gri^.  My  Lord  Amfhitr^on,  this  mufl:  not  be.-  Let  mc 
firll  underftand  the  dements  of  the  Criminal. 

Sof.  Hold  you  to  that  point,  I  beleech  your  Honour,  r.s 
you  commiferate  the  Cafe  of  apoor,  innocent  Malefadior. 

Atnfh.  To  fhut  the  Door  againft  me,  in  my  \'ery  F-ce, 
to  deny  me  Entrance,  to  brave  me  from  the  Balcony,  to 
laugh  at  mc,  to  threaten  me:  what  proofs  of  Innocence 
call  you  thcfc?  but  if  1  punifh  not  this  Infokncc    ■        ■■ 

[Is  going  to  biot  /.{.*», 
I  beg  you  let  me  go —   and  is  keld  hy  Polydas  ayid  Tranio. 

Sof.  I  charge  you  in  the  King's  Name,  bold  him  faft  i 
for  you  iee  he's  bloodily  difpos'd. 

Grip.  Now,  what  hafl  thou  to  £iy  for  thy  fclf,  Sojja  h  _ 

Sof.  I  fay,  in  the  firft  Place,  be  fureyouho!<i  him,  Geh-'^ 
tlemen;  for  I  fl-iali  never  picad  worth  one  farthing,  while  -" 
I  am  bodily  afraid. 

tol.  Speak  boldly ;  I  warrant  thee, 

Sof.  Then,  if  I  may  fpeak  boldly,  under  my  Lord'.'  Fa- 
vour, I  do  not  fay  he  lyes  neither:   no,  I  am  *•■'  ■■  *  '    - 
bred  for  that;  butihis  i.ordfliip  fibbs  moft  afc-c-  '' 

Aj?7ph.  Do  you  hear  his  Impudence? j^t  Wi  ^ 

joe  go?  ■      -;>■.••-'--;  .  ..-,-- 

Sof.  No  Impudence  at  aJI,  t^j  Lord:  for  •^-• 

naturally  fpeaking,  be  in  the  Balcony  and  . 

when  at  the  fame  time  I  was  in  every  Stict.  vi  *'-it.ts 

inviting  thefe  Gentlemen  to  Dinner  ? 
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'Grip.  Mold  a  little :  how  long  fincc  was  it  that  he  fpoke 
to  you,  from  the  faid  Balcony  ? 

uimph.  Juft  now;  not  a  Minute  before  he  brought  you 
hither. 

Sof.  Now  fpeak  my  \Vitne{&s. 

Gript  I  can  anfwer  forhm,,  /or  this  laft  half  hour. 

Pa/.  An^I. 

Tran.  And  I, 

&/I  Now  judge  equitably,  Gentlemen  ;  whether  I  vrss 
not  a  civil  well-bred  perfon,  to  tell  my  Lord  hefibbsonly  ^ 

jimph.  Who  gave  you  tint  order,  to  invite  'em  ? 

Sof.  He  that  beft  might;  your  felf :  by  the  fame  token, 
you  bid  old  Bromi/t  provide  and  'twere  for  a  God ;  and  I . 
put  in  for  a  Brace,  or  a  Leafc;  no,  now  I  think  on't,,  it 
was  for  ten  couple  of  Gods,  f o  make  fure  of  Plenty. 

uimph.  When  did  I  give  thee  this  pretended  ComnaiiH- 
en?. 

Sof.  Why  you  gave  me  this  pretended  Commtfflon, 
when  you  were  juft  ready  to  give  my  Lady  the  Fiddles 
and  a  Dance;  in  order,  as  I  fuppofe,  to  your  fecond  Bed- 
ding. 

jimph.  Where,  in  what  place,  did  I^ivethij  order? 

Sof.  Here,  in  this  place;  in  the  prefence  of  this  very 
Door,  and  of  that  Balcony :  and  if  they  cou'd  fpeak,  they 
wou'd  both  juftifie  it. 

Ampb.  O  Heaven!  thcfe  Accidents  are  ib  furprizing, 
the  more  I  think  of  'cm,  the  more  I  am  loft  in  my  Ima- 
gination. . 

Grip.  Nay,  he  has  told  us  fome  PafTagcs,  as  he  came  a- 
long,  that  feem  to  furpafs  the  Power  of  Nature. 

Sof  What  think  you  now,  my  Lord,  of  a  certain  twin 
Brother  of  mine,  call'd  Sofia}  'tis  a  fly  Youth:  pray  Hea-  • 
ven  you  have  not  juft  fuch  snother  Relation,  within 
Doors,  calVduimphitryon.  It  may  be  it  was  he,  that  put 
upon  me,  in  your  likcnefs:  and  perhaps  he  may  have  put 
fomcthing  upon  your  Lordfliip  too,  that  may  weigh  hea- 
vy upQjv^ie  Forehead. 

Af^h.  [10  thofe  who  hold  him.']  Let  me  go : Sofia 

miy  be  innocent,  and  I  will  not  hurt  him:— — — Opea 
tbc  Door;  I'll  refolve  my  Doubts  immediately. 

Sof, 
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Sof.  The  Door  is  peremptory,  that  it  will  not  be  opan'd 
witnout  Keys:  and  my  Brother,  on  the  infide,  is  ia?oC- 
feifi5on;  and  will  not  part  with 'em.  ■-_<■' 

.^imph.  Then  'tis  manifeft  that  I  am  affronted;  break  , 
open  the  Door  there.  •  t  ,  : 

Grip.  Stir  not  a  Man  of  you,  to  his  AfljAailoe. 

Amph.  Deft  thou  take  part  with  my  Adulweft  too,  be- 
caufe  fhe  is  thy  Niece?  ^  .  ...      ■ 

Grip.  I  take  part  with  nothing,  hut  the  Lawjpand  Wr*. 
break  the  Doors  open,  is  to  break  the  Law.  '       utg 

Amph.  Do  thou  command  'em  then.  ^  .         .10^ 

Grip.  I  command  nothing  without  my  Warrant;  and 
my  Clerk  is  not  here  to  take  his  Fees  for  draw^ingit. 

Amph.  (Aftde)  The  Devil  take  all  Juftice-brokers: 

I  rurfe  him  too   when  I  have    been    hunting   him    all>' 

over  the  Town,  to  be  my  Witnefs! '• But  ril-bringv 

Soldiers  to  force  open  the  Doors,  by  my  own  CommifTi- 
on.  {Exit  Amphitryofi. 

Sof.  Pox  o'thcfe  Forms  of  Law,  to  defeat  a  Man  of  J» 
Dinner,  when  he's  Iharp  fet:  'is  againft  the  Privilege  of* 
a  Free-born  Stomach:  and  is  no  lefs  than  Subverfion  ofa 
Fundamentals.  [  Jupiter  etbove  in  the  Bulcony-^ 

Jup.  Oh,  my  Friends,  I  am  lorry  I  have  made  yoaA 
wait  fobng:  you  are  welcome;  and  the  Door  fbaul  beo«r-? 
pcn'd  to  you,  immediately.  [£«tf  Jupiter. 

Crip.  Was  not  that  Amphitryon}  ■      -.  .  .- 

to/.  Why,  who  (hou'd  it  be  elfe  ?  .'    ?)  ,  aiJ 

Grip.  In  all  Appearance  it  was  he :  but  how  got  hctiwwt 

Tol.  In  fuch  a  Trice  too !  [ther  ? 

Tran.  And  after  he  had  juft  left  us? 

Grip.  And  fo  much  alter 'd,  for  the  better,  in  his  Hu- 
mour? 

Sof.  Here's  fuch  a  Company  of  foolifh  Queftions,  when 
a  Man's  a  hungry:  You  had  beft  flay  Dinner  'till  he  has 
prov'd  himfelt  to  be  Amphitryon  in  Form  of  Law :  But 
I'll  make  fhort  Work  of  that  Buiinefs:  for  I'll  take  mine 
Oath  'tis  he. 

Cri^.  I  fliould  be  glad  it  were. 
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S6f.  How  glad  it  were  ?  with  your  damn'd  Interroga- 
tories, when  you  ought  to  be  thankful,  that  fo  it  is. 

Gri^.  \Afide.']  That  I  may  fee  my  Miftrefs  Ph*Jra, 
and  prefent  her  with  my  great  gold  Goblet. 

Sof.  If  this  be  not  the  true  Amphitryon.,  I  wifh  I  may 
be  kept  without  Doors,  tafting  and  biting  my  own 
Fingers,  for  want  of  Vidtualsj  and  that's  a  dreadful  Im- 
precation !  I  am  for  the  inviting,  and  eating,  and  treating 
Amphitryon:  I  am  fure  'tis  he  that  is  ray  lawfully  be- 
gotten Lord  :  And  if  you  had  an  Ounce  of  true  Juftice  in 
you,  you  ought  to  have  laid  hold  on  t'other  Amphitryon, 
and  committed  him  tor  a  Rogue,  and  an  Impoftor,  and 
a  Vagabond.         \The  Door  is  open' J:  Mercury  from  within.  ' 

Mfrc.  Enter  quickly,  Mafters:  The  PafTage  oh  the 
Righc-^hand  leads  to  the  Gallery,  where  my  Lord  expedts 
you  ■ '  For  I  am  cali'd  another  way.         •     "'•       v  ^ 

■  [Gripus,  Tranio,  and  Polydas  go  into  the  Hotifi. 

Sof.  I  fhoiild  know  that  Voice,  bv  a  fecret  Inftinft  i-  ■ 
'Tis  a  Tongue  of  ray  Family  j  and  oelongs  to  my  Bro- 
ther Sofia :  It  muft  be  fo  j  for  it  carries  a  cudgelling  K.ind  ' 

of  Sound  in  it But  put  the  worft :   Let  me  weigh  • 

this  matter  wifely :   Here's  a  Beating,  and  a  Belly-full  :  ' 
Againft  no  Beating,  and  no  Belly-fully.    The  Beating  is 
bad}  but  the  Dinner  is  good:  Now,  notito  be  beaten,  is 
but  negatively  good  j  but,  not  to  fill  my  Belly,  is  pofi-^ 

lively  Bad Upon  the  whole  matter,  my  final  RefolU- 

ti©n  is,  to  take  the  Good  and  the  Bad  as  they  corrie 
together.     '    ■  [/;  entring:  Mercury  meets  him  at  the  Door. 
Mer^.  Whither  now,  youKitchin-skum?  From  whence 
this  Impudence,  to  enter  here  without  Permiflion? 

Sof  Moft  IlluftrioUs -Sir :   My  Ticket  is  my  Hunger: 
Shew  the  full  Bowels  of  your  Compaflion,  to  the  empty  ■ 
Bowels  of  my  Famind. 

aMerc.  Were  you  not  charg'd  to  r^urn  no  more?  I'll 
cut'you  into  Quarters,  and  hang  yoii  upon  the  Sham- 
bles. ,-.;.■  V,         'i 

Sof.  You'll  get  but  little  Credit  by  me:  Alas,  Sir,  I 
am  but  mere  Carrion!  htzvc-Sofia,  compaffiomte^cowatd 
Sofia :  And  beat  not  thy  felf,  in  beating  me. 

Merc.  Wko  gave  you  that  Privilege,  Sirrah,  ta  aflUme 
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my  Name?  have  you  not  been  Tufficiently  warn'd  of  it? 
and  receiv'd  part  of  Punifhment  already? 

Sof.  May  it  pleafe  you,  Sir,  the  Name  is  big  enough 
for  both  of  us:  And  we  may  ufe  it  in  common,  like  a 
Strumpet:  Witnefs  Heav'n,  that  I  would  hnvc  obey'd 
you,  and  quitted  my  Title  to  the  Name^;?  but,  wheve- 
ever  I  come,  the  malicious  World  v/iil  call -me  Sfjiei,  m 
fpight  of  me ;  I  am  fenfibJe  tliere  are  two  Amfhitryofis ; 
and  v/hy  may  not  there  be  two  SojM'si  Let  thcjfe  two 
cut  one  anothers  Throats  at  their  own  Pieafure  :  Bat  you 
and  I  will  be  wifer,  by  my  Conient,  and  hold  good  In- 
telligence together.  ' 

Merc.  No,  no :  Two  Sofia's  wotild  but  make  two 
Fools. 

Sof.  Then  let  me  be  the  Fool;  and  be  you  the  pru- 
dent Perfon :  And  chufe  for  yoJt  feif  fomc  wifer  Name  : 
Or  you  {hall  be  the  elder  Brother;  and  I'll  be  content  to 
be  the  younger,-  though  I  lofe  my  Inheritance. 

Merc,  I  teU  thee,  I  am  the  only  Son  of  our  Family. 

Sof.  Ah!  Then  let  me  be  your  Baftard  Brother,  and 
the  Son  of  a  Whore ;  I  hope  that's  but  rcafonable. 

Mirc.  No,  thou  fhalt  not  difgrace  my  Father:  For 
there  are  few  Baftards  now-a-days  worth  owning. 

Sfff.  Ah!  Poor  Sofia!  What  will  become  of  thee? 

Merc.  Yet  again  profanely  ufing  my  proper  Name?  <}xL* 

Sof.  I  did  not  mean  my  felf :  I  was  thinking  of  another 
Sofia,  a  poor  Fcl'oW,  that  was  once  of  my  Acquaintance, 
unfortunately  banifti'd  out  of  Doors,  when  Dinner  was^  , 
juft  coming  upon  the  Table.  -j 

lifter  Phaedra. 

fhdd.  Sofia,  you  and  I  muft — — Blefs  mc !  what  have 
we  here,  a  Goupic  of  you,  or  do  I'fee  double  ? 

Sof.  I  would  fain  bring  it  about,  that  1  mi^ht  make 
one  of 'em:  But  he's  unrcaforiable,  and  will  needs  incor-^^^ 
porate  me,  and  fwallow  me  whole  into  himfe'i.    If  M 
would  be  content  to  be  but  one  and  a  ljalf>  'twould  ne- 
ver grieve  me. 

Merc.  'Tis  a  perverlc  Rafcal:  I  kick  him,  and  cudgel 
him  to  no  purpofe:  For  ftill  he's  obftinate  to  ftick  to  me  : 
And  I  can  never  beat  him  out  of  my  Refcmblance. 
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fhid.  Which  of  you  two  is  Sofia  ?  for  t'other  muft  be 
the  Devil. 

Sof.  You  had  beft  ask  him  tihat  has  play'd  the  Devil 
with  my  Back  and  Sides. 

Merc.  You  had  beft  ask  him  who  gave  you  the  Gold 
Gobkt?  .    ' 

PM.  No,  that's  aheady  given :  but  he  fhall  be  my  .*- 
fia,  that  will  give  me  fuch  another. 

Merc.  I  find  you  have  been  interloping,  Sirrah. 
Sof.  No ,  indeed ,  Sir  j    I  only  promised  her  a  Gold 
Thin^bk :   which  was  as  much  as  comes  to  my  Propor- 
tion of  being  Sofia. 

Thsd,  This  is  no  Sofia  for  my  Money :  beat  him  away 
t'other  Sofia ;  he  grows  infufferable. 

Sof.  [^de.']  Wou'd  I  were  valiant,  that  I  might  beat 
him  away ;  and  fiicceed  him  at  the  Dinner  j  for  a  prag- 
matical Son  of  a  Whore,  as  he  is 

Mere.  What's  that  you  are  muttering  betwixt  yous 
Teeth,  of  a  Son  of  a  Whore,  Sirrah? 

Sof.  I  am  fure  I  meant  you  no  Offence :  for,  if  i  aiu 
not  Sofia,  I  am  the  Son  of  a  Whore,  for  ought  I  knowj 
and,  if  you  are  Sofia,  you  may  be  the  Sou  of  a  Whore, 
kJr  ought  you  know. 

Mire.  Whatever  I  am,  I  will  be  Sefia,  as  long  as  I 
pleafc  :  and  whenever  you  vifit  me,  you  ftiail  be  liire  ol 
the  Civility  of  the  Cudgel. 

Sof.  If  you  will  |M«omife  to  beat  me  into  the  MovSe, 
you  may  begin  when  you  pleafe  with  me  :  but  to  be 
beanai  out  of  theHoufe,  at  Dinner-time,  Flefli  andBkwd 
can  never  bear  it. 

[Merc\iry  beatt  him  about,  and  Sofia  is  fiill  making 
tcveards  the  Door  :    but  Mercury  gets  betwixt; 
and  at  length  drives  him  off  the  Stage. 
Thad.  In  the  Name  of  Wonder,  what  are  you,  that  are 
Sofia,  and  are  not  Sofia  ? 

Merc.  If  thou  wouU'ft  know  mwe  of  me,  my  Perlbn 
ic  freely  at  thy  dil^ofing. 

Fh^d.  Then  I  difpole  of  it  to  you  agaiflj  for  'tis'^ 
u^y,  '«i«  n9t  for  my  Ufe. 

Mere 
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Merc.  I  can  be  ugly  or  handfome,  aj  I  p^eaie  %■  go  to 
Bed  old,  and  rift  young.  I  have  fo  many  Sures  of  Per- 
fons  by  me,  that  I  can  fhift  'em  when  I  wU). 

PW.  You  are  a  Foci  then,  to  put  on  your  worft 
Cloaths,  when  you  come  a  wooing.        -  :  ■  - 

Here.  Go  to  :  ask  no  more  QueftioiMj:  I^ra  for  thy 
Turn;  for  1  know  thy  Heart:  and  fee  lU  tHtfti  haft  about 
thee.  '  "  ■ 

Ihii.  Then  you  can  feeiny  Back-iide  tooj;  there's  a 

Bargain  fcr  you. 

Merc.  In  thy  right  Pocket:  - —  let  me  fee: three 

Love-Letters  from  J  idge  GripHs,  written  to  the  Bottom, 
on  three  Sides ;  full  of  Fuftian  Paflion,  and  hearty  Non- 
fenfe :  as  alio  in  the  fame  Pocket,  a  Letter  of  thine  in- 
tended to  him  ^  conlifting  of  nine  Lines  and  a  haif : 
fcrawl'd  and  faJfe  fpeli'd,  to  fhow  thou  art  a  Woman ; 
and  full  of  Fraudulence,  and  Equivocations,  and  Shoeing- 
homs  of  Love  to  him  j  to  promife  much,  -and  mean  no- 
thingj  to  (how,  over  and  above,  that  thou  art  a  meet 
Woman. 

Fhid.  Is  the  Devil  in  you,  to  fee  all  this.'  Now,  for 
Heaven's  Sake,  do  not  look  in  t'other  Pocket.——. 

Merc.  Nay,  there's  nothing  there,  but  a  little  godly 
Prayer-Book,  and  a  bawdy  Lampoon,  and— -— 

PhdJ.  [Giviag  a  greM  Irisk^  Look  no  farther,  I  befeccii 
you.  p 

Merc.  And  a  Silrer  Spc»on. 

Th£d.  [Shritidr^.']  — —  Ah ! 

Merc.  Which  you  purlo.n'd  laft  Night  &om  Bromia. 

Fhid.  Keep  iny  Counfel,  or  I  am  undone  for  ever. 

[^adding  up  her  Hands  to  him, 
litre.  No:  I'll  mortifie  thee,  now  I  have  a  Handle  to 

thy  Iniquity,  if  thou  wilt  not  love  me. 

thAi.  Well,  if  you'll  promife  me  to  be  fecret,  I  will 
Ibve  jrou :  becaufe  indeed  I  dare  do  no  other. 

Merc.  'Tis  a  good  Girli  I  will  be  fecret;  and  further^  I 
will  be  aflilling  to  thee  in  thy  Filching :  for  thou  and  I 
were  born  under  the  iame  Planet. 

Vhti.  Aad  we  ihall  cgrac  to  tho  lame  End  too,  I'^x 
afraid, 


'':Merei''^o;  rtOi  fince  thou  haft  Wit  enough  already  to 
cozen  a  Judge,  thou  need'ft  never  fear  Hanging. 

Fhsd.  And  will  you  make  your  felf  a  younger  Manj 
and  be  handfomc  too  :  and  rich  ?  for  you  that  know 
Hearts,  muft  needs  know,  that  I  fhall  never  be  conftant 
to  "fuch  an  ugly  old  Sofia. 

Merc.  Thou  fhalt  know  more  of  that  another  Time: 
in  the  mean  while,  here's  a  Caft  of  my  Office  for  thee. 
[He  fiamps  upen  the  Ground  :  Jbme  Dancers  come 
from    under-ground:     and  others  jrom  the  fides 
of  the  Stage :  A  Song,  and  a  Fantajiick  Dance. 
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Mercury V  SO NG  to  Phaedra. 
I. 

Air  Iris,  I  love,  and  hourly  I  dye. 

But  not  for  a  Lip,  nor  a  languishing  lye! 


She's  fickle  and  falfe,  and  there  we  agrees 
For  I  am  as  falfe.  and  as  fickle  as  fhe : 
We  neither  helieie  what  either  can  fay ; 
And,  neither  believing,  we  neither  betray. 

II. 


*Iis  civil  tofwesvf,  and  fay  things  of  courfe; 
We  mean  not  the  taking  pr  Better  for  Worfe. 
When  prefent,  we  love i  when  abfera,  agree: 
'•    "•   I  thinit  not  o/Iris,  nor  Iris  of  me: 

The  Legend  of  Love  no  Couple  can  pni 
-S^tafitto  fart,  or  fix  eiiuauy  join'd. 
.'  b  'J  -A      V.  .J  ,   , 

.,  ~~"'"  After,  the  Dance. 

Thdd.  This  Power  of  yours  makes  me  fiifpeft  you  for 
little  better  than  •a  God ;  but  if  you  are  one,  for  more 
Certainty,  tell  me  what  I  am  juft  now  thinking. 

Merc.  Why,  thou  art  thinking,  kt  me  fee ;  for  thou 
art  a  Woman,  and  your  Minds  arc  fo  ^^ariable, .  that  it's 

very 
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Very  hard  even  for  a  God  to  know  them.  But,  to  {atis- 
fie  thee,  thou  art  wiihing,  now,  for  tiie  fame  Power  I 
have  exercis'di  that  thou  mighteft  ftamp,  like  me  3  and 
have  more  Singers  come  up  for  another  Song. 

PiW.  Gad,  I  think  the  Devil's  in  you.  Then  I  do 
ftamp  in  fomebody's  Name,  but  I  know  not  whofej 
.[Jiamps.']  Come  up,  Gentle- folks,  from  below  j  and  fing 
me  a  Paftoral  Dialogue,  where  the  Woman  may  have  the 
.better  of  the  Man ;  as  we  always  have  in  Love-Matters. 
[^New  Singers  come  up,  andjing  a  Song, 

A  Paftoral  Dialogue  betwixt  T'hyrfis  and  Iris. 

I. 

Thyriis.TT^r  Iris  and  her  Swain 

X7     H^ere  in  a  JhAdy  Bow'fi 
IVl^ere  Thyriis  long  in  vain 

Had  feurht  the  Shephertfs  Hour : 
At  length  his  Hayid  advancing  upon  her  fr.owy  Breaji ; 
He  [aid,  O  kifs  tne  longer, 
And  Unger  yet,  and  longer, 

If  yen  vill  mah  tm  blefi. 

II. 

kis.  Jkt  fafie  yielding  Maid, 
By  tritjiing  is  wtdane  j 
Ow  Sett  it  ^  tetray'd, 

£y  granting  Love  toofion. 
JfyoH  dtfire  f  gain  me,  your  Suf'rings  to  redrefs', 
Frepaiv  to  love  me  hnger, 
And  longer  yet,  and  longer. 

Before  yon  /Imll  pojfefs. 

III. 

"IVfis.  The  Utile  Care  you  fiorv 
Of  all  my  Sorrows  pafi^ 
Makes  Death  appear  teojkvt 
And  Life  too  long  to  lajl. 

Tair 
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Fair  Iris  ki/s  me  kindly,  in  Fity  ofnvf  ¥Mtei 
.And  kindly  fiill,  and  kindly, 

Before  it  h  too  late. 

^  .  .     dV. 

Iris.  Tou  fondly  court,  your  Blifs, 
■^nd  no  AdDmces  makei. 
,  'Tii  not  for  Mnids  to  kifs. 
But  'tis  for  "Men  to  take. 
So  you  fti/^  kifs  me  kindly,  md  I  w^  mt  rebel; 
And  kindly  fiitt,  and  kindly. 

But  kifs  me  not  md  tell 

y„ 

A    RONDEAU. 

Chorus,  Thus  at  the  Height  we  love  and  tivel 

And  fear  not  to  be  poor  : 
We  give,  and  give,  and  give,  and  give", 

'Till  we  can  give  no  more : 
But  what  to-Bay  will  take  away. 

To  Morrow  will  re/lore. 
Thus  at  the  Height  we  love  and  live. 

And  fear  not  to  be  poor. 

Th^d.  Adieu,  I  leave  you  to  pay  the  Mufick :  Hope 
well  Mr. Planet  j  there's  a  better Heav'n  in  flore  for  you: 
I  fay  no  more,  but  you  can  guefs. 

Merc,  [alone']  Such  Bargain-Loves,  as  I  with  Vhadra'i 
Are  all  the  Leagues  and  Friendfhips  of  the  Great :  [treat,  > 
All  feelc  tlieir  Ends ;  and  each  wou'd  other  cheat.  ^ 

They  only  feem  to  hate,  and  feem  to  love;  »    ., 

But  Int'reft  is  the  Point  on  which  they  move. 
Their  Friends  are  Foes ;  and  Foes  are  Friends  again  j 
And,  in  their  Turns,  are  Knaves,  and  honelt  Men, 
Our  Iron  Age  is  grown  an  Age  of  Gold  : 
*Tis  who  bids  moftj  for  all  Men  wou'd  be  fold.      [Exit. 
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Enter  Gripus  and  Phaedra.    Gripus  has  the  Gob* 
let  in  his  Hand. 

fhtd.y^OV  will  not  be  fo  bafe  to  take  it  from  me? 

1       Crip.  'Tis  my  proper  Chattel ;   And  I'll  feize 
my  own,  in  whatever  Hands  I  find  it. 

Ph^d.  You  know  I  onlyfliow'd  it  you  to  provoke  your 
Geuerofity,  that  you  might  out-bid  your  Rival  with  a 
better  Prefent. 

Crip.  My  Rival  is  a  Thief:  and  I'll  indite  you  for  a 
Receiver  of  ftoln  Goods. 

Fh&d.  Thou  Hide-bound  Lover !  >■ 

Crip.  Thou  very  mercenary  Miftrefs! 

Thsd.  Thou  moft  mercenary  Magiftrate  ! 

Crip.  Thou  Seller  of  thy  felf ! 

ThAd.  Thou  Seller  of  other  People :  thou  Weather-cock 
of  Government;  that  when  the  Wind  blows  for  the  Sub- 
ject, point'ft  to  Privilege ;  and  when  it  changes  for  the 
Soveraign,  veerft  to  Prerogative. 

Crip.  Will  you  compound,  and  take  it  as  my  Prefent? 

PW,  No:  but  I'll  fend  thy  Rival  to  force  it  from  thee. 

Crip.  When  a  Thiet  is  Rival  to  his  Judge,   the  Hang- 
man will  foon  decide  the  Difference.  {Exit  Phxdra, 
I/ner  Mercury,  with  two  Swords. 

Merc.  iBowing.']  Save  your  good  Lordfhip, 

Grip  From  an  impertinent  Coxcomb:  I  am  out  of 
Humour,  and  am  in  hafte :  Leave  me. 

Merc.  'Tis  my  Duty  to  attend  on  your  Lordfhip,  and 
to  eafe  you  of  that  undccent  Burden. 

Grip.  Gold  was  never  any  Burden,  to  one  of  my  Pro- 
feflion. 

Merc.  By  your  Lordfliip's  Pcrmifllon,  Fhjcdra  lus  fcnt 
injc  ;o  take  it  fiom  you. 

Crip. 
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Crip.  What,  by  Violence? 

Merc,  [fiill  Bowing.]  No;  butby  your  Honour's PcrmiC 
fion,  I  am  to  reftore  it  to  her,  and  perfwade  your  Loid- 
Ihip  to  renounce  your  Pretenfions  to  her. 

Grip.  Tell  her  flatly,  I  will  neither  do  one,  nor  t'other. 

Merc.  O  my  good  Lord,  I  dare  pafs  my  Word  for  your 

free  Confent  to  both. "Will  your  Honour  be  pleas'd  to 

take  your  Choice  of  one  of  thefe  ? 

Grip.  Why  thefe  are  Swords:  what  have  I  to  do  w  th 
them? 

Merc.  Only  to  take  your  Choice  ofoneof  them ;  which 
your  Lordfliip  pleafesj  and  leave  the  other  to  your  mofl 
Obedient  Servant. 

Grip.  What,  one  of  thefe  ungodly  Weapons  ?  take  No- 
tice, rjl  lay  you  by  tlie  Heels,  Sirrah:  This  has  the  Ap- 
pearance of  an  unlawful  bloody  Challenge. 

Merj:.  You  Magiflrates  are  pleas'd  to  call  it  fb,  my 
Lord;  but  with  us  Sword-men,  'tis  an  honourable  Invi- 
tation to  the  cutting  of  one  anothers  Throats. 

Grip.  Be  anfwcr'd;  I  have  no  Throat  to  cut.  The 
Law  fhall  decide  our  Controverlie. 

Merc.  By  your  Permifiion,  my  Lord;  it  muft  be  di- 
fpatch'd  this  way. 

Grip.  I'il  fee  thee  hang'd  before  I  give  thee  any  fuck 
Permiffion,  to  difpatch  me  into  another  World. 

Merc.  At  the  leaft,  my  Lord,  you  have  no  Occafion 
to  complain  of  my  want  of  Refped  to  you :  You  will 
neither  reftore  the  Goblet,  nor  renounce  PhaJra :  I  of- 
fer you  the  Combat;  you  refufe  it;  all  this  is  done  in 
the  Forms  ot  Honour :  It  follows,  that  I  am  to  aflilonr, 
cudgel  you,  or  kick  you,  at  my  own  arbitrement;  and 
I  fuppofe,  you  are  too  honourable  not  to  approve  of  my 
Proceeding. 

Grip.  Here's  a  new  fort  of  Procefs,  that  was  never 
heard  of  in  any  of  our  Courts. 

Merc.  This,  my  good  Lord,  is  Law  in  Short-h^ixl, 
without  your  long  Preambles,  and  tedious  R'.-petitlons, 
that  lignific  nothing  but  to  fquceie  the  Subjefl :  Tiiere- 
tbre,  with  your  Lordlhip's  Favour,  I  begin. 

[^Fillips  hitn  unJsr  tht  Chin. 


110  Amphitryok. 

Grip.  What's  this  for? 

Merc.  To  give  you  an  Occafion  of  retuminw  me  a  box 
o'th'Ear:  that  fo,  all  things  may  proceed  methodically. 

Grip.  I  put  in  no  Anfwer,  but  iufFer  a  Non-fuit. 

Merc.  No,  my  Lord ;  for  the  Cofts  and  Charges  are 
to  be  paid:   Will  you  pleafe  to  reftore  the  Cup  ? 

Grip.  I  have  told  thee,  no. 

Merc.  Then  from  your  Chin,  I  muft  afcend  to  your 
Lordfliip*s  Ears. 

Grip.  Oh,  oh.  Oh,  oh.- —  Wilt  thou  never  leave 
lugging  me  by  the  Ears  ? 

Merc.  Not  till  your  Lordfliip  will  be  pleas'd  to  heat 
Reafon,  .  [Pulling  again. 

Grip.  T^y^c  the  Cup,  and  the  Devil  give  thee  Joy  on't. 

Merc.  \fiiU  holding  him.']  And  your  Lordfliip  will  far- 
ther be  gracioufly  pleas'd,  to  releafe  all  Claims,  Titles,  and 
Adiions  whatfoever  to  Thidra:  You  muft  give  me  leave 
to  add  one  imzW  memento,  for  that  too.  [?ullirtg  him  again. 

Grip.  I  renounce  her,  I  releafe  her. 
Enter  Phaedra. 

Merc,  [to  her.]  ThAdrn;  my  Lord  has  been  pleas'd  to  be 
very  gracious;  without  pufhing  Matters  to  Extremity. 

fhdd.  I  over-heard  it  all:  But  give  me  Livery  and 
"Seifin  of  the  Goblet,  in  the  firft  Place. 

Merc.  There's  an  aft  of  Oblivion  ftiou'd  be  pafs'd  too. 

Th&d.  Let  him  begin  to  remember  Quarrels,  when  he 
dares;  now  I  have  him  under  my  Girdle,  I'll  cap  Vyies 
with  him  to  the  end  of  the  Chapter. 

Bj/er  Amphitryon  and  Guards. 

jimph.  [to  Gripus.]  At  the  lafl:  I  have  got  Poflefllon 
wiihout  your  Lordfhip's  M^arrant;  Thsdra,  tell  Jllcmemt 
I  am  here. 

Th&d.  I'll  carry  no  luch  lying  Meflage ;  you  are  not 
here,  and  you  cannot  be  here :  for,  to  my  Knowledge, 
you  are  above  with  my  Lady,  in  the  Chamber! 

jimph.  All  of  a  Piece,  and  ail  Witchcraft !  Anfwer  me 
precifely;  doft  thou  not  know  me  for  Atnphitryon? 

Vhid.  Anfwer  me  firft :  Did  you  give  me  a  Diamond, 
and  a  Purfe  of  Gold  ? 

Amph,  Thou  know'ft  I  did  not. 

Th^d. 
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PW.  Then,  by  the  (ame  Token,  I  know  you  are  not 
the  true  Amphitryon:  if  you  are  lis,  i  am'fure  I  left  you 
in  Bed  with  your  own  Wife :  now  you  had  beft  ftretch 
out  a  Leg;  and  feel  about  for  a  fair  Lady. 

Amph.  1 11  undo  this  Enchantment  with  my  Sword } 
and  kill  the  Sorcerer :  Come  up,  Gentlemen,  and  follow 
me.  \To  the  Guards. 

Vh&d.  rn  fave  you  the  Labour;  and  call  him  down  to 
confront  you;  if  you  dare  attend  him.        [Exit  Phxdra, 
Merc.  [A/uie.]  Now  the  Spell  is  ended,  and  Jupiter  can 
enchant  no  more ;  or  elfe  Amphitryon  had  not  enter'd  fo 

eafily.     {Gr'\^\is  is ftealmg off^.] Whithernow,  Gri- 

piisi  I  have  Bufinefs  for  you:  if  you  offer  to  ftir,  yoa 
know  v/haf  follows.      ; 

Enter  Jupiter,  folloy»\t  by  Tranio  and  Polydas. 
fup.  Who  dires  -to  play  the  Mafter  in  my  Houle  ? 
What  Noife  is  this  that  calls  me  from  above. 
Invades  my  foft  Recefs,  and  Privacy, 
And,  iikc  a  Tide,  breaks  in  upon  my  Love? 
Amph,  O  Heav'ns,  what's  this  I  fee? 
Traa.  What  Prodigy! 
Pol.  How,  two  Amphitryons ! 
Grip.  I  have  beheld  th'  Appearance  of  two  Suns  j 
But  ftill  the  falfe  was  dimmer  than  the  true; 
Here,  both  fhine  out  alike. 

Amph.  This  is  a  Siglit,  that,  like  the  Gorgon's  Head, 
Runs  through  my  Limbs,  and  ftiffens  me  to  Stone. 
I  nee  J  no  more  inquire  into  my  Fate: 
Fpr  what  I  fee  refolves  my  Doubts  too  plain. 
Tran.  Two  Drops. of  Water  cannot  be  more  like, 
Tol.  They  are  two  very  fame's. 
Merc.  \_Afide.']  Our  Jupiter  is  a  great  ■  Comedian  ;    he 
counterfeits  moft  admirably  ;    Sure  his  Prieils  have  ca- 
py'd  their  Hypocriiie  from  their  Mafter. 

Amph.  Now  I  am  gather'd  back  into  my  felf. 
My  Heart  beats  high,  and  pufhes  our  the  Blood 

:  [Drawing  his  Sveofd. 
To  give  me  juft  Revenge  on  this  Impoftor. 
If  you  are  brave,  aflift  me— not  one ilirs :  [To  the  G/tmi: 
"What,  are  all  brib'd  to  take  th'  Enchanter's  Part  ? . . , ; 
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'Tis  true,  the  Work  is  mine ;  and  thus  — — 

[Gomg  to  m/h  upon  Jupiter;  and  is  held  bj  Tra- 
nio  md  PoJydas. 
Tol.  It  mufl:  not  be. 

Ju^.  Give  him  his  Way:   I  dare  the  Madman's  worft: 
Put  ftill  take  Notice,  that  it  looks  not  like 
The  true  Amphitryon.,  to  fly  out  at  firft 
To  brutal  Force :  it  fhews  he  doubts  his  Caufe, 
Who  dares  not  truft  his  Reafon  to  defend  it.     [and  Bedj 
Amph.  [Struggling.']  Thou  bafe  Ufurper  of  my  Name* 
No  lels  than  thy  Hearts-blood  can  wafh  away 
Th' Affronts  I  have  fuftain'd. 
Tran.  We  muft  not  fuffer 
So  ftrange  a  Duel,  as  Amphitryon 

To  fight  againft  himfelf.  [Hands: 

Vohd.  Nor  think  we  wrong  you,  when  we  hold  your 
We  know  our  Duty  to  our  General: 
We  know  the  Tyes  of  Friendfhip  to  our  Friend: 
Bur  who  that  Friend,  or  who  that  Gen'ral  is, 
Without  more  certain  Proofs  betwixt  you  two. 
Is  hard  to  be  diilinguilh'd,  by  our  Realbn: 
ImpolTible  by  Sight. 

Amfh.  I  know  it;  and  have  fatisfy'd  my  felf j 
I  am  the  true  Amphitryon. 

Jup.  See  again. 
He  Ouns  the  certain  Proofs;  and  dares  not  Aand 
Impartial  Judgment,  and  award  of  Right. 
But  fince  Alcmenas  Honour  is  concern'd, 
Whom,  more  than  Heav'n,  and  all  the  World,  I  loTCj 
This  I  propofe,  as  equal  to  us  both. 
Traiiie,  and  Polydns,  be  you  Afliftants, 
The  Guards  be  ready  to  fecure  th'  Impoftor, 
When  once  fo  prov'd,  for  publick  Puninimcntj 
And  Gripuf,  he  thou  Umpire  of  the  Caufe. 
Amph.  I  am  content:  Let  him  proceed  to  Examination.' 
Crip.  [AjiJe  to  Merc.']  On  whofe  Side  wou'd  you  pieaft 
that  1  (hou'd  give  the  Sentence  ? 

fc»  Merc.  [A/ide  to  him.]  Follow  thy  Confcience  for  once; 
but  not  to  make  a  Cnilom  of  it  neither ;  nor  to  leave  an 
evil  Precedent  of  Uprightneis  tofuture  Judges.— r.4'^</?.] 
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*Tis  a  good  thing  to  have  a  Magiftrate  under  Corrediion  '• 
Your  old  fornicating  judge,  dare  never  give  Sentence  a- 
gainft  him  that  knows  his  Haunts. 

Polyd.  Your  Lordfhip  knows  I  was  Mafter  of  Amphi- 
tryort's  Ship;  and  defire  to  know  of  him,  what  pais'd  in 
private  betwixt  us  two  at  his  Landing,  when  he  was 
juH  ready  to  engage  the  Enemy  ? 

Grip.  Let  the  true  Amphitryon  anfwer  firft. • 

Jtipit.  and  Amph.  together.  My  Lord,  I  told  him— — 

Grip.  Peace  both  of  you: 'Tis  a  plain  Cafe  they  are 

both  trucj  for  they  both  fpcak  togeth>;r:  but  for  more 
ccitainty,  let  the  falie  Amphitryon  fpeak  firft, 

Merc.  Now  they  are  both  lilcnt. 

Crip  Then 'tis  as  plain  on  t'other  fide,  that  they  are  both 
falfe  Amphitryons. 

Merc.  Which  Amphitryon  fhall  fpeak  firft? 

Grip.  Let  the  Cholerick  A/»phitrjon  fpcak ;  and  let  the 
peaceable  hold  his  Peace. 

Amph.  [to  Polyd.]  You  may  remember  that  1  whifper'd 
you,  not  to  part  from  the  Stern,  one  fingle  Moment. 

Folyd.  You  did  fo. 

Grip.  No  more  Words  thenj  I  proceed  to  Sentence. 

yupit.  'Twas  I  that  whifper'd  him ;  and  he  may  re- 
member I  gave  him  this  Reafon  for  it;  that  if  our  Men 
were  beaten,  I  might  lecure  my  own  Retreat. 

Folyd.  You  did  To. 

Grip.  Now  again  he's  as  true  as  t'other. 

Tran.  You  know  I  was  Pay-mafter :  What  Diredioni 
did  you  give  me  the  Night  before  the  Battel  ? 

Grip,  To  which  of  the  You's  art  thou  fpeaking  ? 

Merc.  lAjide.'}  It  (hou'd  be  a  double  U ;  but  they  have 
no  fuch  Letter  in  their  Tongue. 

Amph.  I  order'd  you  to  take  particular  Care  of  the 
great  Bag. 

Grip,  why  this  is  Demonftration. 

yupit.  The  Bag  that  I  recommended  to  you,  was  of 
Tygers  Skin;  and  mark'd  Beta. 

Grip.  In  Sadnefs  I  think  they  are  both  Jugglers:  Here's 
nothing,  and  here's  nothing:  And  then  hkcins  doccuts 
and  they  are  both  here  again. 
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Tran.  You  ^^ttzcMe  Amphitryon,  what  Mony  was  there 
in  that  Bag  ? 

Jup'tt.  The  Sum  in  grofs,  amounted  juft  to  fifty  At- 
tick  Talents, 

Tran.  To  a  Farthing. 

Crip.  Paugh:  Obvious,  obvious," 

Amph.  Two  thoufand  Pieces  of  GoH  Were  t/d  up  in 
a  Handkerchief  by  themfelves. 

Tran.  I  remember  it. 

Crip.  Then  'tis  dubious  again.' 

fupit.  But  the  reft  was  not  all  Silver  5  for  there  were 
juft  four  thoufand  Brafs  Half-pence, 

Grip.  Being  but  Brafs,  the  Proof  is  inconfiderable :  If 
they  had  been  Silver,  it  had  gone  on  your  fide. 

Amph.  [to  Jupit.']  Death  and  Hell,  you  will  not  pcr-^ 
fwade  me,  that  I  did  not  kill  Tterelas? 

fupit.  Nor  you  me,  that  I  did  not  enjoy  Alcmena  ? 

Amph.  That  laft  was  Poyfbn  to  me.- .   \_Ajtdt[ 

Yet  there's  one  Proof  thou  can'ft  not  counterfeit : 

In  killing  Tterelas,  I  had  a  Wound 

Full  in  the  brawny  part  of  my  right  Arm : 

Where  ftill  the  Scar  remains:  Now  blufh,  Impoftorj! 

For  this  thou  canft  not  fhow. 

{Bares  his  Arm  j  ani  (horos  the  Scar,  which  they  all  look  on, 

Omnes.  This  is  the  true  Amphitryon. 

J-Hpt.  May  your  Lordfhip  pleale— 

Grtp.  No,  Sirrah,  it  does  not  pleafe  me:  Hold  y«ur 
Tongue,  I  charge  youj  for  the  Cafe  is  manifeft. 

Jupit.  By  your  Favour  then,  this  fhall  ipeak  for  me. 
[Bares  his  Arm;  andflmes  it. 

Tran.  'Tis  juft  in  the  ftm.e  Mufcle. 

folyd.  Of  the  fame  Length  and  Breadth  j  and  the  Scar 
of  the  fame  bluellh  Colour. 

Crip,  [to  fnftt.']  Did  not  I  charge  you  not  to  Ipeak*? 
*Twas  plain  enough  before:  and  now  you  have  puzzled 
it  again. 

Amph.  Good  Gods,  how  can  this  be ! 

Crip.  For  certain  there  was  but  one  FtereUs;  and  he 
muft  have  been  in  the  Plot  againft  himfelf  too:  For  he 
was  kill'd  firft  by  one  of  them  j  and  then  rofe  again  out 

of 
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of  Refpe£t  to    t*  other  Amphitryon,    to  be  kill'd  twiee 
over. 

Enter  Alcmena,  Phcedra,  and  Bromia. 
Alcm.  [tummg  to  Vh&d.  and  Brom.'] 
No  more  of  this ;  it  founds  impoffible 
That  two  fhoii'd  be  fo  like,  no  Difference  found. 
Phid  You'll  find  it  true, 

Ale.  Thenwhere's  Alcmena's  Honour  and  her  Fame? 
Farewel  my  needlefs  Fear,  it  cannot  be: 
This  is  a  Cafe  too  nice  for  vulgar  Sight: 
But  let  me  come;  my  Heart  will  guide  my  Eyes 
To  point,  and  tremble  to  its  proper  Choice. 

^Seeing  Amphitryon,  goes  to  him'. 
There  neither  was,  nor  is,  but  one  Amphitryon; 

And  I  am  onely  his. [Goes  to  take  him  bf  the  Hand. 

Amph.  [fu/hing  her  away  from  him.']   Away,   Adultrc(s ! 
Jup.  My  gentle  Love ;  my  Treafure  and  my  Joy  j 
Follow  no  more,  that  falfe  and  foolifh  Fire, 
That  wou'd  mif-lead  thy  Fame  to  fare  Deftruftion ! 
Look  on  thy  better  Husband,  and  thy  Friend,' 
"Who  will  not  leave  thee  liable  to  Scorn, 
But  vindicate  thy  Honour;  from  that  Wretch, 
Who  wou'd  by  bafe  Afperfions  blot  thy  Virtue. 

Alcm.  [going  to  him,  who  embraces  her.] 
I  was  indeed  miftaken;  thou  art  he! 
Thy  Words,  thy  Thoughts,  thy  Soul  is  all  Amphitryon'. 
Th'Inrpoftor  has  thy  Features,  not  thy  Mind; 
The  Face  might  have  deceiv'd  me  in  my  Choice; 
Thy  Kindneft  is  a  Guide  that  cannot  err. 

Amph.  What !  in  my  Prefence  to  prefer  the  Villain  ? 
O  execrable  Cheat !  I  break  the  Truce ; 
And  will  no  more  attend  your  vain  Decifionsj 
To  this  -  and  to  the  Gods  I'll  truft  my  Caufe. 

[If  rujh'mg  upon  Jupiter,  and  is  held  agaia, 
Jup.  Poor  Man;  how  I  contemn  thofe  idle  Threats  !- 
Were  I  difpos'd,  thou  might'ft  as  fafely  meet 
The  Thunder  lanch'd  from  the  red  Arm  oifov? : 
(Nor  fove  need  blufti  to  be  Alcmena's  Champion) 
But  in  the  Face  of  T/&f^«,  flic  fliall  be  clear'd : 
And  what  I  am,  and  what  thou  art,  be  known, 
•  K  J-  AtteM^' 
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Attend,  anij  I  will  bring  convincing  Proof, 

Amfh.  Thou  wou'dfl  elude  my  Juftice,  and  cfcapej 

But  I  will  follow  thee,  through  Earth,  and  Seas ; 

Nor  Hell  fhall  hide  thee  from  my  juft  Revenge. 
fup,  I'll  fpare  thy  Pains :  it  fhall  be  quickly  feen. 

Betwixt  us  two,  who  feeks,  and  who  avoids.^ 


Come  in  my  Friends  :  and  thou  who  feem'ft  Amphitryon i 
That  all  who  are  in  doubt,  may  know  the  true. 

[Jupiter  re-enters  the  Houfe:  with  him  Amphitryoa, 
Alcmena,  Polydas,  Tranio,  and  Guards. 

Wiff c.Thou  Cripus,  and  you  Bromia ;  ftay  with  Th^Jra : 
[To  Grip.  And  Brom.  who  are  following . 
Let  their  Affairs  alone,  and  mind  we  ours : 
Amphitryon^  Rival  fhall  appear  a  God : 
But  know  before-hand,  I  am  Mercury; 
Who  want  not  Heav'n,  while  IhAdra  is  on  Earth. 

Brom.  But,  and't  pleafe  your  Lordfhip,  is  my  Fellow 
thtira.  to  be  exalted  into  the  Heav'ns,  and  made  a 
Star? 

fhtd.  When  that  comes  to  pafs,  if  you  look  up  a- 
nights,  I  fhall  remember  old  Kindnefs,  and  vouchfafc  to 
twinkle  on  you. 

Eww  Sofia,  peeping  ahout  him :  and  feeing  Mccrury,  is  fiart' 
ing  back. 

Sof.  Here  he  is  again;  and  there's  nopafTmgby  him  into 
the  Houfe,  unlefs  I  were  a  Spright,  to  glide  in  through 
the  Key-hole. 1  am  to  be  a  Vagabond,  I  find. 

Merc.  Sofia,,  come  back. 

Sof  No  I  thank  you  i  you  may  whiflle  me  long  enough} 
a  beaten  Dog  has  always  the  Wit  to  avoid  his  Mafler. 

Merc.  I  permit  thee  to  be  Sofia  again. 

Sof  'Tis  an  unfortunate  Name,  and  I  abandon  it :  he 
that  has  an  Itch  to  be  beaten,   let   him    take  it   up  for 

Sofia,, What  have  I  faid  now!  I  mean  for  mc} 

for  I  neither  am  nor  will  be  Sofia. 

Merc.  But  thou  may'fl  be  fo  in  Safety :  for  I  have  ac- 
knowiedg'd  my  feif  to  be  God  Mercury. 

Scf  You  may  be  a  God,  for  ought  I  knowj  but  the 
Devil  take  me  if  ever  I  worfhip  youj  for  an  unmerciful 
Deity,  as  you  are. 

Mnt, 
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Merc.  You  ought  to  take  it  for  an  Honour  to  be  drub'd 
by  the  Hand  of  a  Divinity, 

Sof.  I  am  your  moft  humble  Servant,  good  Mr.  Godj 
but  by  the  Faith  of  a  Mortal,  I  cou'd  v/dl  have  fpar'd  the 
Honour  that  you  did  me.  But  how  (hall  I  be  fure  that 
you  will  never  affume  my  Shape  again  ? 

Merc.  Becaufe  I  am  weary  of  wearing  fo  villanous  an 
Outfide. 

Sof.  Well,  wellj  as  villanous  as  it  is,  here's  old  Bromin 
will  be  contented  with  it, 

Brom.  Yes,  now  I  am  fure  that  I  may  chaftife  you 
fafcly :  and  that  there's  no  God,  lurking  under  your  Ap- 
pearance. 

Sof.  Ay  j  but  you  had  beft  take  heed  how  you  attempt 
it:  for  as  Mercury  has  turn'd  himfeif  into  me,  fo  I  may- 
take  the  Toy  into  my  Head,  to  turn  my  felf  into  Mtr^ 
cury,  that  I  may  fwinge  you  off,  condignly. 

Merc.  In  the  mean  time,  be  all  my  Witnefles,  tliat  I 
take  BhAdra  for  my  Wife  of  the  left  haad^  that  is,  in  the 
Nature  of  a  lawful  Concubine. 

ThAd.  You  fhall  pardon  me  for  believing  you,  for  all  you 
are  a  God ;  for  you  have  a  terrible  ill  Name  below :  and 
I  am  afraid  you'll  get  a  Footman,  inflead  of  a  Prieft  to 
Marry  us.  (us. 

Merc.  But  here's  Grlpus  (hall  draw  up  Articles  betwixt 

Fhid.  But  he's  damnably  us'd  to  falfe  Conveyancing '.• - 
Well  be  it  fo:  for  my  Counfel  fliall  overlook  'cm  before 
I  Sign:  Come  on,  Gripus;  that  I  may  have  him  under 
black  and  white.  [HereGripus  geti  ready  Pen,  Ink,  a>d  Paper. 

Merc.  With  all  my  Heart  j  that  I  may  have  thee  under 
black  and  white  hereafter, 

Phdd.  [ti^Grip.']  Begin,  begin}  Heads  of  Articles  to  be 
made,  0>c.  betwixt  Mercury,  God  of  Thieves 

Merc.  And  Fh^dra,  Queen  of  Gypfies. Irnprimt's, 

I  promife  to  buy  and  iettle  upon  her  an  E'latc,  contain- 
ing Nine  thoufand  Acres  of  Land,  in  any  Part  of  SceotlUt 
to  her  own  Liking. 

Thsd.  Provided  always,  that  no  Part  of  the  faid  Nine 
thouiand  Acres  fhall  be  upon,  or  adjoining  to  Mount  Par- 
mdiu :  for  I  will  no;  be  fobb'd  o£f  with  a  Poetical  EftatCv 
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Merc.  Memerandttm,  that  ihc  be  always  conflant  tomej 
and  admit  no  other  Lover. 

Thad.  Memorandum,  unlefs  it  be  a  Lover  that  offers 
more :  and  that  the  Conftancy  fhall  not  exceed  the  Set- 
tlement. 

Merc.  Item,  that  fhe  fhall  keep  no  Male  Servants  in  her 
Houfe :  Item,  no  Rival  Lap-Dog  for  a  Bedfellow :  Item, 
that  ftie  fhall  never  pray  to  any  of  the  Gods. 

Fhtzd.  What,  wou'd  you  have  me  an  Atheift  ? 

Merc.  No  Devotion  to  any  He-Deity,  good  HJj^dra. 

Brsm.  Here's  no  Provifion  made  for  Children  yet. 

Phxd.  Well  remembcr'd,  Bromia:  I  bargain  that  my 
Eldeft  Son  (hall  be  a  Hero,  and  my  eldeft  Daughter  a 
King's  Miftrefs. 

Merc.  That  is  to  fay,  a  Blockhead,  and  a  Harlot,  Vh&dra. 

P^.«</.  That's  true;   but  who  dares  call  'em  fo?   Then 

for  the  Younger  Children: but  now  I  think  on'f, 

we'll  have  no  more,  but  Mafs  and  Mifsj  for  the  reft 
wou'd  be  but  chargeable,  and  a  Burden  to  the  Nation. 

Merc.  Yes,  yes;  the  Second  fhall  be  a  Falfe  Prophet: 
he  fl^all  have  Wit  enough  to  fet  up  a  New  Religion :  and 
too  much  Wit  to  dye  a  Martyr  for  it. 

Thid.  O  what  had  I  forgot?  there's  Pin  Mony,  and 
'Al'.-nr:ony,  and  Separate  Maintenance,  and  a  thoufand 
Things  more  to  be  confider'd  j  that  are  all  to  be  tack'd  to 
this  Aft  of  Settlement. 

Sof.  I  am  a  Fool,  I  muft  confefs  5  but  yet  I  can  fee  as 
far  into  a  Mill-ftone  as  the  beft  of  you :  I  have  obferv'd 
that  you  Women-Wits  are  commonly  fo  quick  upon  the 
Scent,  that  you  of*^en  ovcr-r' .n  it :  Now  I  wou'd  ask  of 
Madam  Vh&dra,  tiiat  in  cafe  Mr.  Heaven  there,  fhou'd 
be  pleas'd  to  break  thefe  Articles,  in  what  Court  of  Judi- 
cature ft  e  intends  to  fue  him  ? 

thAd.  The  Fool  has  hit  upon't : Gods,  and  great 

Men,  are  never  to  be  fuedj  for  they  can  always  plead 
Privilege  of  Peerage:  and  therefore  for  once,  Monfieur, 
I'll  take  your  Word;  for  as  longfas  you  love  me  you'll  be 
fure  to  keep  it :  and  in  the  m.ean  time  I  fhall  be  gaining 
Experience  how  to  manage  fbme  rich  Cully  5  for  no  Wo- 
inan  ever  made  her  Fortune  by  i.  Wit. 

li 
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It  Thunders;  and  the  Cmtpaiy  within  Do0fs,  Amphitfyon, 

Alcmena,  Polydas,  and  Tranio,  all  come  rurming  out,  and 

j(}in  with  the  refi,  who  were  on  the  Theatre  before, 
'"■  jimph.  Sure  'tisfbme  God:  hevaniih'd  from  our  Sight, 
'Arid  told  us,  we  fhou'd  fee  him  foon  return. 

Alf.  I  know  not  what  to  hope,  nor  what  to  fear. 
A  fimple  Errour,  is  a  real  Crime; 
And  unconfenting  Innocence  is  loft. 
Afecond  fed  of  Thmder.    After  which,    Jupiter  afpean 
in  a  Machine. 

Jup.  Look  up,  Amphitryon,  and  behold  above 
*rh'Impoftor  God,  the  Rival  of  thy  Love: 
In  thy  own  Shape,  fee  Jupiter  appear. 
And  let  that  Sight    fecure  thy  jealous  Fear. 
Difgrace,  and  Infamy,  are  turn'd  to  boaft: 
No  Fame,  in  Jove's  Concurrence,  can  be  loft ; 
What  he  enjoys,  he  fandlifies  from  Vice ; 
And  by  partaking,  ftamps  into  a  Price, 
'Tis  I,  who  ought  to  murmur  at  my  Fate; 
Forc'd  by  my  Love,  nay  Godhead  to  tranfiate ; 
When  on  no  other  Terms  I  cou'd  poflefs. 
But  by  thy  Form,  thy  Features,  and  thy  Drefs  j 
To  thee  were  giv'n,  the  Bicffings  that  I  fought. 
Which  elfe,  not  all  the  Bribes  of  Heav'n  had  bought. 
Then  take  into  thy  Arms  thy  envy'd  Love; 
And,  in  his  own  Defpight,  triumph  o'er  Jove. 

Merc,  [afide.']  Amphitryon  and  Alcmena  both  ftandmute, 
and  know  not  how  to  take  it. 

Sofia,  lafr'de.'}  Our  Soveraign  Lord  Jupiter  is  a  (Jy  Com- 
panion ;  he  knows  how  to  gild  a  bitter  Pill. 

Juptt.  From  this  aufpicious  Night  Ihall  rife  an  Heir, 
Great,  like  his  Sire,  and,   Hke  his  Mother,  Fair : 
Wrongs  to  redrefs,  and  Tyrants  to  difleize; 
Born  for  a  World  that  wants  a  Hercules. 
Monfters,  and  Monfter-men  he  fhall  ingagc. 
And  toil,  and  ftruggle,  through  an  Impious  Age. 
Peace  to  his  Labours  fhall  at  length  fucceed ; 
And  murm'ring  Men,  unwilling  to  be  freed, 
Sliaii  be  compel'd  to  Happinefs,  by  need. 

[Jupiter  is  carrfd  back  to  Heaven, 
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Omnes.  We  all  congratulate  Amphytrion. 

Merc.  Keep  your  Congratulations  to  your  felves.  Gen- 
tlemen :  'Tis  a  nice  Point,  let  me  tell  you  that ;  and  the 
]efs  that  is  faid  of  it,  the  better.  Upon  the  whole  Mat- 
ter, if  Amphitryon  takes  the  Favour  oijufiter  in  Patienoe, 
as  from  a  God,  he's  a  good  Heathen. 

Sofia.  I  n.uft  take  a  httle  extraordinary  Pains  to  Night, 
that  my  Spoufe  may  come  even  with  her  Lady,  an.i  pro- 
Ance  a  Squire  to  attend  on  young  Hercules,  when  he  goes 
out  to  leek  Adventures  i  that  when    his   Mailer  kills  a 
Man,  he  may  ftand ready  to  pick  his  Pockets;  andpioufly 
relieve  his  aged  Parents.     Ah,   Bromia,  Bromia;   if  thou 
hadft  been  as  handfbme  and  as  young  as  Ph<iulra ;  I  fay  no 
more,  but  fbmc-body  might  have  made  his  Fortunes  as 
well  as  his  Mailer,  and  never  the  worfe  Man  neither. 
For,  let  the  wicked  World  fay  what  they  pleaie. 
The  fair  Wife  makes  her  Husband  live  at  Eafe : 
The  Lover  keeps  him  too ;  and  but  receives. 
Like  ^ove,  the  Remnants  that  Amphitryon  leaves: 
*Tis  true,  the  Lady  has  enough  in  ilore 
To  farisfie  thofe  two,  and  eke  two  more: 
In  fine,  the  Man,  who  weighs  the  Matter  fully, 
;Wou'd  rather  be  the  Cuckofi,  than  the  Cully. 
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Spoken  by  Phadra,    Mrs.  Mountfort, 

I'M  thinking,  (and  it  edmofi  makes  me  mad,) 
How  fweet  a  Time  thofe  Heathen  Ladies  had. 
Idolatry  was  ev'n  their  Gods  own  Trade ; 
They  worjhipt  the  fine  Creatures  they  had  made. 
Cupid  was  chief  of  all  the  Deities ; 
And  Love  was  all  the  Faffjion,  in  the  Skies. 
When  the  fweet  Nymph  held  up  the  Lilly  Hand, 
Jove  was  her  humble  Servant  at  Command. 
The  Treafury  of  Heav'n  was  ne'er  fo  bare. 
But  flill  there  was  a  Tenfion  for  the  Fair. 
In  all  his  Reign,  Aduliry  was  no  Sin; 
For  Jove  the  good  Exafnple  did  begin. 
Mark,  toe,  when  he  ufurp'd  the  Husband's  Namti 
How  civilly  he  fav'd  the  Lady's  Fame. 
The  fecret  foys  of  Love  he  wifely  hid; 
But  you.  Sirs,  boafi  of  more,  than  e'er  you  did. 
You  teize  ytur  Cuckolds ;  to  their  Face  torment  'emi 
But  ^ove  gave  his  new  Honours  to  content  him. 
And,  in  the  kind  Remembrace  of  the  Fair, 
On  each  exalted  Son  beftow'd  a  Star. 
Tor  thefe  good  Deeds,  as  by  the  Date  appears. 
His  Codfhip  fiourifh'd  full  two  thoufand  Tears. 
At  lafi,  when  he  and  all  his  Friefis  grew  old,  ^ 

The  Ladies  grew  in  their  Devotion  cdd;  S» 

And,  that  falfe  Worfhip  wou'd  no  longer  hold.  S 

Severity  of  Life  did  next  begin; 
(And  always  does,  when  we  no  more  can  Sin.) 
That  Deiirine,  too,  fo  hard,  in  FraSiice,  lyes. 
That,  the  next  Age  may  fee  another  rife.  ' 

Then,  Pagan  Gods  may,  once  again,  fucceed;  9 

And  Jove,  or  Mars,  be  ready,  at  our  Need,  ^ 

Toget  yomg  Godlings-^  and,  fo,  mend  our  Breed.  X 
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To  the  Right  Honourable  the 


E&ilof  ROCHESTER, 

Knight  of  the  moft  Noble  Order  of 
the  Garter^  &c. 


[IS  enough  for  your  Lordfhi'p  to  be 
confcious  to  your  felf  of  having  per- 
form'd  a  juft  and  honourable  ASf- 
on,  in  Redeeming  this  Play  from  the 
Perfecution  of  my  Enemies ;  but  it 
would  be  Ingratitude  in  me,  not  to 
publifh  it  to  the  World.  That  it  has  appear'd  on 
the  Stage,  is  principally  owing  to  you :  That  it 
has  fucceedcd,  is  the  Approbation  of  your  Judg- 
mentj  by  that  of  the  Publick.  'Tisjuft  thelnver- 
fion  of  an  hSt  of  Parliament :  Your  Lordfhlp 
tirft  fign'd  ir,  and  then  it  was  pafs'd  amongft  the 
Lords  and  Commons.  The  Children  of  old  Men 
are  generally  obferv'd  to  be  fliort  liv'd,  and  of  a 
weakly  Gonftitution;   How  this  may  prove  I 

know 
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know  not;  but  hitherto  it  has  promisM  well  : 
*And  if  it  farvive  to  Pofterity,  it  will  carry  the 
Noble  Name  of  its  Patron  along  with  it ;  or, 
rather,  it  will  be  carried  by  ycurs  to  After-ages. 
jirioftoy  in  his  Voyage  of  Aftolpho  to  the  Afoon^ 
has  given  us  a  fine  Allegory  of  two  Swans ;  who, 
when  Time  had  thrown  the  Writings  of  many 
Poets  into  the  River  of  Oblivion,  were  ever  in  a 
Readincfs  tofecure  theBeft,  and  bear  them  aloft, 
into  the  Temple  of  Immortality.  Whether  this 
Poem  be  of  that  Number,  is  left,  to  the  Judg- 
ment of  the  Swan  who  has  preferv'dit:  And 
thongh'I  can  claim  little  from  liis  Jiiftice,  Imay 
prefume  to  value  my  felf  upon  his  Charity.  It 
will  be  told  mcj  That  I  have  miftaken  the  Jtalimt 
Poet,  who  means  only  that  fome  excellent  Wri- 
ters, almoft  as  few  in  Number  as  the  Swans,  have 
refcued  the  Memory  of  their  Patrons  from  P'or- 
getfulnefs  and  Time ;  when  a  vaft  Multitude  of 
Crows  and  Vultures,  that  is,  bad  Scriblers,  Para- 
.fites,  and  Flaaerer?,-  opprtfs'd  by  the  weight  df 
the  Names  which  they  endeavour'd  to  redeem, 
were  forc'd  to  let  them  fall  again  into  Lethe, 
where  they  were  loft  for  ever.  If  it  be  thus, 
my  Lord,  the  Table  would  be  turn'd  upon  me  : 
But  I  fliould  only  fail  in  my  vain  Attempt:  For 
cither  fome  other  Immortal  Swan  will  be  more 
capable  of  fuftaining  fuch  a  weignt,  or  you  wiio 
have  fo  long  beenConverfant  in  the  Management 
of  great  Affairs,  are  able  with  your  own  Pen 
to  do  Juftice  to  your  felf;  and,  at  the  fame  time, 
to  give  the  Nation  a  clearer  and  more  faithful  in- 
fight  into  thofe  TranfaSions,  wherein  you  have 
worthily  fuftain'd  fo  great  a  Parr.  For  to  your 
Experience  ia  State  Affairs,  yoa  have  alfo  join'd 

QO 
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no  vulgar  Erudition  :  Which  all  your  Modefty  fs 
not  able  to  conceal;   for  to  underftand  critically 
the  Delicacies  of  Horace^   is  a  height  to  which 
itw   of  our  Noble  Men  have  arriv'd :   And  that 
this  is  your  deferv'd  Commendation,  1  am  a  li- 
ving Evidence ;  as  far,  at  lead,  as  I  can  be  al- 
low'd  a  competent  Judge  on  that  Subjeft,   Your 
Affedion  to  that  admirable  Ode,   which  Horace 
writes  to  his  Mectenas^  and  which  1  had  the  Ho- 
nour to  infcribe  to  you,  is  not  the  only  Proof  of 
this  AiTertion.     You  may  pleafe  to  remembet', 
that  in  the  late  happy  Converfation,   which  I  had 
with  yourLordfliip  at  a  Noble  Relation's  of  yours, 
you  took  me  artde,  and  pleas'd  your  felf  with  re- 
peating to  me,  one  of  the  moft  beautiful  Pieces 
in  that  Author.  It  was  the  Odt  to  Bariae,  where- 
in you  were  fo  particularly  affe6ted   with  that 
Elegant  Expreflion,    Juvetiumque  prodis  fublicn 
cura.    There  is  indeed    the  Virtue  of  a  whole 
Poem,     in  thofe  words ;  that    curiofa  feikitas, 
which  Petronius  fo  juftly  afcribes  to  our  Author. 
The  Barbarity  of  our  Language  is  not  able  to 
reach  it :  Yet,  when   I  have  leifure,  I  mean  to 
try,  how  near  1  can  raife  my  Englijh  to  his  La^ 
iin:  Though  in  the  mean  time,   I  cannot  but 
imagine  to  my  felf,  with  what  Scorn  his  facred 
Manes  would  look  on  fo  lame  a  Tranflation  as 
1   could  make.     His    Recalcitrat  undique    tutus 
might  more  reafonably  be  applyM  to  me,  than  he 
himfelf  apply'd  it  to  Anguftus  Cafar^    1  ought  fo 
reckon  that  Day,  as  very  Fortunate  to  me,  and 
dillinguifh  it,  as  the  Ancients  did,  with  a  whiter 
Stone ;  becaufe  it  furnifh'd  me  with  an  Occafion 
of  reading  my  CleonieMes  to  a  beautiful  Aflembly 
of  Ladies,    where   your   Lordfliip's  ^hrce  Fair 

Daugh: 
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Daughters  were  pleas'd  to  Grace  it  with  their 
Prefcnce:  And,  if  I  may  have  leave  to  (ingle 
out  any  one  in  particular,  there  was  your  admi- 
rable Daugbtcr-in-Law  ;  (hining,  not  like  a  Star, 
but  a  Gonftcllation  of  her  felf ;  a  more  true  and 
brighter  Berenice,  Then  it  was,  that  whether 
out  of  your  own  Partiality,  and  Indulgence  to 
my  Writings,  or  out  of  Complaifance  to  the  fair 
Company,  (who  gave  the  firft  good  Omen  to  my 
Succefs,  by  their  Approbation)  your  Lordfhip 
was  pleas'd  to  add  your  own:  And  afterwards 
10  Reprefent  it  to  the  Queen,  as  wholly  Innocent 
of  thofe  Crimes,  which  were  laid  unjuftly  to  its 
Charge.  Neither  am  I  to  forget  my  charming 
Patronefs;  though  (he  will  not  allow  my  publick 
Addrefs  to  her,  in  a  Dedication ;  but  Proteds  me 
onfeen,  like  my  Guardian-Angel;  and  (huns  my 
Gratitude,  like  a  Fairy,  who  is  Bountiful  by 
ftealth  ,  and  conceals  the  Giver,  when  (he  beftows 
the  Gift.  But  my  Lady  Sylvia  has  been  jufter 
tome,  and  pointed  out  the  Goddefs,  at  whofe  Al- 
tar I  was  to  pay  my  Sacrifice  and  Thanks-Offer- 
ing. And  had  (he been  filent,  yet  my  Lord  Cham- 
berlain himfelf,  in  reftoring  my  Play,  without 
any  Alteration,  avow'd  to  me,  that  I  had  the 
moft  Earneft  SoUicitrefs,  as  well  as  the  Faireft; 
and  that  nothing  cou'd  be  refus'd  to  my  Lady 
Hyde. 

Thefe  Favours,  my  Lord,  receiv'd  from  your 
felf,  and  your  uoble  Family,  have  encourag'd  me 
to  this  Dedication  ;  wherein  I  not  only  give  yoa 
back  a  Play,  which,  had  you  not  redeem'd  it,  had 
not  been  mine;  but  alfo  at  the  fame  time,  Dedi- 
cate to  you  the  unworthy  Author,  with  my  in- 
violable Faith,  and  (how  mean  foever)  my  ut- 

mof^ 
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moft  Service:  And  I  (hall  be  proud  to  hold  my 
Dependance  on  you  in  Chief,  as  I  do  part  of  mjr 
fmall  Fortune  in  WiUpire^  Your  Goodnefs  has 
not  been  wanting  to  nie,  during  the  Kcign  of  my 
two  Matters.  And  even  from  a  bare  Treafury, 
my  Succefs  has  been  contrary  to  that  of  Mr.Cow- 
ley\  and  Gideon' %  Fleece  has  then  been  moiftcn'd, 
when  all  the  Ground  has  been  dry  about  it.  Such 
and  fo  many  Provocations  of  this  Nature,  have 
Goncurr'd  to  my  Invading  of  your  Modefly,  with 
this  Addrefs.  1  am  fenfible  that  it  is  in  a  manner 
forced  upon  you.  But  your  Lordfhip  has  beea 
the  Aggreflbr  in  this  Quarrel,  by  fo  many  Fa- 
vours, which  you  are  not  weary  of  conferring  on 
me.  Though  at  the  fame  time,  I  own  the  Am- 
i)ition  on  roy  Side,  to  be  ever  efteemM 


Yuur  LordJl3ip'*s  moji  Tbankful, 
uni  mojl  Obedient  Servant^ 


John  Dryden, 
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;?  75  now  /even  or  eight  Tears  pnce  I  defiffCd 
to  write  this  Play  of  Cleomenesj  tmj  my 
Lord  Falkland,  (vnhofe  Name  I  cannot  men- 
tion without  Honour,  for  the  many  Faiouris 
I  haze  recei'v'd  from  him)  is  fleas' d  to 
•witnefs  for  me.  That  in  a  French  Book, 
which  I  prefented  him  about  that  time, 
there  were  the  "Paynes  of  many  Snhje£is  that  I  had  thought  on 
for  the  Stage-,  amongfi  which,  this  Trageciy  re  as  one.  This 
was  out  of  my  Remembrance ;  but  my  Lord,  on  the  Occafion 
of  flopping  my  Play,  took  the  Opportunity  of  doing  me  a 
good  office  at  Court,  by  repreftming  it  as  it  was,  a  Piece 
long  ago  defignd:  Which  bein?  judicioufly  treated,  I  thought 
vas  capable  of  moving  Compaffon  en  the  Stage.  The  Succefs 
has  juftified  my  Opinion,  ami  that  at  a  time  when  the  IVorld 
is  running  mad  after  Farce,  the  Extremity  of  bad  Poetry,  or 
rather  the  fudgment  that  is  fallen  upon  Dramatick  MYtting. 
Were  I  in  the  Humour,  I  have  fufficient  Caufe  to  expofe  it 
in  its  true  Colours ;  but  having  for  once  efcafd,  I  vill  forbear 
my  Satyr,  and  only  be  thankful  for  my  Deliverance.  A  great 
Part  of  my  good  Fortune,  I  mufi  confefs,  is  oroing  to  the  Ju' 
flice  which  was  done  me  in  the  Performance :  I  can  fcarcely 
refrain  from  giving  c^  cry  'One  of  the  AHors  their  particular 
Commendations  i  but  nmie  ^  them  will  be  of  ended,  if  P  f^y 
what  the  Town  has  generally  granted.  That  Mrs.  Barry,  al- 
ways 'Excellent,  has,  in  this  Tragedy,  exceU\i^er  felf,  and 

gain'd 
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\mi  d  KeputiUion  beyond  any  Woman  vpkom  I  h^ve  ner 
.  J  on  the  Tiismer.  After  all,  it  was  a  hid  Attetvpt  of 
tiiliBt  to  write  tipon  a  Jingle  Plot,  uvmixd  mih  Comedy  j 
which  though  it  be  the  natiral  and  true  May,  yet  is  not  ta 
the  Genius  of  the  Nation.  Tet  to  gratijie  the  barbarous  Partf 
of  my  Audience,  I  gave  them  a  flmt  Rabble-Scene,  becaufe 
the  Mob  (as  the;  call  them)  are  reprefented  by  Plutarch  and 
Polybius,  with  the  fame  Characier  of  Bafenefs  and  Cowat' 
(lice,  which  are  here  defcrib'd,  in  the  lafi  Attempt  of  Cico- 
mcnes.  ~  They  may  thahk  me,  if  they  pleafe,  for  this  Indul- 
gence •■,  for  no  French  Poet  would  hate  alloiv'd  them  any  mor» 
than  a  bare  Relation  of  that  Seem,  which  debafes  a  Tragedy 
to  fl)ow  upon  the  Stage, 

Fcr  the  rcfi,  forne  of  the  Mechanick  Rules  of  UrAty  are  Dif- 
fer ted,  a:}d  oth3rs  areuegle£iid.  The  ASion  is  but  or.e,  which  if 
i^e  Death  of  Cleomencs ;  and  every  Scene  in  the  Play  is  t2>?ding 
fl  //^  AccomplUJjmem  of  the  main  Dtjign.  The  Place  is 
likewifi  one;  frr  'tis  all  in  the  Co?>ipa(s  0/ Alexandria,  and 
tiie  Port  of  that  City.  The  time  mit^ht  eafily  haze  been  re-r 
d'.icd  ifiiO  the  Space  eftive/tty  four  Hours,  if  I  would  have 
oinitted  the  Seem  of  Famme,  in  the  fifth  A^;  b::t  it  pleas' J 
r/ie  to  try  how  Spartans  could  endure  it  j  and,  bsfides,  ^ave 
tne  the  Occafim  of  Writing  that  other  Scer^e,  lenvixt  Cko- 
mencs,  and  l^s  fufpeiied  Friend;  a.^d,  in  fich  a  Cafe,  'tis 
butter  to  trefpafs  04  a  Rifle,  than  have  out  a  UeMity. 

As  for  ether  Objiiiuns,  I  r.ezer  heard  any  worth  anfxer^ 

ying;  and  leafi  of  Ml  that  fooiijh  Or.e,    which  is  rais'd  againji 

^^  by  the  Sparks,  for  Cleomepes  T:ot  accepting  the  Fav/ottrs 

.^Caflandri.     They  would  not  have  refus'd  a  fair  Lady.     I 

^ra'.t  they  would  7iot;  but  let  them  grau  me.  That  they  are 

t.ot  Hej  o'j }  a;ul  fo  much  for  the  Point  of  Honour.     A  Man 

tnigh  have  pleaded  an  Excufe  for  himfelf,  if  he  had  been 

Jalk  to  an  o'd  PVife,  for  the  fike  of  a  )o:<ng  Mijirejs;  but 

Ckora  was  in  the  F'o)x>er  of  her  Age,  and  it  was  yet  but 

Hon&^-moQn   -nith  Cleomenesi    aiid  fo   much  for  Nature. 

Some  have  told  me.  That  many  of  the  fair  Sex  comtbin  for 

'^mfirit  ofteifi.ier  Scenes,  and  joft  Exprejpons  of  Love:  I  will  en- 

.  d^tnour  to  maki  them  fame  amends,  if  I  write  again i    and 

^  my  next  HcroJJmli  be  no  Spartan. 

Vo  L.  IV.  L  r 
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I  kmre  it  ts'tll  bt  hire  exfeBed,  that  I  f.eiild  write  foi»e- 
vhat  concerning  the  forhiddtng  of  my  Playi  but  the  lefs  I  fay 
of  it,  the  better.  And  befdes,  I  was  fo  little  ccncern'd  at  it, 
that  had  it  not  been  on  ConJ.deration  of  the  Aciors,  who  were 
to  fuffer  on  rr>y  Account,  I  fhould  r.ot  ha-ve  been  at  all  Solli- 
fitous,  whether  it  were  flay'd,  or  no.  No  Body  can  imagine, 
that  in  my  declining  Age  I  write  willingly y  or  that  I  atn  De- 
froui  ofEx^fing,  at  this  Time  of  Day,  the  fmall  Reputation 
which  I  have  gotten  on  the  Theater.  The  Subfiftence  which 
1  had  from  the  former  Government,  is  loft;  and  the  Reward 
J  haze  from  the  Stage  is  fo  little,  that  it  is  not  worth  my 
labour. 

As  for  the  Reafons  which  were  given  for  fufpending  the 
Tlay,  it  feems  they  were  fo  ill  founded,  that  my  Lord  Cham- 
fer lain  no  fooner  took  the  Pains  to  read  it,  but  they  vanifh'd  5 
and  my  Copy  was  rejlor'd  to  me^  without  the  leafl  Alteration 
by  his  Lordflnp.  "lis  printed  as  it  was  a  Bed;  and  I  dare 
njfureyou,  that  here  is  no  Parallel  to  be  found:  Tis  neither 
tJomftiment,  nor  Satyr ;  but  a  plain  Story,  more  firiBly  foL 
lowed  than  any  which  has  appeared  upon  the  Stage.  'Tis 
true,  it  had  been  garbled  before  by  the  Superiors  of  the  Play- 


■houfe;  and  I  cainct  reafonably  blame  them  for  -their  Caution, 
becaufe  they  are  anfwerable  for  any  thing  that  is  publickly  re- 
frefented:  And  their  Zeal  for  the  Government  is  fuch,  that 


they  had  rather  lofe  the  be  ft  Poetry  in  the  World,  than  give 
the  leaft  Sufpicion  of  their  Loyalty,  ihe  flwt  is,  that  they 
vere  diligent  enough  to  inake  fure  Werk :  And  to  geld  it  fo 
'clearly  in  fime  places,  that  they  took  away  the  very  Manhood 
cf  it:  I  can  only  apply  to  them,  what  Caflandra  fays  fomt- 
vhere  in  ihe  Pi(y  to  Ptolemey; 

To  be  fo  nice  in  my  Concerns  for  youj 

To  doubt  where  Doubts  are  not;  to  be  too  fearful} 

To  raife  a  Bug-bear  Shadow  of  a  Danger ; 

And  then^je  frighted,  though  it  cannot  reach  you. 

But,  fince  it  concerns  me  to  be  as  circumfpeci  as  they  are, 
J-have  given  leave  to  my  Bookfeller  to  print  the  Life  of  Geo- 
sacmSf   as  it  if  elegantly, .  tmd  faithfully  tranflated  out  of 

Plutarch, 
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Plutarch,  by  my  learned  Friend^  Mr.  Creech  j  to  tohom  the 
World  has  been  indebted  for  his  excellent  Verjlon  of  Lucretius; 
and  I  particularly  obli/d  in  his  Tranjlation  of  Horace.  We 
daily  expeB  Manilius  from  him;  an  Author  worthy  only  of 
fuch  Hands -y  which  having  formerly  reveal' d -the  Secrets  of 
Nature  to  us  here  on  Earth,  is  wow  difcovering  to  us  her  Pit- 
lace  in  the  Skies;  and  if  I  might  be  alloro'd  to  fay  it,  giving 
Light  to  the  Stars  of  Heaven. 

Erg6  vivida  vis  animi  pervicit;  8c  extra 
ProcelTit  longe  flammantia  mxnia  Mundi. 

*''■'  But  to  return  to  Plutarch ;  you  will  find  him  particularly 
pnd  of  Cleomenes  his  Character ;  who  as  he  was  the  laft  of 
'  ihe  Spartan  Heroes,  fo  he  was,  in  my  Opinion,  the  greatefi. 
'^'^ven  his  Enemy,   Polybius,  though  engag'd  in  the  contrary 
^^ta^ion,  yet  fpeaks  honourably  of  him ;  ami  efpecially  of  his 
'^^lajl  A^ion  in  Egypt.    This  Author  is  alfo  made   Englifli, 
"^  f-id  willfljortly  be  publiflj'd  for  the  common  Benefit. 
^-'^^   What  I  have  added  to  the  Story,  is  chiefly  the  Love  of  A- 
"fethodea,  the  King's  Miftyefi;  whofe  Name  I  have  chang'd 
'''Into  Caffandrfli  only  for  the  better  found.    As  I  have  alfo  the 
'^)<!ame  of  Nicagoras,  into  that  o/Ccenus,  for  the  fitfne  Rea- 
^  fin.    Crateficlea,    Pantheus,  arU  Sofibius,  are  to  be  found 
'in  the  Story,  with  the  fame  Charaiiers  which  they  have  in  the 
'  tragedy.    There  is  likewife  mentimi  made  of  the  Son  of  Cleo- 
menes, who  had  Refolution  enough  to  throw  himfelf  headlong 
from  a  Tower,  when  he  had  heard  of  his  Father's  ill  Succefi. 
And  for  Cleora,   whom  I  make  the  fecond  Wife  of  Cleo- 
menes (for  iEgyatis  was  dead  before)    wou  will  find  a  hint 
of  her  m  Plutarch  j  for  he  tells  us,  That  after  the  Lofs  of 
the  Battle  at  Sellalia,    he  return'd  to  Spaita,  and  entring 
his  own  Houfe,  was  there  attended  by  a  Free- born  Woman  of 
Megalopolis.  ■' 

The  PiBure  of  Ptolemey  Philopater,  is  giien  by  the  fore^ 
memond  Authors  to  the  full.  Both  agree  that  he  was  an 
Original  of  hts  Kind;  a  Lazy,  Effeminate,  Cowardly,  Cruel, 
and  Luxurious  Prince,  managd  by  his  Favourite,  and  im- 
posdon  by  his  Mifirefi.     The  Son  of  Sofibius,  whom  I  call 

h  ^  Cle- 


P  R  R  F  A  C  E. 

'.-Clcanthes, ,»'«;  (-  '7'  .:;  But  Plutarch  y%.,» 

he  at  length  fcrf.  a  kirn  a  fairer  cki- 

rfcler,  end  wade  it  c;,ij  a  Jmhihg  JnOihery,  which  he  prji- 
cliid.  if  any  be  p  cnrious  to  enquire  what  became  of  C?.f- 
fandra,  whofe  Fortune  vras  left  in  fufpence  at  the  CcncU'fion 
of  the  Piay,  I  miiftfrfi  inform  them,  that  after  the  Death  of 
Cleomenes,  (the  Hcroe  of  my  Voem)  I  was  obligd  by  the 
Lavs  of  the  Drziva.,  to  let  fall  the  Curtain  immediately;  becaufe 
the  Adim  was  then  concluded.  But  Polybius  tells  us,  that 
fl:e  fwvrwd  Ptolfcmey,  who  ,  reign  d  about  twenty  fevcn 
Tears;  that  with  her  Brother  Agathoclcs,  floe  govern' d 
Egypt  in  the  Mrr.ority  of  his  Son  Ftolemey  EpiphaneSj  and 
that  fiyially  fir  cfprcjjmg  of  the  Feopk,  both  the  Brother  and 
iijler  were  fain  in  a  popular  Infurrcclion. 

Thert  is  mthing  rem^-vi'tng,  but  my  Thanks  to  the  Town  in 
general,  and  to  the  fair  Ladies  in  particular,  for  their  kird 
Reception  of  my  Play.  Ami  though  I  cannot  retraci  what  I 
faid  before,  that  I  was  uOt  much  concern  d  in  my  o-xn  parti- 
cular, for  the  Irobargo  rrhich  was  laid  upon  it :  Tet  I  think 
my  felf  oblig'd,  at  the  fame  time,  to  render  my  Acknowledge- 
ments to  thcfe  Honourable  Ferfoas,  who  were  inflrurr.ental  in 
the  freeing  it.  For  as  it  was  from  a  Prir.cip'e  of  Nobleneft  in 
them  that  they  would  >.6t  fuffer  one  to  want,  who  was  grown 
eld  in  their  Service :  So  it  is  from  a  Principle  of  another  fort., 
that  I  have  leam'd  to  pojfefs  tny  Scul  in  Patience,  oiJ  not  to 
be  zrwch  difquieted  with  any  Difappoiiitment  of  this  Nature. 


1t/:e 


"fhe  following  Verfes  were  fent  me  hy  a  young  Gen*- 
tleman^  under  twenty  Tears  of  Age^  luhofe  Mo- 
dejiy  would  have  conceiiVd  bis  Name  ;  but  I 
learned  it  from  another  Hand^  and  have  taken 
the  boldnefs  to  fitbfcril-c  it  ivithout  his  Leave.  I 
prefume  that  on  the  Reading  of  ihem^  no  Body 
can  blame  me  for  making  CleGni'das  fpeak  above 
his  Touthy-  whin  yon  fee  an  Eiigli(i:man  fo  fair 
furpoj^ng  My,  Sgar  tea . 

To  Mr.  D R  yd:e N,  on  his  Cleomenes. 

HA  S  Youth  then  loft  its  great  Prerogative  ? 
And  do's  the  Soul  alone  for  Age  furvive  ? 
Like  Etnbryd's  flecping  in  their  Seeds,  feem  nought, 
"Till  friendly  Time  does  ripen  it  to  Thought  ? 
Judamcnt,  Experience,  t^ar  bcforr  was  theirs j 
but  Fancy  wanton 'd  in  a  younger  Sphere;- 
Play'd  with  fome  loofe  and  fratter'd  Beams  of  Light, 
And  revell'd  in  an  Anarchy  of  Wit. 
Both  Youth  and  Age  unequally  did  chnrm  ; 
As  much  too  cold  was  this,  as  that  too  warm. 
But  you  have  reconcil'd  their  differing  Praife, 
By  fixing  both  to  your  immortal  Bays. 
Where  Fancy  mounts,  but  Judgment  holds  theReins^ 
Not  checks,  but  guides  you  to  harmonious  Strain*. 
'Tis  Harmony  indeed,  'tis  all  unite, 
Like  finifh'd  Nature,  and  divided  Light : 
Like  the  vaft  Order,  and  its  numerous  Throng,  ^ 

Crowded  to  their  Almighty  Maker's  Song;  ^ 

Where  Heav'n  and  Earth  feem  but  one  fmgle  Tongue.  \ 
O  wondrous  Man !  where  have  you  learn'd  the  Art 
To  charm  our  Reafon,  while  you  wound  the  Heirt ! 
Far  more  than  Spaftan  Morals  to  infpire. 
While  your  great  Accents  kindle  Spartan  Fire. 
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Thus  Metals  heated  to  the  Artift's  Will, 

Receive  th'Impreffions  of  a  Nobler  Skill. 

Your  Hero  form'd  fo  regularly  Good, 

So  nicely  patient  in  his  Want  of  Food, 

That  it  no  more  tliUrJrefs  of  Death  appears, 

"While  the  rich  Garment  of )  our  Senfe  it  wears. 

So  juft  a  Husband,  Father,  Son,  and  Friend, 

Great  in  his  Life,  but  greater  in  his  End : 

That  furc,  Hke  Xemphoa,  you  meant  to  {hew,  *» 

>Jot  what  they  are,  but  what  they  ought  to  do ;  C 

At  once  a  Pcet,  and  Inftrufler  too.  j 

The  Parts  fo  manag'd,  as  if  each  were  thine;  J 

Thou  draw'ft  both  Ore  and  Metal  from  the  Mine}         > 

And  to  be  feen,  thou  mak'fl  ev'n  Vice  to  fhine.  S 

As  if,  like  Siam's  tranfmigrating  God, 

A  finsle  Life  in  each  you  made  abode; 

And  the  whole  Bulmefs  of  the  tedious  Round, 

To  Copy  Patterns  which  in  each  you  found. 

Sure  you  have  gain'd  from  Heav'n  Promethean  Fire, 

To  form,  then  kindle  Souls  into  Dcfire: 

Fife  why  fjcceffive  ftarts  of  Hopes  and  Fears; 

A  martial  Warmth  firft  rais'd,  then  quench'd  with  Tears? 

Unlefs  this  Truth  fhines  clearly  through  the  whole, 

Senf?  Rules  the  World,  but  you  command  the  Soul. 

Theofhilus  Tarfins, 
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^"jHUS  fell  Agls.  Mis  Brother  ArchUumtii 
|i  was  too  quick  for  Leonidas,  and  fav'dhim- 
I  felf  by  a  timely  Retreat.  But  his  Wife 
I  then  newly  brought  to  Bed,  the  Tyrsnt 
forc'd  her  from  her  own  Houfe,  and  com- 
il^^S^S^j  pell'd  her  to  marry  his  Son  Ckomems, 
though  at  tha  t  time  too  young  for  a  Wife;  for  he  was 
unwilling  that  any  one  elfe  Ihould  have  her,  flie  being 
Heirefs  to  her  Father  Gylip-pus's  great  Eftate ;  for  Pcrfon, 
the  fined  Woman  in  all  Greece,  very  good-uatur'd,  of  an 
exemplary  Life,  and  therefore,  they  iay,  flic  did  all  (lie 
could,  that  (he  might  not  be  compeil'd  to  this  Match. 

Being  thus  married  to  Cleomenes,  fhe  hated  Leomdus,  but 

to  the   Youth  fhe  ftiow'd  her  felf  a  kind   and  obliging 

Wife.    He,  as  fbon  as  they  came  together,  began  to  love 
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]ier  ^-^y  much,  and  the  cohftant  Kihdnefs  that  fhe  ftili 
rcrain'd  for  the  Memory  of -r^rr,  xvpought  fcrhewhat  of 
Concern  in  the  young  Man  for  hinn,  fo  that  he  wbuJa 
often  enquire  of  her  concerning  Hvhat  had  pafs'J,  ;ind  nt- 
Tentive'y  liften  to  theStory  of  :/?^«'s  Def;  '""  \vC/r- 

crmnes  had  a  generous  and  great  Soul ;  he  v  r<?rate 

and  moderate  in  his  Pleamves  as  ^       "  very 

oautious,  circumfpedi  and  gemie :   r  jn'al- 

vvayvgaird  him,  and  his  Eargetnefs  tc  p;i!  luc  tnat  which 
he  thoaght  good  and  juft,   waS' violent  and  heady.    To 
make  Men  willing  to  obey,  he  conceiv'd  to  be  the  b'efl: 
DifcipUnc:  but  likcwife  to  break  the  flubborn,  and  fbrc^ 
rhem  to  be  better,  was  in  his  Opinion  commendable  and 
I  rave.    This  Difpofition  made  him  diflike  the  Managc- 
rient  of  the  City?  The  Citizens  liy  dilToiv'd  in  iupinc  I- 
iiicnefs  and  Pleafures  5  the  King  minded  nothing,  design- 
ing, if  no  Body  gave  him  any  Difturbance,  to  waf^e-  his 
Time  in  Eafe  and  Riot;  the  Publick  was  ncglefted,  and 
each  Man  intent  upon  his  private  Gain.  'Twas  dangerous, 
now  Agis  was  kili'd,  to  mention  the  exerciiing  and  train- 
in'^  of  their  Youth,  and  to  j(et  up  for  the  ancient  Bravery 
and  Equality,  was  Treafon  againfl:  the  State.    'Tis  faid 
aifb  that  CUcmenes,  whilft  a  Boy,  ftudicd  Philofophy  un- 
der Sphifus  the  Bery^hnlte,    who  coming  to  Sparta,   was 
very  diligent  in  inltiu(£ting  the  Youth:  Sphtirus  was  one 
of  the  Chief  of  Zeno  the  Cit lean's  Scholars,  and  'tis  likely 
that  he  admir'd  the  manly  Temper  of  Cltomems',  jind  in- 
flam'd  his  generous  Ambition.    The  ancient  Leonidas  (as 
Story   faith)    being   ask'd,     What   manner   of  Poet  he 
thought  Tyruus  ?  rcply'd    An  excellent  one  to  whet  the 
Courages  of  Youth,  for  being  fili'd  with  Fury  by  his  Po- 
ems, they  daringly  ventur'd  on  any  Danger:    now  the 
Stoich  Philofophy  is  a  dangerou?  Incentive  ro  hot  and  fie-> 
ry  Difpoiitions,  but  being  mixt  with  a  grave  and  cautious 
Temper,  is  very  good  to  fix  and  fettle  the  Refolutions. 

Upon  the  Death  of  his  fzlhcr  Leonidas^  ht  fucceeded, 
and  obferving  the  Citizens  of  all  Sorts  to  be  debauch'd,  the 
Rich  ncglefting  the  Publick,  and  intent  on  their  own 
Gain  and  Pleafure,  and  the  Poor  being  crampt  in  their 
private  Fortunes,  g;owa  UiiasStive,  Cowards,  and  not  in- 
clinable 


iijfcUnableto  the.S/:^^;?*?  Iftftitutiodi  and  Way  of  Breeding, 
Y-  that  he  had  oaiy  the  Nanie  of  Kinpj,  and  the  Ephqri  a!l 
the  Power,  was  refolv'd  to  change  the  pfefent  Pofture  of 
Affairs.  He  had  a  Friend  whofe  Name  was  Xenares,  his 
lyover,  ffuch  an  Aflfedtioh  the  Spartms  exprefs  by  the 
Word  g_u7rc&i'3-py)  hiai  he  founded,  and  ofhim  lie  would 
commonly  ervquirCj/W-hat  Manner  of  King ^^«  was,  by 
what  Means,  and  ty  wliat  AlTiilance  he  began  and  pur- 
,fu'd  his  Deligns.  Xenares  at  firil  willingly  complv'd  with 
his  Requeft,  and  told  him  the  whole  Story,  with  all  the 
particular  Circurnllances  of  the  Aftions.  But  when  he 
obicrv'd  Cleotnenes  to  be  extreamly  affedtcd  at  the  Relati- 
onj  and  more  tlian  ordinarily  mov'd  at  ^^/5's  new  Mo- 
del of  the  Government,  and  begging  a  Repctitioa  of  the 
Story,  heat  firft  feverely  chid  hifn,  told  him,  He  was 
frantick,  and  at  laft  left  off  all  Sort  of  Familiarity  and  Cofi- 
verfation  with  him,  yet  he  never  told  any  Man  the  Ca'ife 
of  their  Difagreement,  but  would  only  fay,  Cleomenes 
knerp  very  tpell.  Chomenes  finding  Xenares  averfe  to  his 
Defigns,  and  thinking  all  others  to  be  of  the  flime 
Opinion,  confuked  with  none,  but  contriv'd  the  whole 
Buiinels  by  himfelf.  And  coniidering  that  it  would  be 
eaiier  to  bring  about  an  Alteration  when  the  City  was 
at  War,  than  v/hen  in  Peace,  he  engaged  the  Common- 
wealth in  a  Qviarrel  with  the  AchdnnS)  who  had  given 
them  fair  Occalions  to  complain :  for  Aratus,  a  Man  of 
the  greateft  Power  amongfl:  all  the  Ach&ms,  defign'd  from 
the  very  Beginning  to  bring  all  the  Pelopormeficns  into  one 
common  Body.  And  to  cfte£t  this,  he  undertook  many 
Expeditions,  and  ran  through  a  long  Courfe  of  Policy;, 
for  he  thought  this  the  only  Means  to  make  them  an  d-! 
qual  Match  for  their  foreign  Enemies:  All  the  reft  a*>, 
greed  to  his  Propofals,  onlythe  Laced&moniAns,  the  EUmi^ 
and  as  many  of  xhs  Arcitdims  as  inclin'd  to  the  Spartan  In*-' 
tereft,  refused.  Therefore  as  ibon  as  Leonidus  was  dead, 
he  fell  upon  thi  Arcadians,  and  wafted  thofe  efpecially 
that  bordered  on  Achaia,  by  this  Means  deligning  to  try' 
.  the  Inclinations  of  the  Spartans.,  arid  defpifing  Cko.-neaes  as 
a- Youth,  and  of  no  Experience  in  Affairs  of  State  oij' 
■  .War*'.  .Upon  this  the  Pphm  fent  Cteomenes  to  furprize  the' 
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.  'theruutm  ( dedicated  to  Minerva )  near  Belbina,  which  is 
a  Pafs  of  Lacmia,  and  was  then  under  the  Jurifdidtionof 
the  Mfgalopolitans :  Cleornenes  pofleft  him  (elf  of  the  Place, 
and  fortified  it  J  at  which  A(9:ion -(^r/»/«iJhevv'd  nopublick 
Rcfentment,  but  march'd  by  Night  to  furprize  Tegetty 
and  Orchomenium.  The  Defign  fail'd  3  for  thofe  that  were 
to  betray  the  Cities  into  his  Hands,  doubted  the  Saccefsj 
fb  AratHs  retreated,  imagining  that  his  Defign  had  beeo- 
undifcovered :  'QmI  Cleomenes  wrote  a  jeering  Letter  to 
3iim,  and  dcfired  to  ^now,  as  from  a  Friend,  whither  he 
intended  to  march  at  Night?  And  Arettus  anfwering. 
That  having  undcrftood  his  Defign  to  fortihe  Beliina,  he 
refolv'd  to  march  thither  to  oppofe  him.  Cleonenes  re^ 
turn'd,  That  he  believ'd  it,  but  dcfir'd  him  to  give  hinq^ 
an  Account,  if  it  ftood  with  Kis  Convenience,  why  he 
carryed  thofe  Torches  and  Ladders  with  him. 

Aratus  laughing  at  the  Jeer,  and  asking  v/hat  Manner 
of  Youth  this  was ;  Denwcrites  a  Spartan  Exile  replyed,  If, 
you  have  any  Defigns  upon  the  Lacedaemonians,  begin  before 
this  yoK:ig  Bugle's  TaIo?is  are  grown.  Prefently  after  this, 
CUorr.enes  being  in  Arcadia  with  a  icw  Horfe,  and  300 
Foot,  the  Ephori  fearing  to  engage  in  the  War,  conmian- 
ded  him  Home,  but  upon  his  Retreat,  Aratus  taking  Ca- 
thui,  they  commiflion'd  him  again.  In  this  Expedition 
he  took  Mtthudriwn,  and  fpoilcd  the  Country  of  the  Ar- 
rives '.  and  the  Achaians,  to  ftop  his  Vidory,  and  fecure 
their  Friends,  fenr  aocoo  Foot  and  1  000  rioric  againft 
him,  under  the  Command  of  Anjiomachus .  Cleomerus 
fac'd  them  at  Valantium,  and  ofFer'd  Battle:  But  Aratus  be- 
ing dafl'.'d  at  his  Bravery,  would  not  fuflfer  the  General 
to  engage,  but  retrcateJ,  being  curfl:  by  the  Achxans,  and 
hooted  at,  and  fcorn'd  ly  the  Spartans,  who  were  not  a- 
bove  5-000,  for  a  Cou  ard.  Cleomems  encourag'd  by  this 
Succefs,  bcgnn  to  vaunt  among  the  Citizens  a  Sentence  of 
one  of  their  ancient  Kings,  who  faid,  liie  S^2xtax\s  feldom 
enquired  hove  many  their  'Enemies  were,  but  where  they  were. 
After  this,  marching  to  the  Afliflanceof  the  Eleans,  upon 
whom  the  Achaiar.s  warr'd,  and  about  LycAum  falling  up- 
on the  Enemy  in  their  Retreat,  he  routed  their  whole 
Army,  taking  a  great  Number  of  Captives,  and  leaving 

many 
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many  dead  upon  the  place;  Co  that  it  was  common  v 
ported  amongft  the  Gteeks,  that  Aratus  was  {lain. 
ArMUs  making  the  befl:  Advantage  of  the  Opportm  ■*;,-> 
prefently  after  the  Defeat,  march'd  to  l^antin&a,  and  be- 
fore any  Body  fufpefted  it,  took  the  City,  and  put  a  new 
Garrifon  into  it.  Upon  this  the  LdcecUmonims  being 
quite  difcouraged,  and  oppofing  Cleo7nenes'^'Ddign  of  car- 
rying on  the  War,  he  was  eager  to  fend  for  Archidamus, 
Agis's  Brother  from  Mejfena,  for  he  of  the  other  Family 
had  a  Right  to  the  Kingdom;  and  befide,  Cleor/zenei 
thought  that  the  Power  of  the  Ephori  would  be  abated, 
when  the  Kingly  State  was  fill'd  up,  and  equally  poifed 
between  the  two  Families.  But  thofe  that  were  con- 
cern'd  in  the  Murder  of  Agis  underftanding  the  Defign, 
and  fearing  that  upon  Archidamus' $.  Return  they  ftiould 
be  call'd  to  an  Account,  receiv'd  him  coming  privately 
into  Town,  waited  on  him,  and  prefently  after  murder'd 
him;  but  whether  Cleomenes  was  againft  it  (as  Phylarchus 
imagines)  or  whether  he  was  perfwaded  by  his  Friends, 
and  wink'd  at  the  Contrivance,  is  uncertain ;  however, 
they  were  moft  blam'd,  as  having  forc'd  his  Confent. 
But  he  ftill  rtfolving  to  new-model  the  State,  brib'd  the 
Ephrs  to  make  him  General :  and  won  the  Afieclions  oF 
nuny  others  by  Means  of  his  Mother  Cratejiclen,  who 
fparcd  no  Coft,  and  was  very  zealous  to  promote  the 
lame  Intereft;  and  though  of  her  felf  fhe  had  no  Incli- 
ration  to  marry,  yet  for  her  Son's;  fake  fhe  wedded  one 
of  the  chiefeft  Citizens  for  Wealth  and  Power.  Cleome- 
ttss  marching  forth  with  the  Army  now  under  his  Com- 
ixiond,  took  LeitcirA,  a  Place  hdoa^\x\g  to MegalopUs-yZnd 
the  Ach&ans  quickly  facing  him  with  a  good  15ody  of 
Men  commanded  by  Aratus,  in  a  Battel  under  the  verv 
Walls  of  the  City,  ibme  Part  of  his  Army  was  routed. 
But  Aratus  commaiidixig  the  A'hxans  not  to  pafs  a  deep 
Hollow,  and  flopping  the  Purfuit,  Lydsadeis  the  Mcgda- 
folitan  fretting  at  the  Ordeis,  encouraging  the  Horfe 
which  he  led,  and  purfuing  the  routed  feneniy,  fi.iI  into 
a  Place  full  of  Vines,  Hedges  and  Ditches;  and  being 
forc'd  to  break  his  Ranks,  was  put  into  a  great  Diforder. 
Lhommes  observing  the  Advantage,   commanded  the.7ii- 
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rentinei  and  Cretans  to  engage  hirrijby  whom,  after  a  Brave 
Diipute,  he  was  routed  and  flain.  The  Laceddmonians  thus 
encourag'd,  with  a  great  Shout  fell  upon  the  ^chaa?js2nd 
routed  tlieir  whole  Army.  Of  the  Slain,  which  were 
very  many,  fomc  Cleomenes  delivered  upon  Articles,  buC? 
the  Body  of  Lydiadijs  he  commcinded  to  be  brought  td^ 
him^  and  then  putting  on  it  a  purple  Robe,  and  aCrovrn 
upon  its  Head,  fent  a  Convoy  with  it  to  the  Gate?  of 
hhgalo^olU.  This  Lydladns  was  the  Man  that  refign'd  hu 
Crown,  reftor'd  Liberty  to  the  Citizens,  and  joyn'd  the 
City  to  the  AchA:>n  Intereft.  Cleomenes  being  very  much 
raifcd  by  this  Succefs ;  and  perfwaded,  that  if  Matters 
were  wholly  at  his  Difpo&l,  he  fhould  quickly  be  too  hard 
fur  tlic  Achjians:  He  taught  Megifiones  his  Mother's  Huf- 
bnnd,  thar  'rwas  expedient  for  the  State  to  fhake  off  the 
Power  of  the  Exhort,  and  to  put  all  their  Weakh  into  one 
common  Stcck  for  the  ^vhole  Body;  That  Sparict  being 
reftor'd  to  its  old  Equality,  might  be  raised  tip  to  be 
Miftrefs  of  all  Greece.  Msgifiones  liked  the  Defign,  and 
C'^gcd  two  or  three  more  of  his  Friends.  About  tlut 
T'me  Che  of  the  Exhort  llceping  in  Pafiphae's  Temple, 
dream'd  a  ycry  furprizing  Dream ;  for  he  thought  he  law 
the  four  Chairs  removed  out  of  the  Place  where  the  £- 
fieri  ufed  to  fit  and  hear  Caufes,  and  one  only  fet  there; 
and  whilft  he  v/ondred,  he  heard  a  Voice  out  of  the 
Temple,  faying,  JfAs  is  befi  for  Sparta.  The  Pcrfbn  tel- 
Fmg  Cleomenes  this  D^eam,  he  was  a  little  troubled  at  firfl-, 
fearing  that  he  us'd  this  as  a  Trick  to  lift  him,  upon 
fome  Sufpicion  of  his  Defign ;  but  wlien  he  was  latisficd 
that  the  Relater  fpoke  Truth,  he  took  Heart  again;  and 
taking  v/ith  him  thofe  whom  he  thought  would  be 
againft  liis  Model,  he  took  ErAA  and  Alaa,  two  Cities 
of  the  Achjtans',  furnifh'd  Orchomcnium  with  Pro'/ilimis, 
befieg'd  MmttKm;  and  with  long  Marches  fo  harafs'd  the 
LacedamontAns,  that  many  of  them  delVd  to  be  left  in 
Arcftdin:  and  he  iatisfy'd  their  Requeft.  With  the  Mer- 
cenaries he  march'd  to  Sfarta,  and  by  the  way  communi- 
cated liis  Delign  to  thofc  whom  he  thought  fitted  for 
hi?  Purpofe,  and  march'd  flowly  that  he  might  catch  the 
Iphori  at  Supper.    When  he  was  come  near  the  City,  he 
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fcnt  Eurjcleidfts  to  the  SuJJkium,  tlic  eating  Place  of  the 
Epl^ri,  under  Pi  etence  of  carrying  fome  Mcflage  from  him 
from  the  Army;  Threkm,'PhAb'ts,zvA  two  of  thofe  which 
were  bred  with  Cleomenes,  which  they  call  SamothracA, 
follow'd  with  a  few  Soldiers'.  And  whilft  EHrycleiJasw:is 
delivering  his  MefTage  to  the  Ephori,  they  ran  upon  them 
with  their  drawn  Swords,  and  ilew  them.  •  Agejilausa'^ 
loon  as  he  was  run  through;  fell,  and  lay  as  d€ad-,  but 
in  a  little  Time  he  rofe,  filently  convey'd  himfelf  out  of 
the  Room,  and  CTept  undifcover'd  into  a  little  Houfe, 
which  was  the  Temple  of  Fear,  and  v/hich  always,  us'd 
to  be  fliut,  but  was  then  by  Chance  openj  being  got  in, 
he  l"hut  the  Door,  and  lay  clofe :  the  other  four  were 
kili'd,  and  above  ten  more  that  came  to  their  Aflzflance^ 
to  thole  that  were  quktr,  they  did  no  harm,  ilopt  none 
that  fkd  the  City,  and  fpar'd  Agefiluns,  who  came  ouc 
of  the  Temple  the  next  Day.  The  Laceds.monians  have 
not  only  Temples  dedicated  to  Fear,  but  alfb  to  Death, 
Laughter,  and  the  like  Paffions :  Now  they  worfliip  Fmr, 
not  as  they  do  thofe  Deities  which  they  dread,  elteem- 
ing  it  hurtful,  bat  thinking  their  Polity  is  chiefly  kept  up 
by  Law;  and  therefore  the  Ephori  {Ariftotle  is  my  Author) 
when  they  enter  upon  their  Government,  make  Procla- 
mation to  the  People,  that  they  fliould  fliave  their  Whii- 
kers,  and  be  obedient  to  the  Laws,  that  they  might  not 
be  forc'd  to  be  fevere,  ufing  this  trivial  Particular  (in  my 
Opinion)  to  accuftom  their  Youth  to  Obedience  even  in 
the  fmalleft  Matters.  And  the  Ancients,  I  think,  did  not 
imagine  Fortitude  to  be  plain  Fearleflncfs,  but  a  cautious 
Fear  of  Infamy  and  Difgrace :  for  thole  that  fhew  moit 
Fear  towards  the  Laws,  are  moft  bold  againil:  their  Ene- 
mies ;  and  thofe  are  leaft  afraid  of  any  Danger,  who  are 
moft  afi-aid  of  a  juft  Reproach:    Therefore  he  faid  well , 

A  Reverence  Jlill  attends  on  Fear. 

And  Homer,  ^ 

Fear'dyou  jhall  be,  dear  Uncle,  and  r ever' J.        r 

And  again, 
J»  Silence  fearing  thofe  that  bore  the  Svfay. 
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For  'tis  very  commonly  feer,  that  Men  reverence  tho/e 
whom  they  fear ;  and  therefore  the  LacetUmonixns  plac'd 
the  Temple  of  Tettr  by  the  Sufptium  of  the  E^hori,  having 
rais'd  their  Power  to  almofl:  abfolute  Monarchy. 

The  next  Day  CUomems  profcrib'd  eighty  of  the  Citi- 
zens, whom  he  thought  neceflary  to  banifh,  and  remo- 
ved all  the  Seats  of  the  I.^hor'i  except  one,  in  which  he 
himfelf  defign'd  to  fit,  and  hear  Caufes ;  and  calling  the 
Citizens  together,  he  made  an  Apology  for  his  Proceed- 
ings, faying.  That  by  Lycurgus  the  Senate  was  join'd  to 
the  Kings,  and  that  that  model  of  Government  had  con- 
tinued a  long  Time,  and  needed  no  other  fort  of  Ma-'i- 
ftrates  to  give  it  Perfedlion.  But  afterward  in  the  long 
War  with  the  Mejfenictns,  when  the  Kings  being  to  com- 
mand the  Army,  had  no  Time  ro  attend  civil  Caufev' 
they  chofe  fome  of  their  Friends,  and  left  them  to  deter--' 
rnne  the  Suits  of  the  Citizens  in  their  ftead.  Thelewere 
cali'd  Ephori,  and  at  firft  behav'd  themfelves  as  Servants 
to  the  Kings,  but  afterward  by  degrees  they  appropriated 
the  Power  to  themftlves,  and  erciled  a  diuin£t  ibrt  of 
Magiftracy.  An  Evidence  of  the  Truth  of  this  may  be 
taken  from  the  uiual  Behaviour  of  tlie  Kings,  who  up- 
on the  firft  and  fecond  MefTage  of  the  Ephori,  refufe  '.o 
go,  but  upon  the  third  readily  attcrd  them ;  And  -^jh- 
ropHs,  the  firft  that  rais'd  the  Epfjori  to  that  height  or" 
Power,  liv'd  a  great  many  Years  after  their  Inftitutioni 
therefore  v/hiltt  they  modeftlycontain'd  themfelves  with- 
in their  own  proper  Sphere,  'twas  better  to  bear  wirh 
ihem  than  to  make  a  Difturbance.  But  that  an  Upftart 
inrroduc'd  Power  fhou'd  fo  far  dcftroy  the  old  Model  of 
Government,  as  to  banifti  fome  Kings,  murder  others 
without  hearing  their  Defence,  and  threaten  thofe  who 
deiir'd  to  fee  tlie  beft  and  moft  Divine  Conftjtution  re- 
ftor'd  in  Sparta,  was  unlufferable.  Therefore  if  it  had  been 
poflible  for  him  without  Blood  Oied,  to  have  freed  Lace- 
dimm  from  thofe  foreign  Piagues,  Luxury,  Vanity, 
Debts  and  Ufury,  and  from  thoie  more  ancient  Evils,  Po- 
verty and  Riches,  he  fhould  have  thought  himidf  rhc 
happicft  King  in  the  World,  havin^ikc  an  expert  Phy- 
ikian  cur'd  the  Difeafes  of  his  Coun»^ry  without  Pain. 

But 
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But  now  in  this  NecelTity  Lycurgus's  Example  favoured 
his  Proceedings,  who  being  neither  King,  nor  Magi- 
ilratc,  but  a  private  Man,  and  aiming  at  the  Kingdom, 
came  arm'd  into  the  Market-Place,  and  for  fear  of  the  King 
Car  ileus  fled  to  the  Altar:  But  he  being  a  oood  iMan,  and 
a  lover  of  his  Country,  readily  confented  to  Lycurgus's 
Projedt,  and  admitted  an  Alteration  in  the  State.  Thus 
by  his  own  Aftions  Lycurgus  fliow'd,  That  it  was  diffi- 
cult to  corredi  the  Government  without  Force  and  Fear, 
in  iiiing  which,  he  faid,  he  wou'd  be  fb  moderate,  as  ne- 
ver to  defire  their  Afliftance,  but  either  to  terrifie  or  ru- 
in the  Enemies  of  Sparta's  Happinefs  and  Safety.  He 
commanded  that  all  the  Land  fliould  be  left  in  common, 
and  private  Claims  laid  afide :  That  Debtors  fliould  be  dii- 
charged  of  their  Debts,  afW  a  ftritft  Search  made,  who 
were  Foreigners,  and  who  not :  That  the  true  Spartans 
recovering  their  Courage,  might  defend  the  City  by 
their  Arms,  and  that  we  may  no  longer  fee  Laconia,  for 
want  of  a  fufficient  Number  to  frcuve  it,  wafted  by  the 
JEtolians  and  lllyrians.  Then  he  himfelf  firft,  with  his 
Father-in-law  Megifimes,  and  his  Friends,  brought  all  their 
Wealth  into  one  publick  Stock,  and  all  the  other  Citi- 
zens follow 'd  the  Example:  The  Land  was  divided,  and 
every  one  that  he  had  banifh'd,  had  a  Share  aflign'd  him; 
for  he  promised  to  reftore  all,  as  foon  as  Things  were 
fettled  and  in  cjuictj  and  compleating  the  common  num- 
ber of  Citizens,  out  of  the  bcfl:  and  moft  agreeable  of  the 
neighbouring  Inhabitants,  he  rais'd  a  Body  of  four  thou- 
fand  Men,  and  inftead  of  a  Spear,  taught  them  to  ufe  a 
Sarijjh,  (a  long  Pike)  with  both  Hands,  and  to  carry  their 
Siiields  by  a  Sti  ing  fallned  round  their  Arms,  and  not  by 
a  Handle,  as  before.  After  this  he  began  toconfult  about 
the  exerciiing  and  breeding  of  the  Youth,  (many  Particu- 
lars of  which,  Sph^rus  being  then  at  Sparta,  dire£ted)and 
in  a  fhort  Time  the  Schools  of  Exercife,  and  their  Suf- 
Jitia,  (common  eating  Places)  recover'd  their  ancient  De- 
cency and  Order,  a  tew  out  of  NecelLty,  but  the  moft 
voluntarily  applying  themfeives  to  that  generous  and  La- 
conick  way  of  Living:  Befidcs,  that  the  Name  of  Mo- 
n^ch  might  give  tKem  no  jealouiie,  he  made  Emkldasy 

his 
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his  Brother,  Partner  in  the  Throne;  and  that  was  the  only 
time  that  Sparta  had  two  Kings  oi'  the   fame  Faniily. 
Then  uaderftandingjthat  the  j4chMns  and  u4mtushrt^n'd 
that  this  Change  had  difturb'd  and  fhaken  his  Affairs,  and 
that  he  would  not  venture  out  of  Sparta,  and  ieave  the 
City  now  unP^^ttled  b)*  fo  great  an  Alteration,  he  thought 
it  great  and  lerviceable  to   his  IkfigflSi  to  cop:Vine©;-tBs 
Enemies  that  he  was  eagerly  deiirous  of  3  Warp'  Asd 
therefore  making  an  Incurfion  into  the  Territories  of 
Megalopolis,  he  wafted  the  Country  very  much,  and  got 
a  confiderable  Booty.     And  at  laft  taking  thofe  that  us'd 
to  aft  in  the  pubiick  Solemnities  travelling  homMeJfena, 
and  building  a  Theatre  in  the  Enemies  Country,  and  fet- 
ting  a  Prize  of  40/.  value,  he  fate  Spectator  a  %vhoteDay; 
not  that  he  cither  defir'd  or  n^ed  fuch  a  Divertifemertt, 
but  as  it  v/ere  infulting  o'er  his  Enemies,   and  that  by 
thus  manifeftly  defpifing  thera,  he  might  fhow  that  he 
had  more  than  conquered  the  Achians:    For  that  alone  of 
all  the  Greek  or  Kings  Armies  had  no  Stage-pl  lyers,  no 
jugglers,  no  dancing  or  finging  Women  attending  it, but 
was  free  from  all  Sorts  of  Loofenefs,  Wantonnefs  and  Fop- 
pery; the  young  Men  being  forthemoft  part  upon  Duty, 
and  the  old  Men  teaching  them  at  leafure  time  to  apply 
themfelves  to  their  ufual  Drollery,  and  to  rally  one  ano- 
ther facetioufly  after  the  Laconick  Fafbion;  the  Advantages 
of  which  I  have  difcover'd  in  the  Life  of  LycurgHs.     He 
himfclf  inftrufted  all  by  his  Example :  He  was  a  living 
Pattern  of  Temperance  before  every  Bodies  Eyes,  and  his 
Courfc  of  living  was  neither  more  ftatejy  nor  more  ex- 
penfive  than  any  of  the  Commons.     And  this  was  a  con- 
siderable Advantage  to  him  in  his  Dehgns  on  Greece;  for 
Men  when  they  waited  upon  other  Kings,  did  not  fo 
much  admire  their  Wealth,  coflly  Furniture,  and  nume- 
rous Attendance,  as  they  hated  their  Pride  and  State,  cheir 
difficulty   of  Accefs,    and   fcornful    commanding    An- 
fwers   to   their   Petitions.    But   when    they    came   to  . 
Cleomems,    who   was   both    really    a   King,    and  bore 
that  Title,  and  faw  no  Purpld)   no  Robes  of  State  up- 
on him,  no  Chairs  and  Couches  about  him  for  his  Eale, 
and  that  he  did  not  receive  Petitions,  and  return  Anfwers 

after 
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after  along  Dclajr,  br  a' Number  of  Meftengers,  Waiters, 
or  by  Bilk,  but  that  he  rofe  and  came  forward  to  meet 
thofe  that  came  to  wait  upon  him,  ftaid,  talk'd  freely 
and  gracioufly  with  all  that  had  Bufincfs,  they  were  ex- 
rrl-aaily  tafken,  won  to  his  Service,  and  profefs'd  that  he 
nlone  was  the  true  Son  of  H«r«/e/.  HiS  common  every 
Days  Me"*!  was  in -a  mean  Room,  very  fparing,  and  af- 
tet  ihe  Liicmick  Miit\ncr ;  and  when  he  c'nbertain'd  An\- 
bafladors  Of  StMiigers,  two  more  Beds  were  added',  and  a 
little  better  Dinner  provided  by  his  Servants;  but  no  Fri- 
cacieis,  no  Dainties,  only  the  Diflies  were  larger,  and  the 
Wine  more  plentiful;  for  he  reprov'd  one  of  his  Friends 
for  cHtertaining  fome  Strangers  with  nothing  but  Pulfe 
and  black  Broth,  fuch  Diet  as  they  ufually  had  in  their 
FhiMa,  faying,  That  upon  fuch  Occafions,  and  when 
th'-y  treat  Strangers,  'twas  not  requifite  to  be  too  exaft 
Laconians.  After  Supper,  a  Stand  was  brought  in  with  a 
brafs  Veflel  full  of  Wine,  two  filver  Pots,  which  held  al- 
mofl:  a  Qiiart  a  piece,  a  few  filver  Cups,  of  which  he 
that  pleas'd  might  drink,  but  no  Liquor  was  forc'd  on 
any  of  the  Guefts.  There  was  no  Mufick,  nor  was  any 
requir'd;  for  he  entertain'd  the  Company,  fometimes  ask- 
ing Qucftions,  fomaimes  telling  Stories:  And  his  Dif- 
courfe  was  neither  too  grave,  and  unpleafantly  ferious, 
nor  vain  and  abufivc,  but  merrily  facetious;  for  he 
thought  thofe  Ways  of  catching  Men  by  Gifts  and  Pre- 
fents,  which  other  Kings  ufe,  to  be  mean  and  inartificial; 
and  It  feem'd  to  him  to  be  the  moft  glorious  Method, 
and  mod  fuitable  to  a  King,  to  win  the  Affeaions  of 
thole  that  came  near  him,  by  pleafant  Difcourfe,  and  un- 
afFe<aed  Converfation :  for  a  Friend  and  Mercenary  differ 
only  in  this,  that  the  one  is  made  by  Converfation  and 
Agreeablcnefs  of  Humour,  and  the  other  by  Reward. 
Tne  Mantinaans  were  the  firft  that  obliged  him  ;  for  get- 
ting by  Night  into  the  City,  and  driving  cut  the  Achian 
Garrifon,  they  put  themfelves  under  his  Protedion :  he 
reflor'd  them  their  Polity  and  Laws,  and  the  fame  Day 
march'd  to  Tegea;  and  a  little  while  after  fctchipg  aCom- 
pafs  through  Arcadid,  he  made  a  Defcent  upon  Bhers,  in 
jdthaia,  intending  to  force  ulr/fms  to  a  Battel,  or  bring 

him 
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him  into  Difrepute,  for  refufing  to  engage,  and  fuffcrin^ 
him  to  wafte  the  Country:  Hyperbntus^x  that  time  com- 
manded the  Army,  but  Arams  had  al]  the  Power  amongft 
the  Achims.  The  Ach&ans  marching  forth  with  their 
whole  Strength,  and  incamping  in  DumAA,  about  Hecii- 
t'omb&iim,  cTeommes  came  up,  and  thinking  it  not  advisa- 
ble to  pitch  between  Diim*£^  a  City  of  the  Enemie?;,  and 
the  Camp  of  the  Achjians,  he  boldly  dar'd  the  Ach.iAns., 
and  forc'd  them  to  a  Battle,  and  routing  xhc  FhaUix, 
flew  a  great  many  in  the  Fight,  and  took  many  Priib- 
nersj  thence  marching  to  Lagm,  and  driving  out  the  A' 
chmn  Garrifon,  he  rellor'd  the  City  to  the  E'.Amt.  The 
Affairs  of  the  Achsums  being  in  this  delperate  Condi  ion, 
AratKSt  who  was  wont  to  continue  in  his  Government 
above  a  Year,  refus'd  the  Command,  though  ilicy  en-j 
treated  and  urg'd  him  to  accept  it  j  and  this  was  iil  done^rl 
when  the  Storm  was  high,  to  put  the  Power  out  of  hisf 
own  Hand%  and  fee  another  to  the  Helm.  CieBmtnes  al^ 
firft  profos'd  fair  and  eafie  Conditions  by  his  Ambafia- 
dors  to  xht  Achiiums.,  but  afterv/ard  he  fent  others,  and 
rcquir'd  the  chief  Command  to  be  fettled  upon  him  j  aud 
in  other  Matters  he  promis'd  to  agree  to  realbnable 
Term.s,  and  to  reflore  their  Captives  and  tlieir  Country. 
The  AchAdm  were  willing  to  come  to  an  Agreement  up- 
on thoie  Terms,  and  invited  Cleomenes  to  Lerna,  where 
an  Affembly  was  to  be  held ;  but  it  hapned  that  Cleome- 
nes haftily  marching  on,  and  unreafonably  drinking  Water, 
brought  up  abundance  of  Blood,  andlofi  his  Voice:  there- 
fore being  unable  to  continue  his  March,  he  fent  the 
chiefeft  of  the  Captives  to  the  AchMns,  and  putting  off 
the  Meeting  for  fome  time  retir'd  to  Lacedamn.  This 
ruin'd  the  Affairs  of  Greece,  which  'was  juft  then  ready 
to  recover  it  felf  out  of  its  Difafiers,  and  avoid  the  In- 
fulting  and  Covetoufnefs  of  the  Macedonians:  for  Aratus, 
whether  fearing  or  diftrufting  Cleomems,  or  envying  his 
unlook'd-for  Succefs,  or  thinking  it  a  Difgrace  for  him 
who  had  commanded  33  Years,  to  have  a  young  Man 
fucceed  to  all  his  Glory  and  his  Power,  and  be  Head  of 
that  Government  which  he  had  been  raifing  and  fetling 
io  many  Years  j  he  firft  endcavour'd  to  keep  the  Achdons 
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from  clofing  with  Cleomenes;  but  when  they  would  not 
hearken  to  him,  fearing  Cleomenes's  daring  Spirit,  and 
thinking  the  LacecUmoninn's  Propofals  to  be  very  reafona- 
ble,  who  defign'd  oi'ly  to  reduce  Pebpomefat  to  its  old  Mo- 
del, he  took  his  laft  Refuge,  in  an  Aftion  which  was 
unbecoming  any  of  the  Greeks,  moft  difhonourable  to  him, 
and  mofl;  unworthy  his  former  Bravery  and  Exploits;  for 
he  call'd  Antigonus  into  Greece,  and  fill'd  felopormefus  with 
Macedonians,  whom  he  himfelf,  when  a  Youth,  having 
beaten  their  Garrifbn  out  of  the  Caftle  of  Corinth,  had 
driven  from  the  fame  Country  i  belide  he  declared  him- 
felf an  Enemy  to  all  Kings,  and  hath  left  many  diflionou- 
rable  Stories  of  this  hme  Antigonus,  inthofe  Commentaries 
which  he  wrote.  And  though  he  declares  that  he  fufter'd 
confiderable  Lofles,  and  underwent  great  Dangers,  that 
he  might  free  Athens  from  the  Power  of  the  Macedonians, 
yet  afterward  he  brought  the  very  fame  Men  arm'd  into 
his  own  Country,  and  his  ov/n  Houfe,  even  to  the  Wo- 
mens  Apartment.  He  would  not  endure,  that  one  of  the 
Family  of  Hercules,  and  King  of  Sparta,  and  one  that  had 
reform'd  the  Polity  of  his  Country,  as  it  were  a  difor- 
der'd  Harmony,  and  tun'd  it  to  the  plain  Dorick  Meafure 
of  Lycurgus,  to  be  ftyl'd.  Head  of  the  TriccAms  and  Sicyo- 
nians;  and  whilft  he  fled  the  Pulfe  and  fhort  Coat,  and, 
which  were  his  chief  Accuiations  againft  Cleomenes,  the 
Extirpation  of  Wealth,  and  Reformation  of  Poverty,  he 
bafcly  fubjedled  himfelf,  together  with  Ach&a,  to  the  Di- 
adem and  Purple,  to  the  imperious  Commands  of  the 
Macedomans  and  their  Satrap  a.  That  he  might  not  feem 
to  be  under  Cleomenes,  he  lacrific'd  the  Antigonea,  (Sacrifi- 
ces in  Honour  of  Antigomts)  and  fung  ?Acins  himfelf  with 
a  Garland  on  his  Head,  to  the  Honour  of  a  rotten,  con- 
fumptive  Macedonian. 

I  write  this  not  out  of  any  Defign  to  difgrace  Aratus 
(for  in  many  Things  he  fhew'd  himfelf  vigorous  for  the 
GrAcian  Intereft,  and  a  great  Man )  but  out  of  Pity  to  the 
Weaknefs  of  Human  Nature,  which,  in  fuch  a  Perfon  fo 
excellent,  and  fo  many  Ways  difpofed  to  Virtue,  cannot 
attain  to  a  State  irreprehenllble.  The  Ach^ans  meeting 
again  at  Argos,  and  Cleomenes  defcending  from  Tegea,  there 
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v/ere  great.  Hopes  that  all  Differences  would  be  composed. 
Bat^atus^  (j4Ktigonus,  and  He  having  already  agrrcd  up- 
on the  chief  Articles  of  their  League,}  fearing  that  dec- 
tnents  would  carry  all  before  hirn,  and  either  win,  or 
force  the  Multiftine  to  comply  with  His  Demanih,  pra«- 
pos'd,  that,  having  three  fejndred  Hoftagtfs  put  into- 'his 
Hands,  he  {hoiild  C(5riie  alone  into  the  Town,  or  bring 
his  Army  f^  thd  I*hce  of  E'jcerciie,  C5\M'C'tlli!fifbi(mi 
without  the"  City,  arid  treat  there,  ■        •  ■■'^ 

'.  Cleotneries  hearing  this,  (aid,  That  he  was  unjtiftiy  deah 
withj  for  they  Ought  to  have  told  him  lb  piairtly  at  firft, 
end  not  now  he  was'  come  even  to  t^ci'r  Dooi's,  fliow 
their  Jealoiifie;  and  deny  him  Admii  writing  an 

Epiftle  to  the  AchAons  about  the  iam.  ;  the  great- 

eft  Part  of  which  was  an  Accufation  of  ^ntus;  and  Ara^ 
ttts,  on  the  other  Side,  ripping  up  his  Faults  to  the  AC- 
fembly,  he  haftily  diflodg'd;  and  fcnt  a  Trumpeter  to 
denounce  War  againft  the  AchAans,  but  not  to  Argos,  but 
to  JEgiam,  as  Aratus  deli\'-ers,  that  he  might  not  give 
them  Notice  enough  to  make  Provilion  for  their  De- 
fence. Upon  this,  the  Ach&an%  V/ere  miglitily  difturb'd, 
the  common  People  expediing  a  Diviiion  of  the  Land> 
and  a  Releafe  from  their  Debts ;  and  the  chief  Men  be- 
ing on  many  Accounts  difpleas'd  with  Aratus,  and  forae 
Angry  and  at  odds  with  him,  as  the  Occafion  of  the 
Macedonians  Dcfcent  on  Pelopo/mejus.  Encouraged  by  thefe 
Mifunderftandings,  Cleomenes  invades  AchAA;  and  firft 
took  Tellene  by  Surnrife,  and  beat  out  the  Achaan  Garri- 
fon;  and  afterward  brought  over  Phencon  and  FentelAon 
to  his  Side.  Now  the  AchAans  fufpednng  fome  tieache- 
rous  Deligns  at  Corinth  and  Sicyon,  lent  their  Horfe  and 
Mercenaries  out  of  Argos  to  have  an  Eye  upon  thole  Ci- 
ties, and  they  thcmfelves  went  to  Arges  to 'celebrate  the 
Ncmean  Games.  Cleomenes  advertised  of  tl^is  March,  and 
hoping  (as  it  afterward  fell  out)  that  upon  an  unexpcdled 
Advance  to  the  City  now  bufied  in  the  Solemnity  of  the 
Games,  andthrong'd  with  numerous  Spedbtors,  he  fhould 
raife  a  conliderable  Terror  and  Confunon  amongft  them  -, 
by  Night  he  march'd  with  his  Army  to  the  Walls,  and 
taking  the  Quarter  of  the  Town  cali'd  A/pis,  vvhich  lies 
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above  tljc  Theatre,  a  P!a?,e  well  fortify'd,  and  hard  to  be 
approacla'd,  lie  ib  torrjfy'd  tli!?mj,  that  non?  Qffer'dto  re- 
iift,,but  agreed  to  acccjit  a  Garrifon,  to  give  twenty  Ci- 
^iz,ens  for  Hoftages,  atid  to  adift  the  Lacedemonians,  and 
th^t  he  fliQuId  have  the  j:hief  Cornraand.  This  Action 
conildt^rably  epcrcas'd  his  Repi^tarion,  and  his  Power ;  for 
the  zvx}t,nt  Sp,%rtan  Kings,  though  they  many  Ways  en- 
deavoured to  effcft  it»  eopld  never  bring  u&^os  to  be  fted- 
taftly  and  lincerely  theirs.  And  Fynhus  a  moft  experienc'd 
Captain  and  brave  Soldier,  though  he  entred  the  City  by 
Force,  could  not  keep  Pofl<;ffion,  but  was  flain  himfelf 
with  a  conlidcrable  Pai't  pf  his  Army:  Therefore  theyad- 
mii'd  the  Difpatch  and  Contrivance  of  Ckomenes;  and 
thofe  that  before  derided  him  for  faying  that  he  imita- 
ted 6>/o»and  Lycurgui  in  relealing  the  People  from  their 
Debts,  and  in  equally  dividing  the  Wealth  of  the  Citi- 
zens, were  now  periwaded  that  he  was  the  Caufe  of  the 
dclirable  Alterations  in  the  Spartan  Common- Wealth:  For 
before  they  were  very  low  in  the  World,  and  fo  unable 
to  fecure  their  own  that  the  JEtoUans  invading  X/«co«w, 
brought  away  fifty  thoufand  Slaves  j  (To  that  one  of  tiie 
elder  Spartans  is  reported  to  have  faid.  That  They  had 
done  Laconia  a  KirJmJs  by  unburdenmg  it )  and  yet  a  little 
while  after  applying  thcm(elves  to  their  own  Cuftoms, 
and  ancient  Inftitution,  they  gave  notable  Inftances  of 
Courage  and  Obedience,  as  if  they  had  been  under  the 
Eye  o{  Lycurgus  himfelf;  and  quickly  rais'd  Sparta  to  be 
Head  ot  all  Greece,  and  recover'd  Pelopomefus  to  them- 
feives.  Whilft  ^irgos  was  tal;.eii,  and  Cleom  and  Phiiiui 
lided  with  Cleomems,  Aratits  was  at  Cmnth  fearching  af- 
ter fomc,  who  were  reported  to  favour  the  Spartan  Inte- 
reft.  ^he  News  being  brought  to  him,  diflurb'd  him 
very  much;  for  he  perceiv'd  the  City  inclining  to  Cleo- 
menes,  and  the  Acbtans  willing  to  be  at  Eafe ;  therefore 
he  caird  all  the  Citizens  into  the  common  Hall,  and,  as 
it  v/ere  undefignedly  retreating  to  the  Gate  he  mounted 
his  Iloife  that  flood  ready  there,  and  fled  to  Sicyon;  and 
the  Corinthiayu  made  luch  Hafte  to  C^eommes  at  Argos^ 
that  f  as  .<^>-*j/«i  fays )  firiving  who  fliouU  be  firft  there 
they  ipoii'd  all  their  Horfcs:  and  Ckomems  was  very  an- 
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gry  with  the  Corinthians  for  letting  ^atus  efcape ;  And 
MegiJIones  came  from  Chomenes  to  him,  dcfiring  him  to 
deliver  up  the  Caftle  of  Corinth,  which  was  then  garri- 
ibri'd  by  the  Ach^ans,  and  ofFer'd  him  a  confiderable  Sum 
of  Money ;  and  that  he  anfwered,  That  Matters  were  not 
new  in  his  Porver,  but  He  in  theirs.  Thus  jiratus  himfelf 
writes.  But  Cleomenes  marching  from  Argos,  and  taking 
in  the  Trdzenians,  EpiJaurians,  and  Hermioneans,  came  to 
Corinth,  and  blcck'd  up  the  Caftle  which  the  Achxam 
would  not  furrender;  and  lending  for  ^fl/«/s  Friends  and 
Stewards  committed  his  Houfe  and  Eftatc  to  their  Care 
and  Management;  and  fent  Tritimalltis  the  Mejfenian  to 
him  a  fecond  time,  defiring  that  the  Caftle  might  be  e- 
qually  garrifon'd  by  the  Spartans  and  Achions,  and  pro- 
mifing  to  Aratus  himfelf  double  the  Penfion  that  he  re- 
cciv'd  from  King  Ttolemey:  But  Aratus  refilling  the  Con- 
ditions, and  fending  his  own  Son  with  other  Hoftages 
to  AntigOTMs,  and  perfwading  the  Achians  to  make  a  De- 
cree for  delivering  the  Caftle  into  ^//^ok«/s  Hands,  C/eow;*- 
ves  invaded  the  Territory  of  the  Sicymians,  and  by  a  Decree 
jof  the  Corinthians,  feiz-'d  on  all  Aratus's  Eftate.  In  the  mean 
time,  Antigonus,  with  a  great  Army,  pafs'd  Gerania,  and 
,  Cleomenes  thinking  it  more  ad v liable  to  fortify  and  gar- 
rifon,  not  the  Ijihmus,  but  the  Mountains  called  Onia, 
and  by  a  long  Siege  and  Skirmiflies  to  weary  the  Macedo- 
nians, than  to  venture  a  let  Battle,  put  his  Defign  in  Ex- 
ecution, which  very  much  diftrels'd  Antigonus;  for  he 
had  not  brought  Vidhials  fufficient  for  his  Army;  nor 
was  it  eafie  to  foice  a  Way  through  whilft  Cleomenes 
guarded  the  Pafs.  He  attempted  by  Night  to  pafs  through 
LechAum,  but  fail'd,  and  loft  Ibme  Men;  fo  that  Cleorrte- 
nes  and  his  Army  were  mightily  encouraged jO and  {o 
flufht  with  the  Viftory,  that  they  went  merrily  to  Sup- 
per ;  and  Antigonus  was  very  much  dejcfted,  being  rc- 
duc'd  to  thofe  rniferablc  Straits.  At  laft  he  defign'd  to 
march,  to  the  Promontory  Her&um,  and  thence  tranlport 
his  Army"  in  Boats  to  Sicjon,  which  would  take  up  a 
great  deal  of  time,  and  be  very  chargeable.  The  fame 
time  about  Evening  fome  oi  Aratus's  friends  came  from 
Argos  by  Sea,  and  invited  him  to  return,  for  the  Argrves 
would  le/olt  from   Cleomenes.     Arijtotle  was   the  Man 
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that  wrought  the  Revolt,  and  he  had  no  hard  Task  to 
perfwade  the  common  People j  for  they  were  all  angry 
wirh  Cleomenes  for  not  releafing  them  from  their  Debts 
as  they  expedled.  Upon  this  Advertifement  Aratus  with 
fifteen  hundred  of  ^'ifi^o»«/s  Soldiers  fail'd  to  EpUanrus; 
but  Arijlotle  n«t  flaying  for  his  coming,  drew  out 
the  Citizens,  and  fought  againft  the  Garrifon  of  the 
Caftle,  and  Timoxenus  with  the  Acheans  from  Sicyon,  came 
to  his  Afliftance.  Cleomenes  heard  the  News  about  the 
lecond  Watch  of  the  Night,  and  fending  for  Me^iftmes 
angrily  commanded  him  to  go  and  fet  Things  right  at 
Argos  This  Megifmes  was  the  Man  who  paf^d  his 
•Word  for  the  Argives  Loyalty,  and  perfwaded  him  not 
to  banim  the  fufpeded.  This  Megijiones  he  difpatch'd 
with  two  thoufand  Soldiers,  and  obferv'd  Antigoms  him- 
fclf,  and  encouraged  the  Corinthians,  pretending  that  there 
was  no  great  Matter  in  the  Stirs  at  Ar^os,  bufonly  z  lit- 
tie  Difturbancc  rais'd  by  a  few  inconfiderable  Perfons 
j3ut  when  Megiflones,  entring  Argos,  was  flain,  and  the 
Can  lion  could  fcarce  hold  out,  and  frequent  Meflcngers 
came  to  Cleomenes  for  Succours,  he  fearing  leaft  the  Ene 
my  having  taken  Argos,  (hou!d  fliut  up  the  Palles,  and 
fecurely  wafte  L^f.«,V,.  and  befiege  Sparta  it  felf,  which 
hehad  left  without  Forces^  he  diflodg'd  from  Corinth 
and  prefentiy  loft  that  Cityj  for  Antigonus  entred  it,  and 
garnfond  the  Town.  He  turn'd  afide  from  his  direft 
March,  and  afTaulting  the  Wall  of  Argos,  endeavour'd  to 
break  in;  and  having  clear^  a  Way  under  the  Quarter 
called  4^,.,  hejoyn'd  the  Garrifon  which  ftill  hdd  out 
againft  the  Ach^mr,  fome  Parts  of  the  City  he  fcal'd,  and 
took,  and  his  Cretm  Archers  cleared  the  Streets.  But 
when  he  faw  Antigonus  with  his  Fhalmx  defcending  from 
the  Mountains  into  the  Plain,  and  the  Horfe  on  all  Sides 
entring  the  City,  he  thought  it  impoffible  to  maintain 
his  Port  and  therefore  with  all  his  Men  made  a  fafe  Re 
treat  behind  the  U'all    Havingin  a  ft.ort  time  rais'dhinl 

1  r^r  ..T^'^^^'-'H'  "^'g^f'  ^"'^  '"  one  March  made 
himfelf  Mafter  ot  almoft  all  Peloponnef.s,  and  loft  St 
gammas  ftiort  a  time:  For  fome  of  his  Allies  prefentiy 
*orfook  him,  and  others  not  long  after  put  themfelves 
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under  AiUigoms\  Protedlion.  His  Array  thus  defeated, 
as  he  was  leading  back  the  Relicks  of  his  Forces,  loms 
kom  Laeedsmon  met  hini  in  the  Evening  ^tTegeA,  and 
brought  him  News  of  as  great  a  Misfortune  as  tlut  which 
he  had  lately  fulfer'd,  and  that  was  the  Death  of  his  Wife, 
-whom  he  doted  on  fb  much,  that  wJien  he  wa^  moll 
profpcrous,  he  v/ouU  ever  now  and  then  make  a  ftep  to 
Sparta  to  vifit  his  beloved  Mgixtis. 

This  News  affli£ted  him  extreamiy,  and  he  gFiev'd,  as 
a  young  Man  would  do  for  the  lois  of  a  very  beautiful 
and  excellent  Wife;  yet  his  Pafllon  did  not  debafc  the 
greatnefs  of  his  Mind,  but  ke.ping  his  uiual  Voice,  his 
Countenance,  and  his  Habit,  he  gave  neceflary  Order-;  ro 
his  Captains,  and  took  care  to  fecure  the  Tegexis.  TlJie 
next  day  he  retir'd  to  Sparta,  and  having  at  home  with 
his  Mother  and  Children  bewail'd  the  lois,  and  finiili'dhis 
Mourning,  he  prefcntly  appear 'd  about  the  publick  Af- 
fairs of  tnc  State.  Now  Btokmy,  the  King  of  JE^ypi, 
promis'd  him  Afl'iflance,  but  demanded  his  Moiher  and 
Children  for  Hoftages :  this  for  fome  conhderable  time 
he  was  afham'd  to  difcover  to  his  Mother ;  and  though 
he  often  went  to  her  on  purpofe,  and  was  juft  upon  the 
Difcourfe,  yet  ftill  refrain'd,  and  kept  it  to  himfelf :  fo 
thatfhe  began  to  fufpe<ft  fomewhat,  and  ask'd  his  Friends, 
Whether  Cleomenes  had  fomewhat  to  fay  to  her,  which  he 
was  afraid  to  fpeak  ?  At  lafc  Cleomeras  venturing  to  tell 
her,  fhe  laugh'd  heartily,  and  faid.  Was  this  the  uAng  that 
yen  had  often  a  mind  t&  tell  me,  and  teas  afraid  i  Why  do  mt 
you  put  me  on  Shipboard,  and  fend  this  Carcafe  where  it  ntAy 
be7/7oft  ferziceable  to  Sparta,  before  Age  wajies  it  uriproffaMy 
here!  Therefore  all  things  being  provided  for  the  Voyage, 
they  went  to  T&naras  on  Foot,  and  the  Army  waited  on 
them.  Crateficlea,  when  fl^e  was  ready  to  go  on  Board, 
took  Clecmenes  alide  into  Neptune's  Temple,  and  embra- 
cing him  who  was  very  much  dejedlcd,  and  cxt-.eamly 
difcompcs'd,  fhe  faid  thus.  Go  to,  ki?:gofS^znii  when  we 
are  without  dcor,  let  none  fee  us  Weep,  or  fhow  any  Vaffion  be- 
Icm  the  Honour  ar.d  Dignity  <?/ Sparta  ■■,  for  th.it  alone  is  in  oy.r 
own  I'ower :  as  for  Succefs  or  Difapfointme)its,  thofe  wf^it  on 
tis  as  the  Deitj  decrees.  Having  laid  thus,  and  compos'd  l^r 

C'— n- 


The  Life  of  Cleomencs.  t6f 

Countenance,  fliewent  to  the  Ship  with  her  little  Grand- 
fon,  and  bad  the  Pilot  put  prefendy  out  to  Sea,    When 
fhe  came  toEgypt,  and  underftood  that  P«/e/wy entertain'd 
Propofals  and  Overtures  of  Peace  from  Antigomis,  and 
that  Ckomenes,  tho'  the  Ado  Ami  invited  and  urg'd  him  to 
an  Agreement,  was  afraid,  for  her  fake,  to  come  to  any, 
without  Ptolemy's  Confent,  Ihe  wrote  to  him,  adviiing 
him  to  do  that  which  was  moft  becoming  and  moft  pro- 
fitable for  Spartd,  and  not  for  the  fake  of  an  old  Woman 
and  a  little  Child,  always  ftand  in  fear  of  Ptolemy :  this 
Character  (he  maintain'd  in  her  Misfortunes.    Antigonus 
having  taken  TegeA,  and  plunder'd  Orchomenum  and  Mm- 
tiruut,  Cleemenes  was  (hut  up  within  the  narrow  Bounds 
of  T^cma,  and  made  fuch  of  the  Heilots  as  could  pay  five 
^tt%ck  Pounds,  free  of  Sparta,  and  by  tliat  means  got  to- 
gether ^■Dp  Talents;  and  arming  2000  after  the  Macedo- 
nim  Fafhion,  that  he  might  make  a  Body  fit  to  oppofc 
Aittigontis's  LuctfpidA  (white  Shields)  he  undertook  a  very 
furprizing  Enterprize.  Megalopolis  was  at  that  time  aCiiy 
of  it  felf,   as  big  and  as  powerful  as  Sparta,   and  had  the 
Forces  of  the  Ach&ans  and  Antigonns  encamping  on  its 
fides;   and  it  was  chiefly  the  Megalopolitans  doing,  that 
Antigottus  was  cali'd  in  to  aflift  the  AchMns.    Cleomenes 
having  a  Defign  upon  this  City,  ( no  Adlion  was  ever 
more  iiidden  and  more  unexpe£ted )  order'd  his  Men  to 
take  five  Days  Provision,  and  fo  march'd  to  Sellajia,  as  if 
he  intended  to  fpoil  the  Country  of  the  Argives  j  but  frorjl 
thence  making  a  Defcent  into  the  Territories  of  Megalo- 
polis, and  refrefliing  his  Army  about  Khstium,  he  march'd 
through  Helicon,  diredly  to  the  City.     When  he  was  not 
fer  off  the  Town,  he  fent  Puntheus  with  two  Regiments 
tofurprize  the  Mefopyrgion,  (the  Quarter  between  the  two 
Towers)  which  he  underftood  to  be  the  moll  unguarded 
Quarter  of  the  Megalopolitans  Fortifications;  and  with  rhe 
reft  of  his  Forces  he  follow'd  leifurcly.  Pantheusnot  only 
furpriz'd  that  Place,  but  finding  a  great  part  of  the  Wall' 
without  Guards,  he  pull'd  down  fomc  Places,  and  demo- 
lifh'd  others,  and  kili'd  all  the  Detenders  that  he  found. 
Whilft  he  was  thus  bulled,  Cleomenes  came  up  to  him. 
Vol.  VI.  M  and 
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and  was  got  with  his  Army  within  tke  City,  before  tfte? 
Megakfvlitans  knew  of  tJic  Suqsrize:   At  iaft,  a«  foon  *J 
it  was  dilcover'd,  fome  left  the  Town  immediately,   ta4 
king   with  them  what   Money  they  had   ready;  fome^ 
arm'd,   and  engag'd  the  Enemy  j   and  tho^  they  were  not^ 
able  to  beat  them  out,  yet  they'  gave  their  Citizens  tim«f ' 
and  opportunity  fafelj-'  to  retire :  fo  that  there  were  ix)6^ 
above  icoo  Perfons  left  in  the  Town,  all  the  reft  flyingt 
with  their  Wives  and  Children,  and  efcaping  to  MeJftnA': 
A  great  number  of  thofe  that  arm'd, and  fought  the  Ene- 
my, were  lav'd,  and  very  few  taken,  amongft  whom 
yNereLyfandridas  and  Thearidas,  two  Men  of  great  Power 
and  Reputation  amongft  the  Megalopelitans ;  and  there- 
fore the  Soldiers,  as  foon  as  they  were  taken,  brought^ 
the  m  to  Cleomenes :  A  nd  L'^fundridas,  as  foon  as  he  Giv/Cleo- 
tnenes  afar  off,  cry'd  out:  Now  King  0/ Sparta,  'tis  in  your 
Fewer  by  doing  a  nwji  kingly  and  brarver  AHion  than  you  have 
dready  perform' d,  to  fur  chafe  a  confiderable  Glory.  AndC/ee- 
merus  gucffing  at  his  Meaning,  reply 'd.  What  do  you  fay 
Lyfandridas?  fure  you  will  rot  advife  me  to  reftore  your  City 
to  yen  again?   'Tis  that  which  I  mean;  Lyfandridas  repYy'd, 
mnd  I  adiife  you  not  to  ruin  fo  brave  a  City,  but  to  fill  it  with 
faithfiil  and  firdfafi  Friends  and  jillies,  byrefioring  their  Coun- 
try  to  the  Megalopolitans,  and  being  the  Saviour  of  Jo  confi- 
dcrable  a  Teople.     Cleomenes  paus'd  a  while,  and  then  faid, 
^is  very  hard  to  irufl  fo  far  in  thefe  Matters ;  but  with  us  let 
Profit  always  yield  to  Glory.    Having  faid  this,  he  fent  the 
two  Men  to  Mejfena  with  a  Trumpeter  from  hirafelf,  offer- 
ing the  Megabpolitaru  their  City  again,  if  they  wonld  for- 
fake  the  Ach*an  Intereft,  and  be  on  his  Side.    Tho*  CleO' 
fnenes  made  thefe  kind  and  obliging  Propofals,  yet  Fhila^ 
t£)nen  would  not  fuffer  them  to  break  their  League  ^-itli 
the  Ach&aru  \  and  acculing  Cleomenes  to  the  People,  as  if 
his  Delign  was  not  to  reftore  the  City,    but  to  take  the 
Citizens  too,  he  forc'd  Jhearidas  and  Lyfandridas  to  leave 
MeJJena. 

This  was  that  Thilopamen,  who  was  afterward  Chief  of 
the  Achionst  and  a  Man  of  the  greateft  Reputation  a- 
mongft  the  Greeks,  as  I  have  made  it  appear  in  his  own 
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Life.  This  News  coming  to  Cleomenes,  though  he  had  ■ 
before  taken  fuch  ftridi  Care  that  the  City  fhould  not  be 
plunder'd,  yet  then  being  in  a  Fury,  and  put  out  of  all 
Patience,  he  rifled  them  of  all  their  Coin,  Plate  and  Jew* 
elsj  and  Tent  their  Statues  and  Piftures  unto  Sparta;  and 
demolifhingagreatpartof  the  City,  he  march'd  away  for 
fear  of  Amigonus  and  the  AchiOKs:  but  they  never  ftirr'd  - 
for  they  were  in  JEgium,  at  a  Council  of  War.  Aathi' 
mounted  the  Desk,  wept  along  while,  and  held  his  Man-' 
tie  before  his  Face;  and  at  laft,  the  Company  being  a-' 
raaz'd,  and  commanding  him  to  fpeak,  he  faid,  Mcfalo- 
foUs  is  ruin'd  by  Cleomenes.  The  AfTembly  was  prefentlv 
Diflblv'dj  the  AchAcms  being  extremely  furpriz'd  at  the- 
fiiddennefs  and  greatnefs  of  the  Lofs;  znA  Amigonus  inten- 
ding to  fend  fpeedy  Succours,  when  he  found  his  Army-' 
to  gather  very  flowly  out  of  their  Winter-Q^uarters,  he  feii* 
them  Orders  to  continue  there  ftill  J  and  he  hi  mfelf  march'd 
to  Argos  with  a  confiderable  Body  of  Men.  The  fecond 
Enterp^i^e  of  Cleomenes  feem'd  to  be  carry'd  on  by  ex-' 
treme  Boldnefs  and  unaccountable  Madnefsj  but  yet  in 
Felylm's  Opinion,  was  done  upon  mature  Deliberation 
md  exaa  Fore-fight :  for  knowing  very  well  that  thd 
MMedonimswQte  diipcrs'dinro  their  Winter-Quarters,  and 
that  Antigoms  with  his  Friends  and  a  few  Mercenaries  a 
bout  him,  winter'd  in  Argos;  upon  thefe  Confideratiohs 
^e  invaded  the  Country  of  the  Argives,  hoping  to  fname 
Antigomis  to  aSattleupon  unequal  terms ;  or  elfeif  hedid 
not  dare  to  tight,  to  bring  him  into  Difrepute  with  the 
Aihsms.  And  this  accordingly  hapned;  for  Cleomenes 
wafting,  plundrmg,  and  fpoilitig  the  whole  Country  the 
Argtvesyax'd  at  the  lolk,  ran  in  Troops  to  the  Pabce  of 
the  King,  and  cbmour'd  that  he  fliould  cither  fiaht  ol- 
fucrendcr  his  Command  to  better  and  braver  Men.  'fiut 
Amigo»us,2LS  became  an  experienc'd  Captain,  accounting  it 
diflionourable,,  foolifhly  to  hazard  his  Army,  and  quit  his 
Security,  and  not  to  be  abus'd  and  raii'd  at  by  the  Rabblk 
would  not  march  out  againft  Cleomnes,  but  ftood  fix'd  to 
the  Deligns  which  he  had  laid :  Cleomenes  in  the  mean  time 
brought  his  Army  pp  to  the  very  Walls,  and  having  uti- 
Ma.  C9C- 
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contrcul'dly  fpoil'd  the  Country,  and  infulted  o'er  his  E- 
nemies,  drew  off  again.  A  little  while  after  being  adver- 
tis'd  that  Jnti^oms  defign'd  for  Tegett,  and  thence  to  make 
an  Incurfion  into  Laconia,  he  haftily  march'd  with  his 
Army  another  way,  and  appeared  early  in  the  Morning 
before  ^rgos,  and  wafled  the  Fields  about  it :  the  Corn 
he  did  not  cut  down  with  Reaping-hopks  and  Scythes, 
as  Menufuallydo,  butbeat  it  down  with  Staves  made  like 
Scymetars,  as  if  witli  a  great  deal  of  Contempt  and  wan- 
.ton  Scorn  he  fpoil'd  the  Fields,  and  wafted  the  Country 
in  his  march  j  yet  when  his  Soldiers  would  have  fet  Cyl- 
Mris,  the  School  of  Exercife,  on  Fire,  he  hindred  the  At- 
tempt, reflediing  upon  ferious  Confideration,  that  the 
Outrages  committed  at  Megalopolis  were  the  effeds  of 
his  Paflion  rather  than  his  Wifdom.  He  pretended  to 
make  fuch  little  Account  of,  and  fo  much  to  delpife  j^ 
tigoms,  who  firft  retir'd  to  Argos,  and  afterward  placed 
Garrifons  on  ail  the  Mountains  round  about,  that  he  fent 
a  Trumpeter  to  defire  the  Keys  of  Her&um  (funo's  Tem- 
ple) that  he  might  facrifice  to  the  Goddefs.  Thus  with 
a  Scoff  and  bitter  RefleaLon  on  uintigoms,  and  having 
iacrific'd  to  the  Goddefs,  under  the  Walls  of  the  Temple, 
that  was  ftiut,  he  march'd  to  ?hUus;  and  from  thence 
•.driving  out  thofe  that  Garrifon'd  Halogom^tum,  he  march'd 
down  to  Orchomenum.  And  thefe  Enterprizes  not  only 
encourag'd  the  Citizens,  but  made  him  appear  to  the  very 
Enemies  to  be  an  experienc'd  Captain,  and  very  worthy 
•of  Command:  For  with  the  Strength  of  one  City,  not 

■  only  to  fight  the  Power  of  the  Macedonians,  and  all  the 
lelopomej-ans;  not  only  to  preferve  X/»f£>»w  from  being 
ipoii'd,  but  to  wafte  the  Enemies  Country,  and  to  take 
fo  many  and  fuch  confiderable  Cities,  is  ^.Argument  of 
no  common  Bravery.    HC;  tliat  fixflTaid,  'thRf  Money  was 

■  the  Sinews  of  Aff'airs,  fecnx'd  chiefly  in  that  Saying  to  re- 
fpe6t  War:  And  Demades,  when  \he. Athenians  voted  that 
a -Navy  fliould  be  made  ready,  but.  had  no  Money,  faid, 
They  fi}o.d4  mika-Bf^M  6efort-th^y  thought  of  Sailing.  And 
-'-    ■  '    /rJ>/,iw«/f*,.^n.  the 'beginning  of  the  Fejoppmejfan 

■  n  tli«.lAlWderi^-'cl,  that  each  Parties  ftare  ot 
,  Contri- 
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Contributions  for  the  War  fhould  be  determin'd,  is  repor- 
ted to  have  faid,  War  camot  he  kept  to  a.  Jet  Diet:  For  as 
well-brcath'd  Wrcftlers  do  in  time  weary  and  tiie  out  the 
raoH:  asfliye  and  skilful  Combatant;  fo  A/uigenus  coming 
to  thp  War  with  a  great  ftock  of  Wealth,   weary'd  out 
Cleometicj^^  whofe  Poverty  made  it  difficult  for  him  either 
to  prpviJ^/Pay  for  the  Mercenaries,  or  Provifions  for  the 
Citizens.     For  in  all  other  Refpefts  the  Time  favour'd 
tlfUmen^'s  •■,  for  Antigojm''^  Affairs  at  home  began  to  be  du 
uurb'd :  for  the  Barburmts  wafted  and  over-ran  hlacedonist 
whilft  he  was  abfent;   and  at  that  time  a  vaft  Army  of 
-the  Jtlyriam  came  down :  to  be  freed  from  whofe  Outra- 
^s,  the  Mace JouiMii  fent  ior  Ajitigmns,  and  the  Letters  hai 
^ajmofthccn  brought  to  him  before  the  Battel  was  fought  i 
bpn  the  ^Receipt  of  which  he  prefently  diflodg'd,  and 
_   ^|it  ih.c  AchAaas  Afia?rs  to  them  {elves.    But  Fortune,  that 
(loy-es  to  determine  the  gVcateft  Affairs  by  a  Minute,  itv 
this  Conjundture  fliow'd  fach  an  exad  nicenefs  of  Tmie, 
that  imracd  ately  after  the  Battle  in  Sdlafia  was  over, 
And  Cleomenes  had  loft  his  Army  and  his  City,  the  M^-(- 
fengers  rcach'd  Amigonm.  And  this  made  Cleomenes's  Mif- 
.fortune  more  to  be  pitied  j  for  if  he  had  forbom  fighting 
^Jt^o  days  bnger,  there  had  been  no  need  of  hazarding  a 
.Battlcj  fince  upon  the  departure  of  the  Macedonians,  he 
^ight  have  had  what  Conditions  he  pleas'd  from  the  A- 
jih&ans.    But  now  ( as  I  hinted  before )  for  want  of  Mo- 
^?iey,  being  neceffitated  to  rely  wholly  on  his  Arms,  he 
_^yfa.s  forc'dwith  20000  (this  is  Volybiuss  Account)  to  engage 
^thirty  thousand;  and  approving  hi  mfelf  an  excellent  Com- 
,;'pander  in  this  Difficulty,  his  Citizens  fhowing  an  exii'a- 
■(.ordinary  Courage,  and  his  Mercenaries  Bravery  enough j 
.jjje  was  over-born  by  the  different  way  of  fighting,  and 
"  the  weight  of  the  arm'd  Vhalmx.    Belides,  thyUrchui  af- 
firms, that  the  Treachery  of  fomc  about  him  was  the 
chief  Caufe  of  Cleomenes  s  Ruin.     For  Antigonus  gave  Or- 
ders, that  the  7//ym«jand  AchitrmnUns  fhould  march  round 
by  a  fccret  Way,  and  encompafs  the  other  Wing  which 
'Eucleidas,  Cleomeneh  Brother,  Commanded  j  and  then  drew 
i>ut  the  left  of  his  Forces  to  the  Battle.    And  Cleomenes, 
M  3  ftoia 


'270  Ithe  Life  of  Cleomenes. 

from  a  convenient  Rifing,  viewing  his  Order,  and  not 
feeing  any  of  the  Illyians  and jichamanians,  began  to  fufpedi 
that  ^aigoTiui  had  lent  them  upon  fomcfuch  Defign;  and 
cslhngfor  DaKOteles,  who  was  toinfpe£l  and  to  provide  a- 
gainft  Atntufhes,  commanded  him  carefully  to  look  af- 
ter, and  difcover  the  Enemies  Defigns  upon  his  Rear, 

Bat  BamoteUs  ffor  fome  fay  J!r,ugmus  had  brib'd  him) 
telling  him  that  he  fh.ould  not  be  follicitous  about  that 
Matter,  for  all  was  v/dl  enough,  but  mind,  and  fight 
thOiC  that  met  him  in  the  Front i  he  was  fatisfied,  and 
advanc'd  ogainll  Anugonm ;  and  by  the  vigorous  Charge 
of  his  Sfmofii,  made  the  M/uedoman  FhaUnx  give  ground, 
and  prds'd  upon  them  with  great  Advantage  about  half 
a  Mile;  but  then  making  a  ftand,  and  feeing  the  Danger 
v-hich  the  furrounded  Wing  commanded  by  his  Brother 
Eiidtidas  was  in,  lie  cry'd  out,  'Ikon  art  loft,  deur  Brother, 
Jhou  art  loft,  thou  brave  Example  to  our  Spartan  Xonthj  and 
Theme  of  our  Mutrm's  Songs. 

Eticleidas's  Wing  being  thus  cut  in  Pieces,  and  theCon- 
fjuerors  from  that  part  falling  ucon  his  Battel,  he  per- 
ceiv'd  his  Soldiers  to  be  diibrdcr'd,  and  unable  to  main- 
tain the  Fight,  and  tlierefore  provided  for  his  own  Safety. 
V  hen  he  came  into  the  City,  he  advifed  thofe  Citizens 
that  he  rnet,  to  receive  Ar.ti^ofius ;  and  as  for  himfelf,  he 
faid,  which  fhould  appear  moft  advantagious  to  Sparta, 
v.'hcther  his  Life  or  Death,  that  he  would  chufe.    Seeing 
the  W^omen  running  out  to  thofe  that  fled  with  him, 
taking  their  Arms,  and  bringing  Drink  to  them,  he  en- 
tred  into  his  own  Houfc,  and  nis  Servant,  which  was  a 
Frce-bcrn  Woman,  taken  from  Megalopolis d^hev  hisW^ife's 
E>csth,  offering,  as  f].e  us'd  to  do,  to  makeneceflal'vPro- 
V if; on  for  him  returning  from  the  Battel;  tho'he  was 
very  thirfly,  he  refiis'd  to  drink,  and  tho'  very  weary,  to 
^^  Jjt  down;  but  arm'd  as  he  was,  he  clap'd  his  Arm  fide- 
^V.vay  to  a  Pillar,  andlcaninghis  Forehead  upon  his  Eibow, 
lie  refted  his  Body  a  little  while,   and  ran  over  in  his 
.    TThcug^hts  what  C'ourfe  he  fliou'd  take,  and  then  with 
Yi  ^'?:' f  J:-JfCt^s  wen;  prefently  to  Gy/^/«^.^  vyhere  finding 
tv.^-''^'P'  ^^^^^^  ^or  the Turpoie,  they'e^feark'd.    Antigonus 

taking 
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flaking  the  City,  treated  the  Lacedimomnns  courteouAy* 
pjlhd  neither  affronting,  nor  ruining  the  Dignity  ofSparta, 
.  jiut  permitting  rhem  to  enjoy  their  own  Laws  and  1*0- 
■Jjty,  and  facri'ficing  to  the  Gods,  diflodg'd the  third  Day: 
"tfor  he  heard  that  there  was  a  great  War  kindled  in  Ma- 
cedomay  ard  t!iat  the  Countrjr  was  fpoii'd  by  the  Barbm-- 


t  ^juuLiug  in  the  Battel.    In  the  Play 


•irter  the  Vktory  hq  cry'd  out  for  Joy,  OfineD:Vjt,  and 
'^rcTently, bringing'  up , abundance^ of  Blood,  fell  iAto  a 
j^fvfl?,  and  dy'd  in  a;  H^.drt  Tim^."  And  thus  muxill  cdu- 

I    '  cieomr:es  failing  from  Cythsn,  toiidvd  at  another  Tfljnd 
cairj'^^^vi/*^,  wTiencc,"  as  he  was  about  to  depart  trom 


,    „     -     ..  privately 

Tn.u'/in  BtUtel,  ifhich  is  the  ntojl  GlorioHt,  rce  have  lit  ^o; 
t'  ^::gh  all  (uartl  us  Jay,  that  Antigonus  fio.'dd  never  tre^d 
oitr'theKkgofSj^-2.ngi,Wilefidc'ad:   And  wpp,  that  vffj'tch 
"fj  next  in  Brave -y  and  Glorj,  is  p-efented  to  hs.    Whither  do 
*^;fpe  tmdly  fail,  fifing  that  tehicb  is  near,  ai^dfeeking  that  mhich 
'^' is  far  removedl  Fer  if  it  is  not  di/l?onourable  for  the  Race  of 
■  ikrciiks,  to  ferve  the  Succejfors  0/ Philip  ^r  J  Alexander,  wt 
fidl  fave  a,  long  Voyage  by  deliiering  our  fehes  up  to  Anti- 
gonus,   who  probably  furpajfeth  Ptolemy  as  much  as  the 
Mareionians  </<j  ?^e  ^Egyptians ;  ^«/  ifioe  think  it  mean 
'    tp  ffibmt  to  thofe  whofe  Arms  have  conquered  us,   why  JhonU 
"we  chufe  him  for  our  Lord  by  tohom  -we  have  not  yet  been 
*^  beaten  f  Is  it  that  ifijiead  of  one  roe  might  appear  meam  than 
two,  vehi'fi  roe  fiy  Antigonus,  md  flatter  Ptolemy  ?  Xir,  is 
it  for  your  Mothers  Sake  that  you  retreat  to  iEgypt?  Itipilt 
indeed  be  a  very  fine,  and  very  defirable  Sight  for  her  t<i^_be 
"  Jhp-(pri  her  Son  by  Ptolemy'j  IVomen,  note  changed  froin  » 
^jtxi^f.  into  an  Exik  and  a  Slave.    Afe  ,»e  notfliU  Ma^ri  of 
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v:tr  own  Swords  ?  ^Ind  rphilfi  tw  have  Laconia  m  ziew,  J?}all 
yce  net  here  free  our  felzes  from  this  dif^raceful  Mifery,  mid 
clear  our  fehes  to  thofe,  veho  at  Seliaiia  dfd.for  the  tienour 
4t-^d  Defence  of  Spzn^?  Or  fiall  -pe  fit  lazily  i«vEgypt,  en- 
miring  what  News  from  Sparta?  «««/  whom  Antigonus  hath 
teen  pleas'd  to  make  Goierner  o/Lacedaemon?  /Ttus  fpokc 
Iheryeioa;  and  this  was  CUomenes's  Reply;  By  feeking 
Death,  you  Coward,  the  tnofl  eafie,  and  mofi  reaw/  Refuge^ 
you  fancy  that  yen  floall  afpear  eouragious  and  brave, 
t'.:ough  this  Flight  is  S^fer  than  thy  former.  Better  Men  than 
yee,  home  gizen  way  to  their  Enemies,  having  been  bettay'd 
by  Fortune,  «r  ol>prefs'd  by  Multitude-^  but  he  that  finks  under 
Labour  or  Jffltilions,  the  Ofir)ions  or  Reproaches  of  Men,  is 
,0vercome  by  his  own  IfferKinacy  and  Softnefs:  For  a  ibluraO' 
ry  Death  ought  ml  to  be  chofen  as  a  Relief  from  Aciioni  but 
an  exemplary  Aclion  it  felf.,  and  'tis  bafe  either  to  live  or  dit 
ot.ly  to  our  felves.  That  Death  to  which  you  now  invite  us,  is 
fropos'd  only  as  a  Releafe  from  our  prefent  Miferies,  but  carries 
rothriig  of  Bravery  or  Frofit  in  it.  And  I  think  it  becomes 
bos')  m'  ar.d you  not  to  defpnir  of  ouf  Country ;  but  when  there 
fire  no  hopes  of  that  left,  thofe  that  have  an  Inclination  may 
puickly  die.  To  this  Therjcion  return'd  no  Anfwer  j  but  as 
Icon  as  he  could  get  out  of  Cleomeijes's  Company,  w<5it 
toward  the  Shore,  and  ran  himfelf  through.  But  CUo- 
rnems  failed  from  ^gialia,  landed  in  Libya,  and  being  ho- 
nourably conduced  through  the  King's  Country,  came 
to  Alexandria.  When  he  was  firft  brought  to  Ptolemy,  no 
riiore  than  common  Civilities,  and  ufual  Ceremonies  were 
paid  him;  but  when,  upon  tryal,  he  found  hirn  a  Man 
cf  deep  Scnfc,  and  great  Reafon,  and  that  his  plain  Laco^ 
rick  way  of  Converlation  carried  a  free  Plealantnefs  with" 
it,  that  he  did  nothing  unbecoming  the  Greatnefs 
of  his  Birth,  nor  bent  under  Fortune.,  and  ap- 
pear'd  a  more  faithful  Counfellor,  than  thofe  who  made 
it  their  Bufinefs  to  pleafe  and  flatter;  he  was  afham'd, 
and  repented  that  he  had  negledled  Co  great  a  Man,  and 
iufPer'd  Antigomts  to  get  fo  much  Po^ver  and  Reputation 
by  ruining  him.  Therefore  he  heap'd  up  Honours  and 
Kindneflcs  on  deomenes,  ar.d  gave  him  Hopes  that  he 

would 
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would  furnifh  him  with  an  Army  and  a  Navy  to  reco- 
ver Gree^re,  and  reindate  him  in  his  Throne!  BeH-les,  he 
allow'd  him  a  yearly  Penfion  of  four  and  twenty  Tilents; 
a  little  part  of  which  Sum  fupplied  his  and  his  FrietidB 
thrifty  Temperance;  and  the  reft  was  imploy'd  in  doino 
good  Offices  to,  and  in  relieving  the  Neceffities  of  thoie 
that  fled  Gw«,  9»d  retir'd  into -«^v/if.       ''  '^ 

.    "But  the  elder  Ftohmy  dying  before  C/cowcww'S/ Affefrs 
had  recjciv'd  a  full  Difpatch,   and  t-he  Siicceffbr  being  a 
loofe,  voluptuous  and  effeminate  Prince,  under  the  Power 
of  his  Pleafures  and  his  Women,   his  Buiiriefs  was  neg- 
fc<aed:  for  the  King  was  fo  befotted  with  his  Women 
and  his  Wine,  that  Balls,  Mufick  and  Dancing  w^re  the 
oi^.ly  Employments  of  his  moft  bufie  and  ferious  Hours, 
and  the  greareft  Affairs  of  State  were  manag'd  by  AgU- 
■ihoden  the  King's  Miftrefs,  her  Mother,  and  the  Pirttp 
'^Oinunth^.    Therefc*e  at  the  firft  they  feem'd  to  ftand  in 
need  of  Cleomerttt;  for  ftolfmy  being  afraid  of  his  Brother 
Mugdi, -whohy  his  Mother's  mems  had  a  great  Intereft  a- 
«  mcng  the  Soldiers,  took  Ckomenes  into  his  Gabanet-Council, 
•;  and  acquainted  him  with  theDefign  of  taking  off  his  Bro- 
^  ther.  Hcthoufrhailw^re  for  it,  declar'dhisOpinionto  the 
>i  contrary,  faying,  The  King,  if  tt  were  po0le,  flutdd have  m(frt 
'Brothers  for  the  hner  Security  and  Management  of  his  Amir's  : 
Andf^'iHw.thegreateft  Favourite,  replying,  Ti^W^^eyw^>-e 
not  fecure  of  the  Mercenaries  whilfthU&s  was  alive :  CkotmnH 
return'd,  That  he  need  not  trotibk  hunfelf  (tbo:it  that  MM- 
•  *«■;  jf#r  tt'/nmig(l  the  Mirceimrks  there  were  above  3000  Pe- 
'loponnefians,  who  were  his  faji  Trimds,  and  whom  be  ceuld 
•{ommand  at  any  Time  with  his  Nod.    This  Diicourle  made 
Cieomenei  iiA-  the  prefent  to  be  look'd  upon  a-  a  Man  ot 
Integrity  and  Power;  but  afterv\'flrds  {^tolsmy'i  Weak- 
•fieft  increaftng  his  Feaf,  as  it  ufually    happens, '  whefe 
there  i«  no  Judgment  and  Wiflom  at  ihe'bottum,  pla- 
cing his  Security  in  Jcaloufie  and  Sufpicioiv)  raidcr'dCft- 
'*/»«««  fufpe<fted  to  the  Courtiers,  as- having  too  much 
.1  ftiereft  with  the.  Mercenaries ;  and  many  had  this  Say- 
'i«g  in  their  Mouths,  That  he  was  a  Lio^t  midji  a  FlcHk  i*^ 
-•ffl!wf>:'For  itKh  he  fecm'd  to  be  in  the  Court,  fliiy  o^e: 
-jjf  :.jjsi  ijiotiuv^  •J.ii;^  M^f  ■''''"  iookirfg 

tllJOW  * 
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kxjkifig  aiid  takmg  Notice  of  the  Management  of  Affairs ; 
tliereiore  when  he  c'efir'd  a  Navy  'and  an  Army  from  the 
King,  his  Petition  was  rejedled.  But  when  he  under- 
ftood  that  Antigenus  was  dead,  that  the  Achaiam  were 
engag'd  in  a  War  with  the  JEtohans,  and  that  the  Affairs 
of  Pelopomefus,  being  now  in  very  great  Diftraftion  and 
Diftrefs,  required  and  invited  his  Affiftance,  he  defiry 
leave  to  depart  only  with  his  Friends,  but  could  not  ob- 
tain that,  the  King  not  fo  much  as  hearing  his  Petition, 
being  fhut  up  amongft  his  Women,  and  wafting  his 
Hours  in  Debauchery  sand  Frolicks.  But  Softbius,  the  chief 
Minifter  of  State,  thought  that  Ckomenes  being  detain'd 
againft  his  Will,  would  grow  ungovernable  and  dange- 
rous, and  yet  it  was  not  fafe  to  let  him  go,  being  an  as- 
piring, daring  Man,  and  well  acquainted  with  the  Difcafes 
and  Weaknels  of  the  Kingdom;  for  no  Preients,  no  Gifts, 
could  win  him  to  a  Complyance.  But  as  the  Ox  Apis 
though  revelling  in  all  poffible  Plenty  and  Delight,  yet 
defires  to  live  as  Nature  would  provide  for  him,  to  be  at 
liberty,  and  frisk  about  the  Fields,  and  can  fcarce  endure 
to  be  under  the  Priefts  keeping;  fo  he  could  not  brook 
their  Court  fhip,  and  tender  Entertainment  but  like  A- 
thilles, 

Whllft  there,  his  Heart  did  vafte  vith  fteret  Grief, 
And  he  was  eager  for  the  noijy  Wars. 

His  Affairs  ftanding  in  this  Condition,  Uicagoras  the 
Mejfenim  came  to  AUxandria,  a  Man  that  deeply  hated 
Ckomenes,  yet  pretended  to  be. his  Friend;  for  he  had 
formerly  fold  CUomenes  a  fair  Eftate,  but  never  receiv'd 
the  Money,  becaufc  Ckomenes  was  either  unable,  (as  it 
may  be)  or  elfe,  by  Reaibn  of  his  Engagement  in  the 
Wars  and  other  Diftraftions,  had  no  Time  to  pay  him. 
Clemnenes  feeing  him  landing,  (for  he  was  then  walking 
upon  the  Key)  kindly  faluted  him,  and  ask'd.  What  Bufi- 
nefs  brought  him  to  ^gypt  ?  Nicagoras  return'd  his  Compli- 
ment, and  told  him.  That  he  came  to  bring  fame  excelknt 
War-horfei  to  the  JUJng.    And  Cksmenes  with  a  SmiJe  fub- 
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joynU,  7?p//7^  yoti  hiU  rather  brtughtVimps,  U^noresi  ani 
Tathicks;  for  thofe  mw  are  the  King's  chief  Delight.  NicagOr 
ras  at  the  prefent  fmird  at  the  Conceit;  but  a  few  Day^ 
after  he  put  Ckomenes  in  Mind  of  the  Eflate  that  he  had 
bought  of  him,  and  deijr'd  his  Money,  protefting  that 
he  would  not  have  troubled  him,  if  his  Merchandize  ha<J 
turned  to  that  Account,  which  he  thought  it  would. 
Cleomnes  reply'd.  That  he  had  not  a  Penny  left  of  .all 
that  had  been  given  him:  At  which  Anfwer  Nicag&ns 
being  nettled,  told  Sofihim  Cleomencs's  Scoff  upon  the 
King.  He  carefs'd  him  -for  the  Difcovery,  but  deilring 
to  have  fome  greater  Reafbn  to  excite  the  King  againil 
Ckomenes,  perfwaded  Nicagoras  to  leave  a  Letter  written 
againft  Cleomenes,  importing  that  he  had  a  Defign,  it  he 
could  have  gotten  Ships  and  Soldiers,  to  furprize  Cyrene : 
Nicagoras  \notc  fuch  a  Letter,  and  left  J^gypt.  Four  Days 
'after  J^i^w;  brought  the  Letter  to  Vtolemy,  pretending  it 
was  juft  then  dcliver'd  him,  and  with  a  bitter  Inveftive 
excited  the  Fury  of  the  Youth  j  upon  this  it  was  agreed, 
that  Ckomenes  fliould  be  invited  into  a  large  Apartment, 
and  treatad  as  formerly,  but  not  fuffer'd  to  go  out  again : 
iJlis  Ufagewas^ievous  to  Ckomenes,  and  by  this  unlucky 
Accident,  his  Hopes  for  the  future  feem'd  to  be  quite 
dafli'd.  Ptokmy,  the  Son  of  Chryfermas,  a  Favourite  of 
the  King'^g,  always  carded  himfelf  fairly  towards  Cko/^je- 
nes;  th<iy  coritr&:<^ed  a  near  Acquaintance,  and  would  talk. 
freely  together  about  the  State.  He,  upon  Ckomenes's  De- 
Cre,  came  to  him,  had  fome  Difcourfe  with  him,  upon  ts 
few  and  infbnfiderable  Subjedls,  to  avoid  Sufpicion,  and 
'made  fome  Excufes  for  the  King ;  but  as  he  went  out  a- 
^in,  "not  knowing  th^it  Ckomenes  folio w'd  him  to  the 
t)H6t^  he  very  feverely  reprimanded  the  Keepers,  for 
raeir'Carefefsnefs  in  looking  alter  fo  great  and  fb  furious 
'i\wi!d  Beaft.  'This  C/^b;!»p»ej  himfelf  heard,  and  retiring 
fi'efore  TtiUmy  perceiv'd  it,  told  his  Friends  what  he  had. 
&eafd.  Upbn  this  they  caft  off  all  their  former  Hopes 
and'd^tclmin'd  for  violent  Proceedings,  refolving  to  be 
revcng'd  on  Ptokmy  for  his  bale  and  unjuft  Dealing,  tw 
iia^e  Satisfadion  tor  the  Affronts,  to  die/as  it  became 
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Spartans,    and  not  ftay  'tiij,   Jike  fatt^  Sacrifices,   they 
were  Butcher'd :  for  it  was  both  grievous  and  difhonou- 
xable  for  Cleomer^s,  who  had  fcorn'c}  to  come  to  Terms 
with  Antigmus,  a  brave  Warrior,  and  a  Man,  of  Adion, 
to  wait  an  effeminate  King's  Leifure,  'till  h©  fliould  lay 
afide  his  Fiddle,  and  end  his  Dance,   and  then  lyll  him. 
Thefe  Courfes  being  refolv'd  on,  and  Ftolemy  hapning  at 
the  feme  time  to  make  a  Progrefs  to  Canopus,  they  .firft 
fpread  abroad  a  Report,    that  his  Freedom  was  order'd 
by  the  King ;  end  it  being  the  King's  Cuftom  to  fend 
Prefcnts  and  an  Entertainment  to  thofe  whom  he  would, 
free,  Cleomenes's  Friends  made  that  Provilion,  and  ftnt  it 
into  the  Prifon,  thereby  deceiving  the  Keepers,  who  thought 
It  had  been  fent  by  the  King;  for  hefacrific'd,  and  gave 
them  large  Portions,  and  with  a  Crowni  upon  his  Head fea- 
fted  and  made  merry  with  his  Friends ;  'tis  {aid,  that  he 
began  the  A£tion  fboncr  than  he  delign'd,  having  underftood 
thit  a  Servant  of  one  of  the  Accomplices  lay  abroad  with 
a  Miftrcfs  that  he  lov'd.      This  made  him  afraid  of  a 
D.fcovery;  and  therefore  as  foon  as  it  was  full  Noon, 
and  all  the  Keepers  drunk  and  fall  aflcep,  he  put  on  his 
Coat,  and  opening  the  Seam  on  his  right  Shoulder,  with 
his  drawn  Sword  in   his  Hand  he  iflued  forth,  together 
with  his  Friends,  provided  in  the  fame  Manner,  making 
1 3  in  all.    One  of  them,  by  Name  Hipfotas,  was  lame, 
he  follow'd  the  firft  Onfet  very  well  j  but  when  afterward 
he  perceiv'd  that  they  were  more  flow  in  their  Advances 
lor  his  Sake,  he  defir'd  them  to  run  him  through,  and 
not  ruin  their  Enrerprize,  by  flaying  for  an  ufelels,   un- 
profitable Man.    By  chance  an  Akximdrian  was  then  ri- 
ding by  the  Doer,  him  they  threw  off,  and  fetting  Hip' 
pitas  on  Horfeback,    ran  thro*  the  narrow  Lanes,    and 
p  oclaim'd  Liberty  to  the  People  j  but  they,   it  feeras, 
had  Courage  enough  to  praife  and  admire  Cleomenes'z  Da- 
ring, tut  not  one  had  the  Heart  to  follow  and  alTift  him. 
Three  of  them  fell  on  ftolemy,  the  Son  of  Chryfermas, 
as  he  was  coming  out  of  the  Palace,  and  kill'd  him :  An- 
Qthet  Ftolerr^,  the  Lieutecant  of  the  City,  advancing  a- 
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gsdnft  them  in  a  Chariot,  they  fct  upon,  difpcrs'd  bis 
'Guards  and  Attendants,  and  pulling  him  -out  of  the  Cha- 
riot, kill'd  him  upon  the  Place.     Then  they  made  to- 
ward the  Caftle,  defigning  to  break  open  the  Prifon,  and 
take  the  Prifoners  to  tlieir  AiTiftance^  but  the  Keepers 
were  too  quick  for  them,  and  fecur'd  the  Paflages.    Be- 
ing baffled  in  this  Attempt,  Ckomenes  with  his  Company 
roam'd  abotit  the  City,  none  joyning  with  him,  but  all 
retreating   from,   and  flying  his  Approach:    Therefore 
dcfparing  of  Succefs,  and  laying  to  his  Friends,  That  it 
was  no  Wonder  that  Women  rul'd  o'er  thofe  Alen  that 
fl?d  Liberty,  he  excited  them  all  to  dye  as  bravely  as  be- 
came his  Follower?,  and  Men  of  their  glorious  Perform- 
snces.    This  faid,  Hippotas  was  firft,  as  he  defir'd,  run 
through  by  one  of  the  young  Men,  and  then   each  of 
them  readily  and  rcfolutely  fell  upon  his  own  Sword,  ex- 
cept Tmtheiis,  that  Pantheus  that  firft  furpria'd  Megalopelis. 
This  Man  being  a  very  handlbra  Pcrlon,  and  a  better 
Companion  than  any  of  the  Youth,  the  King  lov'd,  and  bade 
him,  when  he  had  feen  him  and  the  reft  fall'n,  dye,  by 
their  Example.    Tantheus  walk'd  over  them  as  they  lay, 
and  prick'd  every  one  with  his  Dagger,  to  try  whether 
any  was  alive  5  when  lie  prick'd  CUomenes  in  the  Leg,  and 
law  him  turn  upon  his  Back,  he  'kils'd  him,  late  down 
by  him,  and  when  he  was  quite  dead,  cover 'd  his  Car- 
kafs,  and  then  kill'd  himfdf  upon  his  Body. 

Thus  idlCleomenei,  that  great,  brave  Man,  after  he  had 
been  King  of  Sparta  lixteen  Years.  The  news  of  their 
Fall  being  nois'd  through  the  City,  Crate/idea,  though  ji 
Woman  of  a  great  Spirit,  could  not  bear  up  againft  the 
infupportable  weight  of  this  Afflidion;  but  embracing 
■Cleomenes's  Children,  made  grievous  Lamentations  5  but 
the  eideft  Boy,  none  fufpedling  fuch  a  Spirit  in  a  Child, 
threw  himfclf  headlong  trom  the  top  ef  the  Houfe }  he 
was  bruis'd  very  much,  but  not  kiii'd  by  the  Fall,  and 
was  taken  up  crying  and  expreffing  his  Refentments  for 
not  being  permitted  to  deftroy  himielf.  Ftolen^,  as  fooa 
4»^an  account  of  the  A6tioa  was  brought  him,  gave  or- 
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dcT  thit  Cleomenes's  Body  (hould  be.Fiea'd  and  hung  up ^ 
that  his  Children,  Mother,  and  the  Women  that  were 
with  her,  fhould  be  kill'd.  Amongft  thofe  was  TantheHs's 
Wife,  a  very  fair  Woman,  and  of  a  (lately  Carriage,  who 
had  been  but  newly  Married,  and  fuffer'd  theft  Difalters  ia 
the  height  of  her  Love.  Her  Parents  would  not  let  her  em- 
bark with  Pmtheus  prefently  after  they  were  Married, 
though  flie  eagerly  defir'd  it,  but  fhut  her  up,  and  kept 
her  by  violence  at  Home ;  yet  a  few  Days  after  {he  got  a 
Horfe  and  a  little  Money,  and  efcaping  by  Night,  made 
fpeed  to  Tdmrus,  where  {he  embark'd  for  JE^jpt,  came 
to  her  Husband,  and  with  him  cheerfully  fendur'd  to  live 
in  a  Foreign  Country,  She  led  Crate/tclea  as  {he  was 
going  with  the  Soldiers  to  Execution,  held  up  her  Train, 
and  begg'd  her  to  be  courageous,  who  of  her  felf  was  not 
io  the  ka{l  afraid  of  Death,  and  de{ir'd  nothing  elfe,  but 
only  to  be  kill'd  before  the  Children.  When  they  were 
come  to  the  place  of  Execution,  the  Children  were  fir{l 
kill'd  before  Crateficlea's  Eyes,  and  afterward  {he  her  felt, 
with  only  thefe  Words  in  her  Mouth;  OVhHdren,  whither 
are  you  gone?  But  Fantheus's  Wife  girding  her  Garments 
clofe  to  her,  and  being  a  {hrong  Woman,  withput  any 
Noife  or  Lamentation,  lookt  after  every  one  that  was 
flain,  and  wound  them  up  as  well  as  her  prefent  Circum- 
ftances  would  permit;  and  after  all  were,  kill'd,  drefllng 
her  felf,  bound  her  Cloaths  clofe  about  her,  and  iiifFering 
none  to  come  near,  or  be  an  Eye-witnefs  of  her  Fall,  be- 
lide  the  Executioner,  {lie  courageoufly  fubmitted  to  the 
Stroak,  and  wanted  no  Body  to  look  after  her,  or  wind 
her  up  after  flie  was  dead.  Thus  in  her  Death  the  Mo- 
defty  of  her  Mind  appear'd,  and  fet  the  Guard  upon  her 
Body,  which  {he  always  kept  when  alive :  And  {he  in  the 
declining  Age  of  the  Spartans  {hew'd.  That  Women  were 
no  unequal  Rivals  of  the  Men,  and  was  an  Inftancc  of 
fuch  a  Courage  as  would  not  fneak  to  the  Affronts  of 
Fortune.  A  l?w  Days  after,  thofe  that  watch'd  the  hang- 
ing Body  of  Ckomenes,  faw  a  very  great  Snake  winding 
about  his  Head,  and  covering  his  Face,  fo  that  no  Bird 
•f  Prey  fliould  fly  at  it.    This  made  the  King  fuperdi- 
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tioufly  afraid,  and  fct  the  Women  upon  feveral  Luftra- 
tions,  as  if  he  had  been  an  extraordinary  Man,  and  one 
belov'd  by  the  Gods  that  had  been  flain.  And  the  ^lex- 
(tnclrims.  made  ProceiTions  to  the  Place,  and  gave  Ckome- 
nes  the  Title  of  Heroe,  and  the  Son  of  the  Gods,  till  the 
Philofophers  fatisfiedthem,  by  faying,  ThzX.,  as  Oxm breed 
Bees,  ■^utrifying  Horfes  breed  Hornets,  md  Beetles  rife  from 
the  Carkaffes  of  dead  Affes,  fo  the  Humours  and  Juices 
of  the  Marrow  of  a  Man's  Body  coagulating,  produce  Serpents. 
And  this  the  Ancients  obferving,  appropriated  a  Serpent 
rather  than  any  other  Creature  to  Heroes. 
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PROLOGUE, 

Spoke  by  Mr.  MouNTFORD,     ^ 

T  Think,  or  hope,  at  leajt,  the  Coaft  is  clear, 
*  Th:tt  none  but  A^  of  Wit  and  Senfe  are  here : 
That  our  Bear-Cardet\  Wtends  are  all  away. 
Who  bounce  with  Hands  and  Feet,  and  cry  Play,  Flay. 
V/ho  to  ffwe  Coach-hire-,  trudge  along  the  Street, 
Then  prim  our  matted  Seats  with  dirty  Feet; 
Who,  while  we  jfeak^  make  Love  to  Orange-Wenches, 
jind  betweeen  AEls  fland  ftrutting  en  the  Benches : 
Where  got  a  Cock-horfe,  making  vile  Grimaces, 
They  to  the  Boxes  jkoio  their  Booby  Faces. 
A  Merry-Andrew,  fiuh  a  Mob  will  feme, 
ArJ  treat  'em  with  fuch  Wit  as  they  deferve : 
Let  'em  go  People  Ireland,  where  there's  need 
Of  fuch  new  Planters  to  repair  the  Breed; 
Or  to  Virginia  or  Jamaica  y?fer. 
But  have  a  Care  oj  fome  French  Privateer ; 
For  if  they  fhould  becotne  the  Prize  of  Battle, 
Jhe/ll  take  'em  black  and  white  for  Irifli  Cattle. 
Arife  true  Judges  in  yow  own  Befence, 
(Controid  thofe  Foplings,  and  declare  for  Senfe: 
For  jhotdd  the  Tools  prevail,  they  fiop  not  there, 
-Sut  make  their  next  Defcent  upon  the  Fair. 
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khen  rife,  ye  Fair ;  for  it  eoneefUs  you  rtpafl^ 
That  Tools  no  longer  Jljouldyour  Favsurs  boafi  ^ 
'TIS  time  you  JJjould  renounce  'em,  for  ree  find 
Ihey  plead  a  fenfelefs  Claim-to  Woman-kind: 
Such  Squires  are  only  fif  for  Country  Towns, 
Tofiink  of  Ale;  and  dufi  a  Stand  roith  Clowns: 
Who,  to  be  chofen  for  the  Land's  FroteBors, 
Tope  and  get  Drunk  before  their  wife  EleHors. 
tet  not  Farce  Lovers  your  weak  Choice  upbraidt 
But  turn  'em  over  to  the  Chamber-maid. 
Or  if  they  come  to  fee  our  Tragick  Scenes, 
injlruii  them  what  a  Spartan  Hero  means: 
Teach  'em  how  manly  Taffions  «ught  to  move, 
Forfuch  as  cannot  Think,  can  never  Love: 
Andfince  they  needs  will  judge  the  Poet's  Art, 
"Point  'em  with  Fe feu's  to  each  fhining  Fart. 
Our  Author  hopes  in  you,  but  fill  in  pain. 
He  fears  your  Charms  will  be  employ' d  in  vain; 
You  can  make  Fools  of  Wits,  we  find  each  Hour, 
£m  to  make  Wits  of  Fools,  ispafl  your  Fewer. 
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ACT    I.      SCENE    I. 


Sfe^Cl.fivN  E,  ^he  Sea-Part  of  Alexandria. 
■?''*'^^^  Enter  Cleomenes  folut, 

Cleomenes. 

jEj^fted  I  no,  it  never  ifhall  be  faid. 
That  Fate  had  Fewer  upon  a  5'/'<ir/<»»Soul; 
My  Mind  on  its  own  Centre  ftands  unmov'd. 
And  ftable;  as  the  Fabrick  of  the  World: 
Propt  on  it  felfj  ftil)  I  am  Cleomenes: 
I  fought  the  Battle  bravely,  which  I  loft  ; 
And  lofl:  it,  but  to  Macedonians, 
The  Succeffors  of  thofe  who  conquer'd  ^Jia. 
^Twas  for  a  Caufe  too,  fuch  a  Caufe  I  fought. 
Unbounded  Empire  hung  upon  my  Sword: 
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Greece,  like  a  lovely  Heifer,  flood  in  view. 
To  fee  the  Rival  Bulls  each  other  gore: 
But  wifli'd  the  Conqueft  mine; 
I  fled;  and  yet  I  languilh  not  in  Exile; 
But  here  in  Egypt,  whet  my  blunted  Horns; 
And  meditate  new  Fights,  and  chew  ny  Loii. 
Ah !  why  ye  Gods,  muft  Cleomenes  wait 
On  this  Efteminate  Luxurious  Court,      ' 
For  tardy  Helps  of  bafe  Egyptian  Bands  ? 
Why  have  not  I,  whofe  individual  Mind 
"Would  ask  a  Nation  of  fuch  Souls  t'inform  it, 
Why  have  not  I  ten  thoufand  Hands  to  fight  t 

It  ail  my  felf  ?  and  make  the  Work  my  own? 
£»/«•  Crateficlea,  Cleora  md  Cleonidas. 

Crat.  Is  this  well  done?  or  like  the  King  of  SpartA  t 
Or  like  my  Son  ?  to  wafte  your  Time  in  Tear$  ? 
What  have  you  done,  that  you  avoid  Mankind  ? 
And  fculk  in  Corners  like  a  guilty  Slave  ? 

Clear.  We  have  been  fceking  you,  my  deareft  Lord, 
Thro'  all  the  fhady  Walks  and  dark  Retreats 
Of  fecret  Care ;  that  falfe  deluding  Friend, 
That  only  fooths  and  keeps  you  Company, 
,To  prey  upon  your  laft  Remains  of  life. 

Cfeww.  I've  heard  you-  [Si^hs, 

Crat.  Hear  her  ftill;  fhe  tells  you  true. 
This  MelanchoJly  flatters ;  but  unmans  you. 
What  is  it  elfc,  but  Penury  of  Soul ; 
A^lafie  Froft,  a  Numnefs  of  the  Mindj 
That  locks  up  all  the  Vigour  to  Attempt, 
By  barely  crying,  'Tis  impoflible  ? 

Cieom.  You  both  miftake  me:  That  I  Grieve,  *tis  true: 
But  'tis  a  Grief  of  Fury ;  not  Defpair ! 
And  if  a  manly  Drop  or  two  fall  down. 
It  fcalds  along  my  Cheeks,  like  the  green  Wood 
That  fputtring  in  the  Flame  works  outward  into  Tetrs. 

deer.  Why  would  you  leave  me  then,  and  be  alone  ? 
Indeed  it  was  a  churlifh  kind  of  Sorrow  j 
Indeed  it  was,  t'engrofs  it  all  your  felf; 
And  not  permit  me  to  endure  my  Share. 
Th'nk  you,  becaufe  I  am  of  tender  Moki» 
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I  cannot  fuffer  and  partake  your  Burdens  ? 
Alas !  I  fuffer  more  by  not  partaking. 

Cleom.  My  Wife!  my  Mother !  O !  I  am  fo  divided. 
That  I  grieve  moft  for  both,  and  love  both  moft } 
Two  twining  Vines  about  this  EIni,  whofe  Fall 
Muft  (hortly  —very  fliortly  crufh  you  bothi 
And  yet  I  will  not  go  to  Ground, 
Without  a  noble  Ruin  round  my  Trunk ; 
The  Foreft  fliall  be  ftiaken  when  I  fink. 
And  all  the  neighbouring  Trees 
ShaH  groan  and  fall  beneath  my  vaft  Deftruftionr 

Crat.  That's  fomething  yet,  an  earneft  of  an  A^tionj 
Another  Groan  or  two,  and  all  goes  well. 

Ckom.  Well :  I  will  live. 

Crflt.  Thou  (halt. 

Cleom.  I'll  try  at  leafl:. 

Crat.  t)o  not  go  back:  And  bate  of  what  thou  faidft. 

C/eow.  Peace,  peace:  Good  Grand  mother  j  he  lives  already, 
And  Conquers  too,  in  faying  he  will  try; 
Nay,  if  the  King  o{  Sl<arta  lays  he'll  do't, 
I  ask  no  more  than  that ; 
For  'tis  below  a  King  to  tell  a  Lie. 

Cleor.  But  w here's  the  Means? 

CUon.  The  Means  is  in  the  Daring} 
Had  my  own  Mother  liv'd,  and  ask'd  that  Queflion, 
I  OiGuld  have  thought  ray  Father  had  begot  me 
Without  her  help ;  as  Pallas  fprung  from  ^evs. 

Cleor.  Think'ft  thou,  he  can  defend  us  all,  alone? 

Cleon.  No for  I  mean  to  help  him. 

Cleom,  That's  my  Boy,  my  hopeful  Lyon's  Whelp. 

[Takes  him  and  kiffes  him* 
"^XSeitr.  So  HeSior  hugg'd  his  young  Ajlyanaxi 
Went  out  to  fight,  and  never  faw  him  more. 

Cleon.  But  why  did  not  Afiyanax  go  with  HeUor  ? 

Crat.  Becaufe  he  was  a  Child,  and  could  not  go, 

Cleon.  Was  he  a  Spartan  Child  } 

Cleor.  Oh  no!  a  Trojan. 

Cleon.  There's  it,  a  lyojan  Child :  But  grant  me  this, 
There  are  no  Spartan  Children,  we  are  born  Men, 
And  tho'  you  fay,  I  have  but  fifteen  Years, 

We 
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We  Spartans  take  ten  Strides  before  our  Age,  1  ^i+T 

And  ftart  beyond  dull  Nature.  T 

Cleom.  Let  me  but  live  to  ftiadow  this  young  Plant 
From  Elites  and  Storms;  he'll  foon  (hoot  up  a  Heroe: 
He  muft;  I  got  him  in  the  Pride  of  Conqueft; 
For  coming  back  from  my  firft  Maiden  Battle, 
Wherein  I  made  the  Great  Aratus  fly. 
And  added  all  his  Laurels  to  my  Brow, 
I  well  remember  that  I  fpurr'd  it  hard. 
And  like  a  Meteor,  fhot  before  my  Troops, 
To  reach  my  Love  that  Night :  I  was  a  Bridegroom, 
Or  fcarce  had  loft  that  Name,  and  ftealing  home. 
According  to  my  Country's  modeft  Ufe, 
I  found  my  ^giat'is  juft  undreft. 
Wearying  the  Gods  with  Vows  for  my  Return. 
My  Tranfport  was  fo  great,  I  could  not  ftay. 
But  kifs'd,  and  took  her  trembling  in  my  Arms, 
And  in  that  Fury  of  my  Love,  I  ftampt 
This  Image  of  my  Soul. 

I.nter  Pantheus. 

What,  my  Vantheus  i 
Where  haft  thou  been  this  long  long  Year  of  Hours  ? 

Fanth.  Where  I  have  paft  a  merry  Morning's  Walk, 
With  the  beft  Company. 

cleom.  With  whom  ? 

Tanth.  Why  with  my  felf,  in  laughing  at  the  World, 
Making  a  Farce  of  Life,  where  Knaves  and  Fools, 
And  Madmen,  that's  all  Humankind,  were  Aftors. 

Cleom.  And  what  Part  a£ted  you  ? 

Tanth.  As  little  as  I  could :  And  daily  would  have  lefs. 
So  pleafe  the  Gods,  for  that's  a  wife  Man's  Part. 

Ckom.  Would  I  could  (hare  thy  balmy,  even  Temper, 
And  Milkinefe  of  Blood. 

Panth.  You  may. 

Cleom.  As  how? 

Tanth.  By!   but  forgetting  you  have  been  a  King. 

Cleom.  Then  muft  I  ruft  in  Mgypy  never  more 
Appear  in  Arms,  and  be  the  Chief  of  Greece  ? 
Ngw,  by  yon  blue  Palace, 

The 
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The  Manfion  of  my  great  Fore-father  Hercules, 
I  would  lofc  o'er-again  Sellafin's  Field 
Rather  than  Fight  behind, 
when  proud  Arams  led  the  Grmm  Vaft. 

Cleon.  What,  when  the  lively  Trumpets  found  a  Charge, 
The  Word  of  Battle  may  be  Hercules, 
And  after  our  great  Gr^ndfires  Name,  Aratus 
Cries,  Cleomenes,  bring  you  up  the  Rear. 

Panth.  If  Fortune  takes  not  off  this  Boy  betimes. 
He'll  make  mad  Work,  and  Elbow  all  his  Neighbours. 

Clean.  My  Neighbours !  Little :  Elbow  all  the  World, 
And  pufh  off  Kings,  like  Counters  from  the  Board, 
To  place  my  felf  the  foremoft.  [Spurs 

Panth.  What  wilt  thou  be,  young  Godkeril,  when  thy 
Are  grown  to  fharpnefs? 

Cleon.  Why  ?  I'll  be  a  Spartan. 
For  if  I  faid  a  King,  I  fliould  fay  lefs: 
I  mean  a  Spartan  while  I  live  on  Earth;  ; 

But  when  in  Heav'n,  I'll  ftand  next  Hercules, 
And  thruft  between  my  Father  and  the  God. 

deer.  Do  you  not  view,  my  Lord, 
As  in  a  Glafs,  your  darling  Fault,  Ambition, 
Refle£i:ed  in  your  Son? 

Cleom.  My  Virtue  rather : 
I  love  to  fee  him  fparkle  out  betimes. 
For  'twas ^my  Flame  that  lighted  up  his  Soul: 
I  am  pleas'd  with  my  own  Work  5  fove  was  not  more 
With  Infant  Nature,  when  his  fpacious  Hand 
Had  rounded  this  huge  Ball  of  Earth,  and  Seas," 
To  give  it  the  firft  Pufh,  and  fee  it  rowl 
Along  the  vaft  Abyfs. 

Cleon.  My  Mother  would  have  had  my  Youth  brought  up 
To  fpin  with  Girls  in  Sparta. 

Crat.  Well  faid,  my  Boy ;  yet  Hercules,  they  fay. 
Took  up  the  Diftaff  once. 
Cleori.  Yes,  when  hz  had  been  conquer'd  by  a  Woman." 
Panth.  to  Cleom.  One  thing  I  had  forgot,  which  may 
import  you, 
You'll  fuddcnly  hear  News  from  Grme. 

Cleom. 
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Cleom.  Thou  wert 
Indeed  forgetfo!,  not  to  tell  me  thatj 
For,  from  my  firft  Arrival  on  this  Coaft, 
This  fatal  JEgyp,  where  I  fled  for  Refuge, 
In  three  long  Months  I  have  not  heard  from  Greece. 
What  makes  thee  think  I  (hall  have  News  fo  foon  ? 

Pmth.  As  walking  on  the  Beach,  I  faw  a  Ship 
Juft  entring  in  the  Port,  and  on  the  Deck 
Stood  Coenus. 

Cleom.  Coenus,  faidfl  thou  ? 
Tanth.  Yes,  our  Coenus,  the  rich  Mejfeuim  Lords 
I  faw  and  knew  him,  but  amidft  the  Shouts 
Of  Mariners,  and  bufie  Care  to  fling 
His  Horfes  foon  afhore  —  he  faw  not  me. 

Cleom.  Then  I  fhall  hear  of  thee  once  more,  Dear  Country  j 
I  fear  too  foon ;  fhall  hear  how  proud  ^tigonus 
Led  o'er  Eurtita's  Banks  his  Conquering  Troops, 
And  lirft,  to  wondring  Sparta'——{htw'd  a  King, 
A  King  that  Was  not  hers : 
Then  I  fhall  hear  of  Sacriledge  and  Murthers, 
And  Fires,  and  Rapes  on  Matrons,  and  on  Maids. 
Fanth.  Such  News  we  muft  expeft, 
Cleom.  O  happy  Ghofls ! 
Of  thofe  that  fell  in  the  laft  fatal  Fight, 
And  hv'd  not  to  furvive  their  Country's  Lofs  j 

Bafc  as  I  was 1  lliould  have  fall'n  there  tooj 

But  firfl:  have  rais'd  a  Mountain  of  the  dead. 
To  choak  their  way  to  Sparta. 

Tanth.  Thus  I  knew 
Your  Blood  would  boil,  and  therefore  I  dclaid 
So  long  to  tell  you  Coenus  was  arriy'd. 

deom.  Go: 
My  Mother,  my  Cleora,  and  my  Boy—  [Stroking  Cleonid. 
Your  Ears  would  be  polluted  with  fuch  Ills  j 
Which  I  muft  try  to  mollify,  before 
They  reach  your  tender  hearing. 

Cleor.  I  obey  you. 
But  let  not  Grief  diforder  you  too  much 
For  what  you  loft.    ■ 
For  me,  while  I  have  you,  and  you  are  kind, 

I 


Cleomenes.  28p 

I  ask  no  more  of  Heaven. 

Clean.  I  go  too, 
Becaufe  my  King. and  Father  bids  me  go: 
Elfe,  I  have  Srernnefs  in  my  Soul  enouali 
To  hear  of  Murders,  Rapes,  and  Sacrilt^^e: 
For  thofe  are  Soldiers  workj  and  I  wou'd  hear  'etn 
To  fpur  mc  to  Revenge. 

r,     ^-  «  .  t.       C^^^f'^.Cratificlca,  Cleora,  CIconidas, 

Vamh.  He  s  here  already. 
Now  bear  it  like  youi-  felf. 

Cleom.  I  am  arm'd  againft  it, 

Ziiter  Cosnus,  falutes  Cleomenes. 

Com.  I  heard,  Sir,  you  were  reflig'd  in  this  Court. 
And  come  to  beg  a  Favour. 

Cleoin.  Good!  a  Favour! 
Sure,  thou  miftakft  me  for  the  King  oi  JEmt- 
And  think'fl  I  govern  here  ? 

Cuen.  Y'are  Cleomenes. 

Cleom.  No  thanks  to  Heaven  for  that:  Ifhouldhavedy'd. 
And  then  I  had  not  been  this  Cleomenes. 

¥anth.  You  promis'd  Patience,  Sir 

Cleom.  Thou  art  a  fcurvy  Monitor;  I  am  patient. 
Do  I  foam  at  Lipsj  ^ 

Or  flare  at  Eyes?  Methinks  I  am  wondrous  patient. 
Now,  thou  flialt  fee  how  I  can  fwallow  GalJ 
I  prithee,  gentle  Coenus,  tell  the  Story 

Ofruin'd^;.r/*,  W  no  Circumftance    ^^^'''^'""^ ^■'^'^^ 

Untold  of  all  their  Woes:  And  I  will  hear  thee. 

As  unconcern  d,  as  if  thou  told'ft  a  Tale 

Of  ruin'd  Troy.     I  prithee  tell  us  how 

The  Vidors  robb'd  the  Shrines,  polluted  Temple., 

Ranfack  d  e.ch  weakhy  Houfe:  No,  fpare  me  that, 

Poor  honeft  Spma  hod  no  Wealth  to  lofo 

But  when  thou  com'ib  to  tell  of  Matrons  invlfli'd. 

And  V,rgins  forc'd,  Then  faife  thy  Voicc-"""''"  ^'"  '''^'' 
And  let  me  hear  their  Hovviings,  ' 

And  dreadful  Shrieks,  rs  in  the  aft  of  Rape 

Tanth.  Again  you  aic  dilkra.er'd 

Vol.  Vi.  N  w 
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Cleom.  Ifoftly.']  Peace,  I  am  not._ 
I  was  but  teaching  him  to  grace  his  Tale 
With  decent  Horror. 

Caen.  Your  fick  Imagination  feigns  all  thisj 
Now  hear  a  Truth,  and  wonder ! 
Cleom.  Has  not  the  Conqueror  been  at  Sparta  ? 
Coen.  Yes. 

Cleom.  Nay;  then  I  know  what  follows  Viftory^ 
Tanth.  You  interrupt,  as  if  you  would  not  linow. 
Caen.  Then  if  you  will  imagine,  think  fome  King, 
Who  lov'd  his  People,  took  a  peaceful  Progrefs 
To  fome  far  diftant  Place  of  his  DominioHs; 
Smil'd  on  bis  Subjcfts  as  he  rede  in  Triumph, 
And  ftrew'd  his  Plenty,  wherefoe'cr  he  pafs'd. 
Nay,raife  your  Thoughts  yet  higher.    Think  fome  Deity, 
Some  better  Ceres  drawn  along  the  Sky 
By  gentle  Dragons,  fcatter'd  as  fhe  flew. 
Her  fruitful  Grains  upon  the  teeming  Ground, 
And  bad  new  Harvefts  rife. 

Cleom.  Do  we  dream,  I'antheus  t 

Tanth.  No  fure?  We  are  awake but 'tis  he  dreams. 

Caen.  The  Soldiers  march'd,  as  in  Proceflion,  flowj 
And  enter'd  Sparta  like  a  Choir  of  Priefts, 
As  if  they  fear'd  to  tread  on  holy  Ground. 
No  Noife  was  heard;  no  Voice,  but  of  the  Cryer, 
Proclaiming  Peace,  and  Liberty  to  Sparta  j 
At  that  a  Peal  of  loud  Applaufe  rang  out, 
And  thin'd  the  Air,  till  even  the  Birds  fell  down 
Upon  the  Shoutcrs  Heads :  The  Shops  flew  open. 
And  all  the  bufie  Trades  renew'd  their  Tasks : 
No  Law  was  changed,  no  Cuftom  was  controul'dj 
That  had  Lycurgus  iiv'd,  or  you  return'd. 
So  Sparta  would  have  fhown. 
P/mth.  If  this  be  true! 
Cleom.  If  this  indeed  be  true. 
Then  fare%vel  Sparta. 
Coen.  Hear  me  out. 
Ilereap'd  no  Fruit  of  Conqueft,  but  their  Bleffings; 
Nor  ftay'd  three  Days  in  Sparta  -,  Summon'd  thence. 
With  fiidden  News  that  a  Barbarian  Hoft 

Was 
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Was  enter'd  Macedonia ! 
And  like  a  mighty  Deluge,  rowling  on, 
Swept  all  before  'em.    Thus  alarm'd,  he  left  us  j 
March'd  homeward ;  met  and  fought  'em ;  nay,  and  liv'd 
To  fay  the  Field  is  mine. 
Panth.  Dy'd  of  his  Wounds? 
Coen.  Not  fo ;  but  ftraining  loud  his  feeble  Voice, 
To  animate  his  Soldiers,  broke  a  Veinj 
And  in  a  purple  Vomit  pour'd  his  Soul. 

Panth.  O  blefs'd!  blefs'd  Coems!  for  this  happy  News.' 

[Embraces  Coenus. 

Cleom.  O  Wretch  !  O  born  to  all  Misfortunes!  curft, 

Curft  Ckomenes  I  [Gods  ? 

Panth.  How's  this !  Are  thefe  the  Thanks  you  pay  tic 

Who  freed  your  Sparta,  and  remov'd  by  Death 

Your  only  fetal  Foe ! 

C'.eom.  O  blind  Pantheus! 
Can'ft  thou  not  find,  that  had  I  but  deferr'd 
Sellafia^s  Fight  three  Days ;  but  three  fliort  Days ; 
Fate  then  had  fought  my  Battel  with  Anti_^onus; 
And  I  not  fighnng  had  been  flill  a  King  ?  [fought. 

Panth.  That's  true;  but  that  you  knew  not  when  you 
Cleom.  Why  therefore,  once  again,  curft  Cleomenes ! 
*Tis  not  to  be  endur'd. 
That  Fate  of  Empires,  and  the  Fall  of  Kings 
Should  turn  on  flying  Hours,  and  catch  oi  Moments. 

Panth.  Now,  by  my  Soul,  'tis  lazy  Wickednels, 
To  rail  at  Heaven,  and  not  to  help  your  felf. 
Heaven's  but  too  kind,  in  offering  you  the  Means: 
Your  Fate,  once  more,  is  laid  upon  the  Anvil: 
Now  pluck  up  all  the  Spartan  in  your  Soul; 
Now  ftretch  at  every  Stroke,  and  hammer  out 
A  new  and  nobler  Fortune; 
Elfc  may  the  peaceful  Ground  reftore  the  Dead, 
And  give  up  old  Anttgonus  again, 

Cleom,  I  thank  thee :  Thou  haft  added  Flame  to  Fur/*. 
The  Spartan  Genius  fliall  once  more  be  rowz'd ; 
Our  Houflioid  Gods,  that  droop  upon  our  Hearths, 
Each  from  his  Venerable  Face  iliallbiufli 
The  Macedonian  Soot,  anJ  fliine  again. 
i'anth.  Now  you  confefs  the  Spurtm. 

N  2  Oem. 
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Cleom.  Ilalle,  Tantheus ! 
I  ftriigele  like  the  Pricftefs  with  a  Godj 
With  that  opprefling  God,  that  vsrorks  her  Soul. 
Hafte  to  Cleanthes,  my  Egyptian  Friend ; 
That  only  Wan  that  Mgyp  ever  made : 
He's  my  Lucina.    Say  m.y  Friendflup  wants  him 
To  help  me  bring  to  Light  a  Msnly  Birth; 
Which  to  the  wondring  World  I  (hall  dil'cloic. 
Or  if  he  fell  rae,  perilh  in  my  Throwes.  [Exeunt. 


ACT    II.    SCENE    I. 

B.'/cr  Cleomenes,  Cleanthes,  and  Pautheus. 

Cleom.  T"  HE  King  fent  for  me,fay'ft  thou !  and  toCouncii! 

A       Clean.   And  I  was  coming  to  you,  on  that 

Juft  when  I  met  Pmtheus.  [Meflage, 

Vanth.  Good  Omen,  Sir,  of  fome  intended  Good, 
Your  Fortune  mends :  She  reconciles  apace, 
When  .^gypt  makes  th'  Advances. 

CU(mt.  Rife  a  Prophet. 
For  lince  his  Father's  Death,  this  Ptolemy, 
Has  minded  me  no  more 
Than  Boys  their  lafl:  Year's  Gugaws. 
Petition  on  Petition ;  Prayer  on  Prayer, 
For  Aid  or  free  Difmiffion,  all  Unanfwer'd } 
As  Cleomenes  were  not  worth  his  Thought} 
Or  he,  that  God,  which  Epmrus  dreamt, 
Difclaiming  Care,  and  lolling  on  a  Cloud. 

Pfinth.  At  length,  it  feems  it  pleafes  him  to  wake. 

Clean.  Yes,  forhimfelf,  not  you  i  he's  drench'd  too  deep. 
To  wake  on  any  Call,  but  his  own  Danger : 
My  Father,  his  wife  Pilot,  has  oblerv'd 
The  Face  of  Heaven,  and  fees  a  gathering  Srorm, 
I  know  not  from  what  Quarter,  but  it  threatens, 
Ar;d  while  it  Threats,  he  wants  fuch  Hands  as  yours; 
But  when  'tis  o'er,  the  thoughtlefs  King  returns 

To 
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To  native  Sloth,  fliifts  Sides,  and  flumbets  on. 

Pmth.  Sure,  he'll  remember  to  reward  thole  Heads, 
That  help'd  him  from  the  Plunge. 

Clean.  You  dream,  Vanthetts ! 
Of  former  Times,  when  Gratitude  was  Virtue; 
Reward  him!  Yes,-iike  ^fop's  Snake,  the  Wretch 
That  wnrm'd  him  in  his  Bofom :  We  aie  Tools, 
Vile  abjedt  things,  created  for  his  Ufe, 
As  Beads  for  Men;  as  Oxen  draw  the  Yoke, 
And  then  are  facrific'd. 

Cceom.  I  would  not  ufe  him  fo. 

Clean.  You  are  not  VtoUmy, 
Nor  is  he  Ckomeces. 

Cleom.  I'll  prefs  h:m  home. 
To  give  me  my  Di^atch;  few  Ships  will  ferve 
To  bear  my  little  Band  and  me  to  Greece ; 
I  will  not  ask  him  one  of  his  M7ypturiu; 
No,  let  'era  keep  'em  all  for  Sla/es  and  Stallions, 
Fit  only  to  beget  their  Succeffors. 

Clean.  Excepting  one  Mgypthn,  that's  my  felf. 

Cleom.  Thou  reed'ft  not  be  excepted  i  Thou  art  only 
Mifplanted  in  a  bale  deg'enerate  So:l; 
But  Nature,  when  flie  made  theC;  meant  a  Spartan. 

Panth.  Then  if  your  Father  wi'l  but  Iccond  as.  — - 

Clean.  I  dare  not  promife  for  him,  bat  I'll  try. 
He  loves  me :  Love  and  Intcreft  Ibmetimes 
May  make  a  Statefman  honeft. 

Cleom.  Fof  the  King, 
I  know  he'll  not  refufe  us,  for  he  dares  not  j 
A  Coward  is  the  kindcft  Animal, 
'Tis  the  moft  giving  Creature  in  a  Fright. 

Clean.  Say  the  moft  promiling,  and  there  you  hit  him. 

Cleom.  Well,  I'll  attack  him  on  the  fhaking  fide. 
That  next  his  fearful  Heart. 

Enter  Coenus. 

Can.  I  come  to  mind  you  of  the  late  Requeft, 
You  would  not  hear:  Be  pleas'd  t' engage  this  Lord, 
And  then  it  may  fucceed, 

Cleom.  What  would'ft  thou,  Cotnm  i 

Ceen.  I  brought  along 

N  J  Some 
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Some  Horfes  of  the  beft  Thejfdian  breed. 
High  fpirited  and  ftrong,  and  made  for  Warj 
Thefe  I  would- fell  the  King. 

Cleom.  Miftaken  Man! 
Thou  fhouidft  have  brought  him  Whores  and  Catamites  j- 
Such  Merchandize  is  fit  for  fuch  a  Monarch. 

C/e.»».  Would'ft  thou  bring  Horles  here  to  fhame  our  Men  ? 
Thofe  very  Words  of  Spirited  and  War, 
Are  Treafon  in  our  Ciime.  [ward, 

CUom.  From  the  King  downward,  (if  there  be  a  down- 
From  Ptolemy  to  any  of  his  Slaves !) 
No  true  JEgyftian  ever  knew  in  Horfes 
The  Far  Side  from  the  Near.  [brought 

Clean.  Cleomenes  told  thee  true:   Thou  fhouldfl   have 
A  foft  pad  Strumpet  for  our  Monarch's  Ufe. 
Tho'  thank'd  be  Hell,  we  want  not  one  at  home  ! 
Our  Mafler's  Miflrefs,  ftie  that  governs  aJI. 
'Tis  well,   ye  Pow^crs,  ye  made  us  but  JE^jptians, 
You  could  not  have  irapos'd 
On  any  other  People  fuch  a  Load 
As  an  Effeminate  Tyrant  and  a  Woman. 

deom.  Sell  me  thy  I-Iorfes,  and  at  my  Return, 
When  ]  have  got  from  Conquer'd  Greece  the  Pelf 
That  Noble  Sparta  fcorns,  I'll  pay  their  Value. 

Caen.  Jufl  as  you  paid  me  for  the  fair  Eftate 
I  fold  you  there. 

Cleom.  What's  that  you  mutter  ?  [worth— 

Coen.    [jljide.']  Nothing:    That's  what  his  Hopes  are 

[Ex.  Coen. 

Tanth.  I  fear  he's  gone  away  diflatisfy'd. 

Clean.  I'll  make  it  up :  Thofe  Horfes  I  prcfent  you. 
You'll  put  'em  to  the  Ufe  that  Nature  meant  'em. 

desm.  I  burden  you  too  much ! 

Clean.  If  you  reftife,  you  burden  me  much  more: 
A  Trifle  this, 

A  i:nging  Eunuch's  Pi  ice  j  a  Pander's  Fee 
Exceeds  this  Sum  at  Court. 
The  King  expedls  us. 

Cleom.  Come  after  us,  Pantheus; 
And  bring  my  Boy  Ckomdtu  along. 
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I'll  fhew  his  Youth  this  bafe  Luxurious  Court, 

Juft  as  in  fbber  Sparta  we  expofe 

Our  drunken  Helotes :   Only  with  Defign 

To  wean  our  Children  from  the  vice  of  Wine.     [Exemt.  - 

SCENE  II.  The  Apartment  of  Caflandra. 
Enter  King  Ptolemy,  Sofybius  with  Papers  after  him. 

Ttol.  No  more  of  Bufinefs, 
Sofyb.  Sir,  the  Council  waits  you, 

Ttol.  Council !  What's  that  ?  a  pack  of  Bearded  Slaves, 
Grave  Faces,  Sawcy  Tongues,  and  Knavifli  Hearts, 
That  never  fpeak  one  Word  but  Self's  at  Bottom  j 
The  Scavengers  that  fweep  Srate-nufances, 
And  are  themfelves  the  greateft.    I'll  no  Council. 

Sofyb.  Remember  you  appointed  them  this  Day. 

Ttol.  I  had  forgot  'twas  my  Caffkndra^s  Birth-day. 

Sofyb.  Your  Brother  Ma^as  daily  grows  more  dangerous., 
And  has  the  Soldiers  Hearts. 

Ptol.  I'll  cut  him  off. 

SoJ)'b.  Not  fo  foon  done  as  faid :  The  Spartan  King 
Was  lummon'd  for  Advice,  and  waits  without. 

Ptol.  His  Bufinefs  is  to  wait. 

So^b.  Be  pkas'd  to  Sign  thefe  Papers :  They  are  all 
Of  great  Concern ! 

Ttol.  My  Pleafure  is  of  more. 
How  I  could  curfe  my  Name  of  Ptolemy : 
For  'tis  fo  long,    it  asks  an  Hour  to  write  it. 
By  Heav'n,  I'll  change  it  into  ^ove  or  Mars  i 
Or  any  other  civil  Monofy  liable. 
That  will  not  tire  my  Hand. 

Sofyb.  Thefe  are  for  Common  Good.      [Shetfing  Papers. 

Ptol  I  am  gbd  of  that ; 
Thofe  fliall  be  fure  to  wait. 

Sofyb.  Orders  to  pay  the  Soldiers,  ripe  for  Mutiny  j 
They  may  Revolt. 

Ptol.  To  whom  ? 

Sofyb.  The  Man  you  fear: 
Your.  Brother  Magas. 

N  4  J,  pt^ir 
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Ptol.  That's  indeed  the  danger : 

Give  me  the  Phyfick;  Let  me  Cwallow  quick      

There's  Ftolemy  for  that;  Now,  not  one  more. 

For  every  Minute  I  expeft  Cajfstndra 

To  call  inc  to  the  Mufick, 

Ifflie  fhould  find  meat  this  rare  Employment, 

Of  Signing  out  her  Treaiures? 

Sftfyb.  The  reft  arc  only  Grants  to  her  you  love. 
And  Places  for  her  Friends. 

Ptol.  ril  Sign  'em  all;  were  every  one  a  Province: 
Thou  knowTr  her  Humour,  not  to  brook  denial! 
And  then  aQinrrel  on  her  Birthday  too 
Would  be  of  ill  Prcfage.    '  [5/gw  more  Tapers, 

Enter  Caflandra,  Women. 

C:if.  I  heard  you  w^aited,  but  you'll  pardon  me, 
I  v/as  not  fooner  Dreft.  {Hand. 

Ftol.  Thus  I  begin  my  Homage  to  the  Day     [KsJJiiher 
That  brought  me  forth  a  M;ftrcfs,  and  am  proud 
To  be  your  forcmoft  Slave. 

Caf.  Our  little  Entertainment  waits  j  not  worth 
A  longer  Ceremony  j  pleale  to  Grace  it  ? 

The  SCENE  opem  and  difcovers  CafTandraV  A- 
jartmcnt.  Mufic'tans  and  Dancers Ptole- 
my leads  in  CalTandra,  Solibius  follows 
They  Sit.  Towards  the  end  of  the  Song  and  Dance  ; 
Enter  Cleomenes  and  C\tzi\l\\t%  on  one  fide  of 
the  Stage.,  where  they  fland. 

SONG. 

O,  w>,  p:or  fttfrin^  Heart,  no  Change  endeavour, 
__    _  Civofe  to  f if  am  the  Smart,   rAther  thati  leave  her; 
My  mvijVd  E)es  bekoU  fach  Charms  about  her, 
I  can  dye  with  her,  but  not  live  tritkout  her. 
O.te  temler  Sigh  of  htrs  to  fee  me  languijh. 
Will  more  than  fny  the  Price  of  my  faji  jiijguifh: 
Beware,  O  cruel  Fair,  how ybu  /mile  on  me, 
'Iwas  a  kind  L«ok  of  yours  that  har  undoue  m;. 

II.  Uije 


N 
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II. 

Lovt  has  inflorefor  me  one  huppy  Minute, 

And  She  will  end  my  Pain  who  aid  begin  it  •■, 

Then  no  Bay  void  ofBlifs^  ofVkufure  leaving. 

Ages  Jhallpde  are  ay  without  perceiving: 

Cupid  fiall  guard  the  Door,  the  more  to  pleafe  us. 

And  keep  out  Time  and  Death,  when  they  would  feiz^  us: 

Time  and  Death  JJ?all  depart,   and  fay  in  flying. 

Love  has  found  out  a  way  to  Live  by  Dying. 

After  the  Mufick  is  over,  Cleomencn  fpeaks. 

Cleomxo  Cleanth.ls  thi  s  the  Council  of  th'  Egyptian  King? 
And  am  I  call'd  upon  the  grave  Debate, 
To  judge  of  trilling  Notes  and  tripping  Feet? 

Clean.  'Tis  of  a  piece  with  all  the  reft  of  Utolemy  t 
A  Singing  and  a  Dancing  Government. 
O  J£-gfpt,  JEgypt !  Thou  art  grown  the  Lees 
Of  ali  the  World  ;  The  flime  of  thy  own  Nile. 
Sure,  we  had  neither  Human  Sires,  nor  Mothers} 
The  Sun  and  Nile  begot  us;  W'are  fo  Cowardly, 
And  yet  fo  proud ;  fe  many  Gods  wc  have, 
And  yet  not  One————  i 

Cleo.  No  more — They  feem  to  gaze  on  me  with  wonder. 

Clean.  And  well  they  may,  to  fee  a  Man  in  ^gypt^ 

[King,  Cafland.  Sofyb.  rife  amd  come  forward, 

ttol.  Welcome!  Royal  Strangeil 
Not  only  to  my  Court,  but  to  my  Bofom. 
-  Cleo.  I  heard  you  fent  for  mej  but  on  what  Bafincfi 
Am  yet  to  learn. 

Ttol.  The  greatert:  in  the  World;  to  fee  the  Man, 
Whom  even  his  Foes  extol j  His  Friends  adojc. 
And  all  Mankind  admire. 

Cleo.  Say  rather.  Sir, 
A  Man  forfakcn  of  his  better  Stars, 
A  banifli'd  Prince;  The  Shadow  of  a  King.1 

Vtol.  My  Father's  Friend. 

Cleo.  I  muft  not  think  fo  va"n!y  of  ray  fel^^ 
To  be  v/hat  you  have  faid,  le.1:  it  upbraid  you 
To  let  your  Father's  Friend,  for  three  long  Months, 
Thus  Dance  attendance  for  a  word  of  Audience. 

N  s  C^f. 
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Caf.  Now  by  my  Soul,  'tis  nobly  urg'd :  He  ipeaks 
As  it  he  were  in  Sparta,  on  his  Throne  j  \Ajidi. 

Not  asking  Aid;  but  granting: 
How  little  looks  our  Pageant  Prince  to  him ! 
This  is  the  only  King  I  ever  faw. 

Cleom.  By  all  the  Gods;  when  I  have  flood  repuls'd 
Before  your  Gates,  and  could  not  gain  Admittance, 
I  have  not  figh'd  fo  much  for  my  own  Sorrows, 
As  I  have  blufli'd  for  your  ungenerous  Ufage. 

CleAn.  Not  a  Word,  Ptolemy ! 
Afham'd,  by  all  that's  good,  to  be  mifcall'd 
A  King,  when  this  is  prefent, 

Cleom.  Think  you  'tis  nothing 
For  me  to  beg ;  That  I  conftrain  my  Temper 
To  fue  for  Aid,  which  you  fhould  firft  have  offer'd  ? 
Believe  me,  ftolemy,  a  Noble  Soul 
Does  much  that  asks:  He  gives  you  pow'r  t' oblige  him> 
Know,  Sir,  There's  a  proud  Modefty  in  Merit, 
Averfe  from  begging;  and  refolv'd  to  pay 
Ten  times  the  Gift  it  asks. 

Ttol.  I  have  been  to  blame; 
And  you  have  juftly  tax'd  my  long  Negledt. 
I  am  Young,  and  am  a  Lover;  and  how  far 
Fair  Eyes  may  make  even  Kings  forgetful.    Look, 
And  read  my  bcft  Excufe. 

Clem.  O  Miracle!  He  blufliesj  lAjidt. 

The  firfl  red  Virtue  I  have  ever  feen 
Upon  that  Face. 

Caf.  I  am  fbrry.  Sir,  y'have  made  me  your  Excufe  j 
As  if  I  flood  betwixt  the  Good  you  meant  j 
And  intercepted  every  Royal  Grace. 
Now  in  my  own  Defence  I  muft  folicite 
All  his  Concerns  as  mine :  '' 

And  if  my  Eyes  have  pow'r,  he  fliould  not  fuc 
in  vain,  nor  linger  with  a  long  Delay. 

Ftol.  Well!  I'll  confider.  x 

Caf.  Say  that  Word  again  j 
And  I'll  confider  too. 

Ptol.  Prithee  be  latisfy'd,  He  fliall  be  aided,. 
Or  I'll  no  more  be  King. 

dcm. 
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dean,  lajlde.^  When  wert  thou  one!  For  Ihame,  f«r 
/hame,ye  Gods, 
That  e'er  you  put  it  in  a  Strumpet's  Power, 
To  do  fo  good  a  Deed ! 

deem.  1  am  a  Spartan,  Madam,  fcarce  of  Words  j 
We  have  but  jufl:  enough  to  Ipealc  our  Meaning. 
Be  thank'd;  That's  all'l  could  have  faid  to  Jove, 
Had  fove,  like  you,  reftor'd  me  to  my  Crown, 

Sofyb.  [to  Cleom.']  The  Gods  have  giv'n  you,   Sir,  the 
fpecdy  means 
To  fatisfie  your  Debt  of  Gratitude. 

Cleom.  Oh  make  me  happy :  Tell  me  how  this  Sword 
(This  and  my  Heart  are  all  that's  left  me  now) 
Can  be  employ'd  to  ferve  the  Crown  of  -^gypt. 

Clean,   [^/ide.^    Weil  faid  Father:   Thou  art  a  true 
Statefman. 
So  much  for  fo  much,  is  the  way  at  Court. 

So/j6.  lyjy  King  has  in  the  Camp  a  younger  Brother, 
Valiant  they  fay,  but  very  Popular; 
He  gets  too  far  into  the  Soldiers  Grace  j 
And  Inches  out  my  Mailer. 

cleom.  Is  the  King 
Affur'd  of  this,  by  any  Overt- A£t; 
Or  any  clofe  Confpiracy  revcal'd  ? 

Ptol  He  has  it  in  his  Pow'r  to  be  a  Tray  tor  > 
And  that's  enough. 

Sofyi.  He  has  it  in  his  Will  too: 
Elfe  why  this  Oftentation  of  his  Virtues, 
His  Bounty,  Valour,  and  his  Temperance? 
Why  are  they  thus  expos'd  to  publick  View? 
But  as  a  Vew/s  fct  befides  a  Monfter, 
To  make  an  Odious  Comparifon; 
As  if  his  Brother  wanted  v/hat  he  boafls  ? 

Ftol.  What's  to  be  done  with  him  ? 

Cnf  There  needs  no  more,  T  think,  but  to  contrive, 
With  Sccrcfy,  and  Safety,  to  difpatch  him. 

Clean.  \_Aj:de.'\  I  thank  thee,  that  thou  haft  not  cozen'd  HTC 
In  this  Advice ;  For  two  good  Deeds  together 
Had  been  too  much  ijj^onfcience  for  thy  Calling. 

?tol.  He  Dies,  that's  out  of  doubt. 

.      .        Cko 
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Cleom.  Your  Brotlier,  Sir! 

Ttol.  Why  do  you  ask  that  Queftion  ? 

Cleom.  Becaufe  I  had  a  Brother; 
(Oh  Grief  to  lay  I  had,  and  have  not  now) 
Wife,  Valiant,  Temperate;  and  in  fliort  aSptirian! 
Had  a!I  the  Virtues,  which  your  Counfellor 
Imputed  to  your  Brother,   as  his  Crimes, 
He  lov'd  me  well;  fo  well,  he  could  but  die. 
To  fliew  he  lov'd  me  better  than  his  Lire : 
He  loft  it  for  me  in  SeUaJia's  Field ; 
And  went  the  greateft  Ghoft  of  all  our  Name, 
That  ever  had  a  Brother  or  a  King. 

Sojj'6.  Wipe  off  the  Tears,  that  ftand  upon  your  Eyesj 
Good  Nature  works  too  far.  Kin^s  have  no  Brothers: 
What  Men  call  fuch,  are  Rivals  oftheir  Crowns  j 
Yours  tim'd  his  Death,  fo  as  to  merit  Grief. 
Who  knows,  but  he  laid  in,  by  that  laft  Aftion, 
The  means  to  have  betray 'd  you,  had  he  liv'd. 

Cleoni.  I  would  fay  fomething;  but  I  curb  myPaflion, 
Becaufe  thou  art  the  Father  to  my  Friend, 
To  you,  Sir,  this ;  If  you  condemn  your  Brother,     [To  Ptol. 
Only  becaufe  he's  Bounteous,  Great,  and  Brave; 
Know  you  Condemn  thofe  Virtues,  own  you  want  'em. 
Had  you  a  Thoufand  Brothers,  fuch  as  he. 
You  ought  to  (hew  you  are  above  'em  all; 
By  daring  to  reward,  and  cherifh  'em, 
As  Bucklers  of  your  Crown  in  time  of  War; 
And  in  foft  Peace,  the  Jewels  that  adorn  it. 

Caf.  I  ftand  corredcd.  Sir;  he  ought  to  live. 

Tiol.  I  think  fo  too. 

SoJj6.  I  do  not  wifli  his  Death, 
Howe'er  I  feem'd  to  g,ive  that  rugged  Counfel. 

Clean.  [^Jide.']  Well  faid  again  Father !  Comply,  comply : 
Follow  the  Sun,  True  Shadow. 

SoJ^ii.  I  only  wifti  my  Mafter  may  be  fafe; 
But  there  are  Mercenaries  in  the  Army, 
Three  thoufand  Greeks,  the  Flower  of  all  our  Troops, 
Like  Wolves  indeed  among  Egyptian  Lambs; 

If  thefe  Revolt ( I  do  not  fay  they  will) 

But  if  your  Brother  pkafe  to  take  the  Crown, 

And 
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And  be  not  good  enough  to  let  you  reign, 

Thofe  Greeks,  where-e'er  they  go,  will  turn  the  Scale. 

Ftol.  What  think  you,  Cleomenes? 

Cleom.  He  fays  true. 

Ttol.  Then  Magas  mud  not  live. 

Cleom.  That  does  not  follow : 
Fear  not  thofe  Mercenaries:   They  are  minej 
Devoted  to  nny  Intereft  j  commanded  by  my  Nod ; 
They  are  my  Limbs  of  War,  and  I  their  Soul : 
Were  they  in  Arms  againft  you  at  your  Gates  i 
High  in  their  Rage,  and  fix'd  upon  the  Spoil, 
Should  I  fay.  Hold  j  Nay,  Ihould  I  only  Frown, 
They  could  not  bear  my  Eyes,  but  aw'd  and  mafter'd. 
Like  Lions  to  their  Keepers,  would  couch  and  fawn. 
And  difobey  their  Hunger. 

Ftol.  Wondrous  Man !  \Bmbracts  him. 

How  I  admire  thy  Virtue ! 

Caf,  And  his  Genius j 
Some  are  born  Kings. 

Made  up  of  three  parts  Fire,  fo  full  of  Heaven, 
It  fparkles  at  their  Eyes :  Inferior  Souls 
Know  'em  as  foon  as  feen,  byifiirelnflindi. 
To  be  their  Lords,  and  naturally  worfhip 
The  fecret  God  within  'em. 

Sofyb.  Sir,  I  humbly  beg 
A  Word  in  Private  .  ^o  I*toI. 

Ttol.  M?dam! 

Caf.  You  may  go. 

Sofyb.  Clemthes,  follow  me.    [Ex.  Pto].  Sofyb.  Cleanthe*. 
Enter  Cleonidas. 

Clean.  Pantheus  brought  me  hither  to  attend  you. 

Cleom.  And  thou  art  welcome,  but  thoucom'lt  too  late. 

Caf.  Your  Page  of  Honour  ! 

Cleon.  The  Miftake  iseafy  in  fuch  a.  Court  as  this. 
Where  Princes  look  like  Pages. 

Cleom.  'lis  my  Son! 

Caf.  I  mufthave  leave  to  love  you.  Royal  Youth} 
Above  all  Nations  I  adore  a  Greek, 
And  of  all  Greeks  a  S^mm,  [Looking  on  Cleomenes, 

Cleom, 
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Cleom.  What  he  is. 
And  what  I  am,  are  owing  to  your  Favour. 

Caf.[x:o  Cleon.'}  Shall  1  not  be  your  Miftrefsi 

[Looking  on  Cleomenes. 

CUon.  No ;  for  I  Tvould  not  get  JEgyptiam. 

Ccf  For  what,  Sir,  do  you  take  us? 

Cleon.  For  what  you  are; 
When,  the  Gods  moulded  up  the  Parte  of  Man, 
Some  of  their  Dough  was  left  upon  their  Hands, 
For  want  of  Souls:  And  fb  they  made  Mgyptims: 
They  were  intended  for  four  Fecr ;  And  when 
They  come  to  run  before  our  Noble  Spartans, 
They'll  curfe  the  Gcds  for  the  two  Legs  chey  ow'd  'em. 

Caf.  Then  fince  you  will  not  let  me  be  your  Miftrefs, 
Would  I  had  been  your  Mother.     [Looking  fiill  on  Cleom. 

Cleon.  So  would  not  I : 
For  then  I  had  not  been  all  Spartan. 

Caf.[A/iJe.']  He  anfwers  nor  my  Glances,  ftupid  Man  f 
My  tender  Looks;  my  languifhing. Regards, 
Are  like  mif-aiming  Arrows,  loft  in  Air, 
And  mifs  the  flying  P;ey. 

[I44}ile  She  walks,  Cleom.  and  Cleonid.  are  looking  on  a 
Figure  hanging  on  the  fde  of  the  Scenes. 

[She  takes  out  a  Pocket  Glafs  and  looks  in  it. 
Thefe  Eyes,  I  thank  the  Gods, 
Are  ftill  the  fame:   The  Diamonds  are  not  dimm'd; 
Nor  in  their  Luftre,  loft  in  Ptolemy j 
Small  Boaft:  Alas!  Ptolemy  has  no  Sou], 
'Tis  what  he  wants,  I  love  in  Cleomenes. 
■Perhaps  he  dares  not  think  T  would  be  lov'd. 
Then  muft  I  make  th'  advance ;  and  making  Jofc 
The  vaft  Prerogative  our  Sex  enjoys, 
Of  being  courted  firft :  Courted !  To  what  ? 
To  our  own  Wifhes:  There's  the  Point;  but  ftill. 
To  fpeak  our  Wifhes  firft;  forbid  it.  Pride, 
Forbid  ir,  Modefty:  True;  They  forbid  it. 
But  Nature  does  not :  When  we  are  athirft. 
Or  hungry,  will  imperious  Nature  ftay? 
Not  Eat  nor  Drink,  before  'tis  bid,  Fall  on  ? 
Well  Sex,  if  this  muft  be, 

That 
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That  r  mufl:  not  invite :  I  may  at  leaft  be  fuffer'd 
To  lay  Tome  Kind  Occafion  in  his  Way, 
That  if  he  dare  but  fpeak  ;  He  may  fucceed. 

[She  turns  towards  'em,  and  obferves  what  they're  doing. 
Cleom.  turns  and  meets  her;   Ciconid.  looks  fiill 
on  the  Picture. 

Cleom.  I  durfl:  not  have  prefum'd  to  interrupt 
Your  private  Thoughts. 

Caf.  They  wholly  were  imploy'd  in  ierving  youj 
But  Durfl  not,  and  Prefume   are  Words  of  Fear ; 
I  thought  they  vere  not  in  your  Spartan  Tongue  j 
For  my  fake,  banifli  'em ; 
On  what  were  you  fo  earneftly  employ'd, 
You  would  not  look  this  way? 

Cleom.  A  Pidlure,  Madam. 

Caf.  View  it  again,  'tis  worth  a  {econd  Sight, 
Your  Son  obferves  it  ftil!  5  'T were  well,  to  help 
My  Lover's  Underftanding;     [Goes  with  fjim  to  thePiciure, 
Know  you  this  Piece,  young  Prince  ? 

Clean.  Some  Battle,  I  believe  j  and  in  that  Thought, 
I  gaze  with  fuch  Delight. 

Cleom.  Some  Rape,  I  gucfs. 

Caf.  That's  near  the  true  Defign,  and  yet  miftaken  j 
'Tis  Paris,  bearing  from  your  Spartan  Shore 
The  Beauteous  Hellen ;  How  do  you  approve  it  ? 

Cleom.  Not  in  the  leaft,  for  'tis  a  fcurvy  Piece. 

Caf.  And  yet  'tis  knovvn  to  be  Appelle's  Hand  j 
The  Style  is  his,  you  grant  he  was  a  Mafter. 

Cleom.  'Tis  fcurvy  ftill,  becaufe  it  reprefcnts 
A  bale;  difhoncft  Adt ;  to  violate 
All  hofpitable  Rites,  to  force  away 
His  Benefaftor's  Wife;  Ungrateful  Villain ! 
And  fo  the  Gods,   th'  avenging  Gods  have  judg'd. 

Cleon.  Was  he  a  Spartan  King  that  fuffer'd  this  ? 
Sure  he  reveng'd  th-  Rape  ? 

Cleom.  He  did,  my  Boy, 
And  flew  the  Ravifher, 

Caf.  Look  better,  Sir;  You'll  find  it  was  no  Rape; 
Mark  weL  that  Hellen  in  her  Lovei's  Arms : 
Can  you  not  fee,  flie  but  affedts  to  ftrivcj 

She 
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She  heaves  not  up  her  Hands  to  Heav'n  for  Help, 
But  hugs  the  kind  Companion  of  her  Flight. 
See  how  her  tender  Fingers  ftrain  his  Sides ; 
'Tis  an  Embrace;  a  gralping  of  Defirej 
A  very  Belt  of  Love,  that  girds  his  Wafte. 
She  looks  as  if  fhe  did  not  fear  to  fall. 
But  only  lofe  her  Lover,  if  fhe  fell: 
Obferre  her  Eyes;  How  flow  they  feem  to  rowl 
Their  wifliing  Looks,  and  languilli  on  his  Face : 
Obferve  the  whole  Defign,  and  you  wou'd  fvvear. 
She  ravifh'd  Paris,  and  not  Paris,  Her. 

Cleom.  Sparta.his  not  to  boaft  of  fuch  a  Woman; 
Nor  Troy  to  thank  her,  for  her  ill-plac'd  Love. 

Caf.  But  Paris  had ;  as  for  the  War  that  foUow'd, 
'Twas  but  a  Fable  of  a  GrAcian  Wit, 
To  raife  the  Valour  of  his  Countrymen : 
For  Menelaus  was  an  honeft  Wretch ; 
A  Tame  good  Man,  that  never  durfl:  refent ; 
A  meer  Convenient  Husband ;  Dull  and  Slavifli ; 
By  Nature  meant  the  thing  the  Lovers  made  him. 

CUom.  His  Goodnefs  aggravates  their  Crime  the  mof  c : 
Had  hUmlaus  us'd  his  Hdien  ill. 
Had  he  been  Je^ous,  or  diffrufled  both, 
I  would  allow  a  Grain  or  two,  for  Lovej 
And  plead  in  their  Excufe. 

Caf.  There  wast  heir  Safetjr  that  he  was  not  Jealous: 
What  would  you  more  of  him  ?  he  was  a  Fool, 
And  put  the  happy  Means  into  their  Hands. 

Cleom.  I  cannot  much  commend  my  Countryman, 

Caf.  Indeed,  my  Lord,   your  Countryman  was  dull, 
That  did  not  underftand  fo  plain  a  Courtfhip. 
Have  Spartans  Eyes  for  nothing  ?  not  to  fee 
§0  manifeft  a  Paflion  ? 

Cleom.  Yes  too  well.  {:4f^'' 

Madam,  your  Goodnefs  interefts  you  too  much 
In  Hellfn's  Caufe.    I  have  no  more  to  urge. 
But  that  flie  was  a  Wife:  That  Word,  a  Wife, 
In  fpight  of  all  your  Eloquence,  condemns  her. 

C^yr  You  argue  juftly  j  Therefore  'twas  a  Crime : 
But  had  ihe  been  a  Miftrefs,  not  a  Wifej 

Her 
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Her  Love  had  been  a  Virtue,  to  forfake 

The  Naufeous  Bed  of  a  loath'd  fulfome  King} 

And  fly  into  a  fpvightly  Lover's  Arms. 

Her  Love  had  been  a  Merit  to  her  Paris, 

To  leave  her  Country,  and  what's  more,  her  Kingdom : 

With  a  Poor  Fugitive  Prince  to  fail  away. 

And  bear  her  Wealth  along  to  make  him  happy. 

Cleom.  You  put  your  Picture  in  the  faircft  Light : 
But  both  the  Lovers  broke  their  plighted  Vows ; 
He  to  Oenone,  She  to  MeneUus. 

Caf.  The  Gods  that  made  two  Fools,  had  done  more  juftlj- 
To  have  match'd  Menelaus  with  Oenone: 
Think  better  of  my  Pifture,  it  delervcs 
A  fecond  Thonght ;  it  fpcaks ;  the  Hellen  fpeaks. 

Cleon.lt i-^ciksJEgypim then ;  a bafedifhoneft Tongue. 
Cctf.  You  arc  too  young  to  underftand  her  Language. 

[To  Cleonidas. 
Do  not  thank  me,  \To  Cleomenes. 

Till  I  have  brought  your  Bufinefs  to  Perfedbion : 
Doubt  not  my  Kindnefs;  nothing  (liall  be  wanting 
To  make  your  Voyage  happy. 

Cleom.  I  only  fear  th'  Excels  of  your  full  Bounty! 
To  give  me  more  than  what  my  Wan'^s  require, 

[Ex.  Cleomenes  and  Cleonidas. 
Caf.  Meaning,  perhaps,  my  Perfon  and  my  Love! 
I  would  not  think  it  fo;  and  yet  I  fear. 
And  while  I  fear,  his  Voyage  Ihall  be  hinder'd : 
No  breath  of  V/ind 

Can  ftir,  to  wafr  him  hence,  unlefs  f  pleale: 
I  am  the  Goddefs  that  commands  the  Seas. 
In  vain  he  Vows  at  any  other  Shrine, 
My  Heart  is  in  his  Hands  j  his  Fate's  in  mine, 

[Exit.  Caflandra. 


ACT 
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ACT  IIF.    SCENE    I. 

SCENE,    The  King's  Apartment. 

ATabkfet. Ptolemy,    Sofibiiis,    Caflandra /«/«/: 

Ptolemy  at  the  upper  Endi   Caflandra,  fitiag  on  onejide, 
Sofibius  on  the  other. 

Tiolewy.'l  Muft  confefs 'twas  Obvious.  (Nod: 

X    Sofyb .  He  laid  he  could  Command  'cm  with  his 
Gan  he  do  this  with  Mercenaries,  rais'd 
Kot  at  his  Charge,  but  yours  ?  by  you  maintain'd  ? 
"What  could  he  more,  had  they  been  Spartans  born? 

Caf  What  would  you  hence  infer  ? 

Sojyi).  What  you  obferv'd : 
Some  are  born  Kings,  and  fo  is  Cleomeiies. 

Caf.  A  great  Soul  dares  not  call  himfelf  a  Villain:' 
He  has  that  Intereft,  and  will  ufe  it  nobly ; 
To  ferve,  and  not  to  ruin  his  Prote£Vor, 

Soj'}6.  Is  JEg/pt's  ^afety,  and  the  King's,  and  Your*8  i 
Fit  to  be  trufted  on  a  bare  Suppofe, 
That  he  is  Honeft  ?   Honeft,  let  him  be^ 
But  on  his  own  Experiment,  not  ours ! 
Man  is  but  Man;  Unconftant  ftill,  and  Various j 
There's  no  to- Morrow  in  him,  like  to  Day. 
Perhaps  the  Atoms  rowling  in  his  Brain, 
Make  him  think  Honefty  this  prefent  Hour ; 
The  next  a  Swarm  of  bafe,  ungrateful  Thoughts 
May  mount  aloft :  And  where's  our  Mgypt  then  ? 
Who  would  truft  Chance?  lince  all  Men  have  the  Seeds; 
Of  Good  and  111,  which  fhould  work  upward  firft. 

Caf.  All  Men!  then  you  are  one  ;  and  by  that  Rule, 
Your  wicked  Atoms  may  be  working  now 
To  give  bad  Counfel;  That  you  ftill  may  Govern. 

Sofyb.  I  would  the  King  would  Govern. 

Caf.  Becaufe  you  think  I  have  too  much  Command. 

Tt$l..  Would  you  would  rule  me  both  by  turns,  in  qi  let, 
And  let  ine  take  my  Eafc !  Caf.f 
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Caf.  Then  my  Turn's  fir  ft. 

Sofyb.  Our  Mafter's  Safety,  in  found  Reafon,  ought 
To  be  preferr'd  to  both. 

Ttol.  So  thinks  Caffkndra  too. 

Caf.  No  5  Court  Sofibius,  and  caft  Cajfandm  off. 

Ptol.  What  have  I  faid,  or  done. 
To  merit  this  Unkindnefs  ? 
Tell  me  but  what  you  think  of  Cleomenes, 
And  be  my  Oracle. 

Caf.  I  know  him  grateful. 

Sofyb.  To  know  him  grateful,  is  enough  for  yove. 

CaJ.  And  therefore  not  too  much  for  'me  in  .^gyp: 
I  fay,  I  know  him  honelt. 

Vtol.  Then  I  know  it. 
Now  may  Sofibius  fpeak  ? 

Cdf.  He  may :  but  not  to  contradict:  my  Knowledge^ 

Sojyb.  Then  I  concur,  to  let  him  go  for  Greece  \ 
And  wifh  our  JEgypt  fairly- rid  of  him. 
For,  as  our  .Apis,  tho'  in  Temples  fed. 
And  under  Golden  Roofs,  yet  loaths  his  Food, 
Becaufe  reftra^n'di  and  longs  to  roam  in  Meads, 
Among  the  Milky-Mothers  of  the  Herd.  _ 
So,  Cleormmt,  kept  by  Force  in  JEgypt,  ^ 

Is  fullen  at  our  Feadsj  abhors  our  Dainties; 
And  longs  to  change  'em  for  his  Spartan  trofifc. 
He  may  bcdang'rous  here;  Then  fend  him  hence,  i 

With  Aid  enough  to  conquer  all  he  loft, 
And  make  him  formidable  to  Mankind. 

Caf.  He  may  be  formidable  then  to  us, 
That  thou  wou'dft  fay. 

Sofyb.  No  :  for.  you  kno-^v  him  grateful.  [double, 

Caf.    Would  thou  wouldft  Icain  to  fpeak  without  a 
Thou  Delphian  Statefman.  [SJfis. 

Sofyb.  Would  I  could  know  your  Wiflies  that  I  might; 
I  would  but  fmooth  their  Way,  and  make  'em   eafy! 

[^Bowing . 

CaJ.  Good  Old  Man!      .  [Smiling. 

A  little  over  Zealous,  but  well-meaning. 
My  Wifties  are  the  Honour  of  my  King. 
That  ?(olemy  may  keep  his  Royal  Wordj 

And  . 
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And  I  my  Promife  to  procure  this  Aid  j 
If  to  beJMiftrefs,  fignifies  Command, 
Let  this  be  done;  It  not,  the  King  may  find 
Another  Beauty  worthier  of  his  Bedj 
And  r  another  Lover,  lefs  urgrareful. 

Ptol.  Let  ^^ypt  fink  before  that  fatal  Day  j 
No,  we  are  one :  Cajpindra,  wt  are  one : 
Or  I  am  nothing:  Thcu  art  Vtolemy. 

Cmf.  Now  you  deferve  to  be  the  firfl  of  Kings, 
Becaufe  you  rank  your  felf  the  firft  of  Lovers: 
"What  can  I  do  to  fhow  Cajptmlra  grateful? 
Nothing  but  this  5 

To  be  fo  nice  in  my  Concerns  for  you : 
To  doubt  where  Doubts  are  not:  To  be  too  fearful: 
To  raife  a  Bug-bear  Shadow  of  a  Danger, 
And  then  be  frighted,  tho'  it  cannot  reach  you. 

Sofyb.  Be  pleas'd  to  name  your  Apprehenfions,  Madam. 

Caf.  Plain  Souh,  like  mine,  judge  others  by  themielves: 
Therefore  I  hold  our  Cleomenes  honefl: 
But  fince  *tis  poflible,    tho'  barely  fo. 
That  he  may  prove  ungrateful, 
I  would  have  Pledges  given  us  of  his  Faith, 
His  Wife,  his  Mother,  and  his  Son,  be  left 
As  Hoftages  in  JEgyp, 

Sofyb.  Admirable/ 
Some  God  infpir'd  you  with  this  prudent  Counfel. 

Ftol.  I  thought  fo  too,  but  that  I  durft  not  fpeak. 

Sofyb .  Leave  me  to  manage  this. 

Cdf.  My  beft  Sofibm\ 
But  do  it  furely,  by  the  eafiefl:  Means, 
Infufe  it  gently :  Do  not  pour  it  down; 
Let  him  not  think  he  ftands  fufpesSed  herej 
And  leafl:  of  all,  by  Me! 

S»jyb.  He  (hall  not,  Madam. 
Now  Sir,  th'  Illumination  Feaft  attends  you : 
For  A^is  has  appear 'd. 

Vtol.  Why  then  I  muft  be  formal, 
Go  to  the  Temple. 
Come  my  fair  Cajfandra, 

That  I  may  hare  an  Objeft  worth  my  Worfhip.  [Ajide. 

C/tf. 
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Ciif.  The  God  that  T  adore  is  in  my  Breaftj 
This  is  the  Temple:  This  the  Sacrifice: 
But  to  the  Pow'rs  Diviue  wc  make  Appeal, 
With  great  Devotion;  and  with  little  2,cal. 

[Exeunt  Ptol.  and  Caf. 
Sofyb.folus.  Yes,  yes,  it  fliall  be  done;  but  not  her  Way  : 
Call  in  my  Son  Cleanthes :  This  Cipindra 
Is  our  enchanting  Syrenx  She  that  iings 
Our  Ptolemy  into  fecure  DeftruiSlion; 
In  vain  I  Counfel  him  t' avoid  his  Ruin: 
Theie  Women-Charmers,  Oh  they  have  a  Devil 
Too  flrong  to  difpoflefs.  Call  in  my  Son.  [Goes to  the  Boor. 
Enter  Cleanthes. 
Cleanthes !  Are  you  Cleomenes  %  Friend, 
Or  only  feem  you  fuch  ? 

Clean.  To  feem  to  be,  and  not  be  what  I  feem. 
Are  Things  my  honeft  Nature  underftands  not. 
Sofylf.  But  you  muftlove  your  King  and  Country  more. 
Clean.  Yes,  when  I  have  a  King  and  Country 
That  can  deierve  my  Love ! 
JEgyp,  as  J£g)p  is,  deferves  it  not : 
A  People,  baler  than  the  Beafts  they  worfliip: 
Below  their  Pot-herb-Gods  that  grow  in  Gardens : 
The  King— — — 

Se^'6.  Go  to ;  Young  Man,  whate'er  he  be, 
I  muft  not  hear  my  Mafter  viUfy'd.  [ers, 

clean.  Why  did  you  name  him  then  ?  Were  I  at  Pray- 
And  even  for  you,  whom  as  my  Soul  I  love. 
If  Ptdemy  fhould  come  acrofs  my  Thoughts, 
A  Curie  would  follow  where  I  meant  a  BlefTing. 

Sofyb.  'Tis  well,  'tis  well,  I  am  fo  fond  a  Father  i 
Thoie  Words  were  Death  in  any  other  Mouth; 
I  know  too  much  of  you,  you  love  the  Spartan, 
Beyond  your  King  and  Country. 

Clem.  'Tis  a  Truth 
So  Noble;  I  would  own  it  to  the  Gods, 
And  they  be  proud  to  hear  it. 
Sojyb.  Confcfs  you  love  him  better  than  your  Father. 
Clean.  No;  but  I  love  him  equal  with  my  Father. 
Sojyb.  Say  better,  and  lay  true; 
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If  we  were  eppofite,  and  one  muft  tall, 
Whom  wouldft  thou  fave  ? 

Clean.  Neither;  for  both  would  dye. 
Before  1  could  refolve. 

Sojj'if.  If  I  command  thee 
To  break  thy  Friendfliip  with  him,  wouldft  thou  ? 

Clem.  No. 

Sofii>.  Why  then  thou  haft  confefs'd,  thou  lov'ft  him 

Clean.  Not  {o :  for  fhould  he  bid  me  difobey,     [more. 
Or  not  love  you :  Thus  would  I  anfwer  him. 
As  I  have  snfwer'd  you. 

SoJ)if.  Ungrateful  Koy ! 

C/e<?».  You  bid  me  tell  you  true,  and  this  is  my  Re- 

Sojyif.  Go  from  my  Sight,  [ward. 

Clean.  1  will ;  but  would  not  go 
Without  your  Blefling. 

Sofyif.  O,  fo  well  1  love  thee. 
That  I  could  curfe  thee  for  not  loving  me : 
Stay,  I  would  fend  thee  on  a  Meflage  to  him. 
But  that  I  fear  thy  Faith. 

Clean.  You  wrong  my  Piety. 

Sofih.  It  much  concerns  my  Intereft,  which  is  thine  j  , 
Would'ft  thou  deliver  what  I  have  to  fay  ? 
Would'ft  thou  induce  his  Reafon  to  comply  ? 

Clean.  Both ;  Granting  your  Propofal's  Honourable ; 
If  not,  employ  fome  Mercenary  Tongue, 
The  Court  affords  you  ftore:  And  fpare  my  Virtue! 

SoJ^^.  I  would  have  Cleomenes  ient  away 
With  Royal  Aid. 

Clean.  You  promis'd  him  he  fhould.  (Voyage. 

Sofyb.     And  would  have  thee  perfw^ade  him  to  this 

Clean.  A  welcome  Errand:  Oh  my  dear,  dear  Father. 

Sof.  But  on  my  Terms,  mai'k  that;   my  Terms;  Cle- 

Clean.  I  fcar'd  the  Statefman  in  you.  [anthes. 

Sojyb.  I  would  have  JEgy^t  fafe:  That's  all  my  Intereft; 
And  therefore  he  muft  leave  behind  for  Pawns, 
HI'S  Mother,  Wife  and  Son.  (fel, 

C^enn.  'Tis  clogging  of  a  Gift :  'Tis  bafe,  mean  Coun- 
I  hope  you  gave  it  nor. 

Hefyb.  No:  'Tvfzs  Cajjai^jdral 

But 
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But  ftie  would  have  that  Odium  caft  on  me, 
I  am  her  Beaft  of  Burden,  and  nnift  bear  it. 

Clean.  1  never  can  belye  fo  good  a  Father! 
But  this  I'll  do : 

The  MefTagc  fl^all  be  faithfully  deliver'd. 
And  all  the  Strumpet  ftand  expos'd  to  fhame. 

Sojyi.  Thou  hit'ft  my  Meaning;  but  he  muft  befecretj 
Muft  feem  to  take  the  Favour  as  from  Her : 
And  lay  the  Hardfhip  of  the  Terms  on  me. 

Clean.  He  fliall. 

Sofy6.  And  thou  wilt  gild  this  bitter  Pill: 
For  there's  no  other  Way  to  go  from  hence. 
But  leaving  thefe  behind.  [Soul. 

Clean.   A  Beam  of  Thought  comes  glancing  on  my 

I'll  undertake  it  [To  his  lather. 

The  Pledges  fliall  be  left. 

Sofib.    UyhtkCleanthes:  [Embraces  hint. 

But  nafte,  and  lofe  no  Time ! 

Clean.  I  am  all  on  Fire  to  fcrve  my  Friend  and  Father. 

[Ex.  Cleanthes. 
SoJ^b.  [alone.']  This  Cleomenes  ought  to  be  dilpatch'd: 
Diipatch'd  the  fafeft  Way:  He  ought  to  die; 
Not    that  I  hate  his  Virtue ;  but  I  fear  it : 
The  Miftrefs  drives  my  Counfels  to  the  Leeward  j 
Now  I  muft  edge  upon  a  Point  of  Wind ; 
And  make  flow  Way,  recovering  more  and  more, 
'Till  I  can  bring  my  Veflel  fafe  afhore.  [Ex,  Sofyb. 

S  C  E  N  E  o/^  Temple  with  Illuminations^    An  Altitr,  A- 
pis  painted  above;  Priejis  and  Chorifters.  Ptolemy,  Caf- 
fandra.  Courtiers  Men  and  Women,  all  decently  placed.  Mu- 
fick  Inflrumental  and  Vocal.  Then  Ptolemy  taking  CafTan- 
dra  by  the  Hand,  advances  to  the  Altar  of  Apis,  bovping 
thrice,  and  gives  the  high  Prieji  a  Fiirfe.  Soft  Mufuk  /ill  the 
while  Ptolemy  and  Caflandra  are  Adoring  and  Speaking. 
Ttol.  Soul  of  the  Univerfe,  and  Source  of  Lite, 
Immortal  Apis,  thou  thrice  Holy  Fire, 
Hear  JEgypt's  Vows  and  mine :  if  as  we  dream, 
Egyptian  Earth  impregnated  with  Flame, 
Sprung  the  firft  Man; 

Preferve 
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Prcferve  thy  Primitive  Plantation  here. 

Then  for  my  felf,  thy  Type,  and  thy  Vicegerent, 

Rowl  from  my  Loins  a  long  Defeent  of  Kings: 

Mix'd  of  Cijffmdr^s  kindly  Blood  and  mine. 

Mine  be  fhe  only,  and  I  only  hers. 

And  when  I  fhall  refolve  again  to  thee, 

May  (he  furvive  me,  and  be  Queen  of  M^t : 

Hear  this,  and  firm  it  with  fbme  happy  Omen. 

\_An  Augury  -portending  good  Succefs  arifes  from  the  Altar. 
Orrmes.  Apt  be  prais  d  for  this  Aufpicious  Omen. 

[Ptol.  bowing  retires  and  [term  pleas'd. 
Caf.h:eeh.  Great  Pow'r  of  Love!  who  Ipread'ft  thj 
gentle  Fire 
Thro'  human  Hearts,  art  every  where  Ador'd  j 
Accept  thefe  Vows,  in  fhew  to  Apis  paid. 
And  make  his  Altar  thine :  Hear  not  that  Wretch ! 
Becaufe  his  Prayers  were  not  addrefs'd  to  theej 
Or  only  hear  his  lafl: :  that  I  may  reign. 
Make  Cleomenes  mine,  and  mine  alone : 
Give  us  a  Flight  fecure,  a  fate  Arrival; 
And  crown  our  Wiflies  in  each  othei  's  Arms. 
Hear  this,  and  firm  it  with  fome  happy  Omen. 

[A  bad  Omen  arifes  from  the  Flames  of  the  Altar. 
Omnes.  Avert  this  Omen,  Apis. 

Caf.  [rifes.']  Accurftbe  thou,  Grafs-eating  fodder'dGod! 
Accurs'd  thy  Temple!  more  accurs'd  thy  Priefts! 
The  Gods  are  theirs,  not  ours;  and  when  we  pray 
For  happy  Omens,  We  their  Price  muft  pay: 
In  vain  at  Shrines,  th'ungiving  Suppliant  flandsj 
This  'tis  to  make  a  Vow  with  empty  Hands: 
Fat  Off'rings  are  the  Priefthood's  only  Care ; 
They  take  the  Mony,  and  Heaven  hears  the  Prayer. 
Without  a  Bribe  their  Oracles  are  mute, 
And  their  Inftru<fied  Gods  rcfufe  the  Suit. 

^Exit  Cafi".  in  a  Fury,  King  atid  Atten- 
dants follow.    Scene  clofes. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    the  Port  of  Alexandria. 

"Enter  Cleomenes,  md  Cleantlies. 

Cleom.  The  Propofitions  are  unjuft  and  hard} 
And  if  I  fwallow  'em,  'tis  as  we  take 
The  Wrath  o  f  Heaven . 

We  muft  have  Patience,  for  they  will  be  Gods, 
And  give  us  no  Account  of  what  we  fuffcr. 

Clem.  My  Father  much  abhors  this  middle  Way* 
Betwixt  a  Gift  and  Sale  of  Courtefy : 
But  'tis  the  Miftrefs ;  She  that  feem'd  fo  kind, 
'Tis  (he,  that  bears  fo  hard  a  Hand  upon  you: 
She  that  would  half  Oblige,  and  half  Affront. 

Cleom.  Let  her  be  what  flic  is:   That's  Curie  enough^ 
But  fuch  a  Wife,  a  Mother,  and  a  Son ! 
Oh  furc,  ye  Gods !  when  ye  made  this  vile  JEgypt, 
Te  little  thought,  they  (hould  be  mortgag'd  here ! 
My  only  Comfort 

Is,  that  I  truft  thefe  precious  Pawns  with  thee: 
For  thou  ait  fb  religioufly  a  Friend, 
That  I  would  fooner  leave  'em  in  thy  Hands, 
Than  if  I  had  Security  from  Heav'n, 
And  all  the  Gods  to  anfwer  for  their  Safety. 

Clem.  Yes;  yes;  They  fliallbefafej 
And  thou  ilialt  have  a  Pledge, 
As  ftrong  as  Friendfliip  can  make  over  to  thee: 
Deny  me  not,   for  I  muft  go  with  thee, 
And  fliare  what  Fate  allots  for  thee  in  Greece. 

[Cleomenes  looks  difimtentedly. 
Nay  caft  not  on  me  that  forbidding  Frown; 
But  let  me  be  their  I  awn,  as  they  are  thine : 
So  I  n  all  have  thee  wholly  to  my  felf. 
And  be  ihy  Wife,  thy  Mother,  and  thy  Son, 
As  thou  art  all  to  me. 

C^mn.  Oh  Friend !  [Sighs  und  wipes  his  Jlyw. 

Clean.  What  wouidft  thou  fay,  my  better  Part? . 

C!eo>n.  No  more,  but  this;  tha*:  thou  art  too  unkind, 
WFcn  even  in  Kirdnifs  thou  wouidft  over-coiv-e 
Cie.m.  Let  me  Le  proud;  rtnH  pardon  thou  mv  pride, 
Vol.  VI.  O  '      haft. 
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Bafe,  worthlefs  ^^ypt  has  no  other  Pawn, 

To  Countcr-ballance  thcfe,  but  only  me. 

*Twas  on  fuch  Terms  alone,  I  durft  propofe  it: 

Shalt  thou  leave  thefe? 

And  I  not  leave  a  Father,  whom  I  love? 

Come,  come  J  it  muft  be  fo. 

We'll  give  each  other  all  we  have  be  fides  ; 

And  then  we  fhall  be  even.    Here  they  are! 

I  leave  thee.    Break  thofe  tender  Ties  of  Nature, 

As  gently  as  thou  canftj  they  muft  be  broken. 

IGoin^,  returm. 
But  when  thou  feeft  Caffundra,  curb  thy  Spleen  j 
Seem  to  receive  the  Kindnefs  as  from  her : 
And  if  thou  thinkft  I  love  thee,  for  my  Sake, 
•iiemembring  me,   ftrive  to  forget  my  Father. 

[Exit  Clean. 
"EntefCitorz,  Cratificlea,  arJ  Cleonidas. 
Ckom.  But  how  can  I  fuftain  to  tell  'em  this, 

[Wdking  from  'em. 
•  Even  in^  the  gentleft  Terms ! 
There  are  not  Words  in  any  Tongue  fo  foft 
As  I  would  ufe :  The  Gods  muH  have  a  new  one, 
If  they  would  have  me  fpeak. 

Crat.  How,  King  of 5"jp/i«/r.' When  your  Fortunefmiki, 
A  Glorious  Sun-fhine,  and  a  Gloomy  Soul? 
The  Gods  love  Chearfulnefs,  when  they  arc  kindj 
They  thiak  their  Gifts  defpia'd,  and  thrown  away 
On  fullen  thanklcfs  Hearts. 

Cleor.  I  hear,  my  deareft  Lord,  that  wrihall  go. 
Cltom.  Go! 

Ckon.  What  a  mournful  Eccho  Snakes  my  Fathcrl 
By  Mars,  lie  fliflcs  Go  upon  his  Tongue, 
And  kills  the  joyful  Sound,  he  fpeaks  fo  low. 
That  Heaven  muft  liften,  if  it  hear  his  Thanks. 
Ckom.  Yes,  I  (liall  go;  but  how? 
'Cher.  With-<E^^/>f's  Aid. 

Clecn.  With  his  own  Soul  andSword,  a  thoufand  ftrong ; 
And  woith  ten  :£gypts,  and  their  ten  tlxoufand  Gods. 

Crat.  There's  fomething  more  in  this,  than  what  we 
Some  fccret  Anguifli  rowls  within  his  Breaft,       [guefsj 

That 
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That  fliakes  him  like  an  Earthquake,  which  he  prefles. 
And  will  not  give  it  Vent.    I  know  him  well. 
He  blufhcs,  and  would  fpeak,  and  wants  a  Voice ! 
And  ftares  and  gapes  like  a  forbidden  Ghoft, 

Till  he  be  fpoke  to  firft. Tell  me,  my  Son! 

Cleom.  Mother,  I  will, —  And  yet  I  cannot  neither.  [AjiJe, 
Mother !  that  Word  has  ftruck  me  dumb  again : 
For,  how  can  I  iay  Mother,  and  propound 
To  leave  her  here  behind,  who  gave  me  Life? 
Mother!  and  Wife!  and  Son!  the  Names  that  Nature 
Moft  loves  to  fpeak,  are  banifh'd  from  my  Mouth. 

Ckor.  Tell  us,  my  Love,  the  King  has  chang'd  his  Mind, 
And  has  refus'd  us  leave ;  for  we  can  bear  it ; 
Mgypt  is  Greece  to  me,  while  you  are  here, 

Cleom,  Oh  I  would  fpeak!  But,  oh!  you  fpeak  fo  kindly. 
That  you  forbid  my  Speech :  You  call  me,  Love. 

Ckor.  Was  that  too  kind  a  Word? 

Cleom.  It  was  to  me  j  I  am  a  meer  Barbarmt 
A  Brute,  a  Stock,  for  I  have  no  Relations, 
Or  fhortly  fhall  have  none. 

Clear.  Then  we  muft  die ! 

Clean.  We  muft;  and  welcome  Death. 

Crat.  To  fave  his  Life. 

Cleom.  The  Gods  forbid  that  you  fhould  die  for  me ! 
No:  You  may  livej  but  I  muft  die  thrice  over: 
For  I  muft  leave  you  here,  or  muft  not  go : 
Thefe  are  the  hard  Conditions  offer 'd  me. 

Crat.  Then  JEgypt  would  have  Pledges:  Is  this  all? 

Cleom.  Yes,  and  a  mighty  All :  'Tis  ail  I  have : 
But  I  propofe  it  not;  remeinber  that. 

Cr^t.  I  do :  and  therefore  I  propofe  it  firft, 
To  fave  this  virtuous  Shame,  this  good  Confufion, 
That  would  not  let  you  fpeak. 

Cleom.  Oh !  I  could  almoft  think  you  love  me  not; 
You  granted  me  fo  quick,  fo  willingly : 

What  I bear  witnefs  Heaven,  was  flow  to  ask. 

And  would  be  loath  to  have. 

Clear.  J  cannot  leave  you. 

Cleom.  I  was  but  widiing,  thouwwldft  drawmcbackj, 
And  now  I  cannot  go. 

O  »  Crat, 
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Crat.  Are  you  turn'd  Woman? 
No  more  of  this  fond  Stuff. 

Cleon.  Shall  I  be  left  to  gather  Ruft  in  A'gypt? 
A  Glue  of  Sloth  to  ftick  to  my  young  Pinions, 
And  marr  their  Flight;  Habicual  Cowardifc: 
No}  I  muft  learn  my  ftubborn  Trade  of  War 
From  you  alone,  and  envy  you  betimes. 

Cleom.  But  the  Conditions !   Oh  thefe  hidxi  Conditions, 
That  fuch  a  Spirit  muft  be  left  behind, 
Unhught!  unfafhion'd  by  a  Father's  Hands! 
A  Spirit  fit  to  ftart  into  an  Empire, 
And  look  the  World  to  Law. 

Crat.  No  more  debating,  for  I  fee  the  Pinch, 
He  muil  be  left,  and  fo  muft  She  and  I: 
For  we  sre  but  your  Softnefies,  my  Son : 
Th'  Incumbrances  and  Luggage  of  the  War : 
Fight  for  us,  and  redeem  us,  if  you  pleafe; 
For  there  wc  are  your  Clogs  of  Virtue :  Here, 
The  Spurs  of  your  Return. 

Cleom.  I  thank  you,  Mother, 
Once  more  you  have  eredled  me  to  Man, 
And  fet  me  upright  with  my  Face  to  Heaven ! 
Th«  Woman  and  the  Boy,  be  yours  awhile: 
The  War  be  mine  Alone! 
Crctt.  There  fpoke  ths  SfartirnKxag:  Think  not  on  us. 
Cleom.  I  wonnot. 
Clscr.  Not  in  PiayVs! 
Cleon.  In  Pray'rs!  That's  poor, 
As  if  the  Gods  were  thoughtlefs  of  their  Workj 
Think  on  us,  w  hen  you  fight :  and  when  you  make 
A  lufty  St\oke,  cry  out,  That's  for  my  Boy. 

CrM.  Difpole  this  moaldring  Carcais  as  you  pleafe. 
Ere  lingiing  Age  or  Sicknefs  wear  it  out; 
Unprofitable  then  for  Sparta's  good : 
Be  cheerful  fight  it  well,  and  all  the  reft 
Leave  to  the  Gois  and  Fortune. 
cleom.  If  they  fail  me. 
Theirs  te  the  Fault,  for  Fate  is  theirs  alone : 
Mj  VtrtHt,  Fame,  and  Uomar  are  my  own. 

[Exeunt  cmres. 
A  C  T 
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ACT    IV.    a  C  E  N  E    I. 

SCENE  an  Ant'fchatnherofC^imi^v^^s Lodging, 

"Eater  Ptolemy,  Sofibius,  Ccenus,  CalTandra. 
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Sofib.  QO,  fb;  it  works:  now  Miftrefs,  at  you  fafl- 


Ttol,  Humph,  Whores  and  Catamites! 
Were  thole  his  Words? 

C^aen.  Upon  my  Life  they  were. 

ftol.  Whom  (hould  he  mean  by  thofe  unmaniier'd  Terms ; 
CaJjanJrn,  can  you  guefs  ? 

(2.if.  'Twas  kindly  ask'd 

Ttol.  A  ioul-mouth'd  Villain. 

Sofb.  So  I  fliGu'd  have  thought. 
But  that  this  Lady  knows  him  good  and  grateful. 

Coen.  Madam !  I  ftand  fufpe<fted  without  Caufe, 
And,  but  I  fear  Revenge  from  this  great  Man, 
I  could  (ay  more. 

Caf.  I  thought  he  was  conccrn'd. 

Sojlb.  Who:  I? 

Caf.  Speak  boldly,  Grecian,  I  proteft  thee. 

Com.  Clexnthes  tnen  was  prefent,  and  he  added       ■ 
Enter  Cleanthes. 
But  he  appears  in  time  to  hear  his  Charge. 

Sofib.  My  dear !  dear  Son !  lAfide. 

I  fear  thy  lavifb  Tongue  has  ruin'd  thee; 
What  can  I  do  to  fave  thee  ? 

Ca.f.  Well,  proceed. 

Coe)i.  Can  you  deny,  my  Lord,  that  you  %yerc  prefent. 
When  cleomenes  tax'd  the  Court,  and  King, 
With  Brutal  Vices? 

Clean.  I  remember  fomewhat. 
Of  certain  Horfes  which  he  could  not  bur. 
And  faw  thee  go  away  diflatisfy'd. 
Which  to  prevent,  I  meant  to  purchafe  'em: 
The  reft  I  heard  not,  nor  believe  he  fpoke. 

O  J  CitJ, 
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Caf.  C/?/WJ/^«  added  farther}  that  thou  faidft,      _  [thee, 

Ttol.  And  we  would  know :  Ere  Tortures  force  it  from 

Sofib.  [AfJe.']  Now  comes  the  fatal  Stroke. 

Coen.  He  adckd  farther 

Clean.  Noj  thou  add'ft  it  all: 
And  I  demand  the  Combat. 

Ftol.  Let  him  fpeak. 

So/ih.  Think  firft,  CUetnthes!  Think  before  you  hazard 
Your  Life  and  Honour  in  this  bold  Appeal, 
Somewhat,  you  might  have  faid,  nay  more  you  ought, 
Since  I  comitianded  you  to  be  a  Spy 
On  CleoTKenes'  A(3:s,  and  clofe  Defigns. 

Clean.  The  gocd  old  Liar  would  preferve  my  Life, 

^  lAfJe. 

'/nd  I  muft  fleer  his  Courfe. 
I  think 1  f:r  her  added  \P>  tke  Kingy 

ftol.  'Tis  forgiven; 
So  wholly  pardon'd,  that  I  will  not.  hear  it ; 
Gocd  Spies  are  ufeful,  and  rauft  be  encourag'd; 
But  what  muft  next  be  done  with  Cleomenes  ? 

Sofb.  Difpatch  him,  as  the  Source  of  all  your  Fears  j 
Obferve  the  m.ounting  Billows  of  the  Main, 
Blown  by  the  Winds  into  a  raging  Storm : 
Brufli  oft>hofe  Winds,  and  the  high  Waves  return 
Into  their  quiet  firfl  aeated  Calm : 
Such  is  the  Rr.ge  of  bulie  bluflring  Crowds, 
Fomented  by  th'  Ambition  of  the  Great : 
Cut  off  the  Caufes,  and  th*  Effeft  will  ceafej 
And  all  the  moving  Madnefs  fall  to  Peace. 

Ttol.  Let  him  be  feiz'd  in  order  to  his  Death; 
I  am  in  hafle,  you  know  it,  for  my  Progrefs, 
A  thoufand  Pleafures  wait  me  at  Canopiis ; 
And  this  poor  trifling  Bufinefs  of  one  Life 
Encumbers  all :  Cajjandra !  Are  you  ready  ? 
We  will  be  feen  like  Jj:s  and  Ojiris, 
Drawn  in  one  Chariot,  for  admiring  Eyes 
_To  worfhip  as  we  pafs. 

Caf.  A  Word  in  private :  Coems,  attend  without.    (Exit. 
[^Caf.  ieails  the  King  to  a.  Comer  of  the  Stage;   Sofib. 
takes  his  Son  ti  the  other, 

Sojb, 
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Sofib.  to  Clean.  Now  I  am  twice  your  Father,  b/  pre-, 
ferving 
The  Life  I  gave  you,  which  your  Folly  hay.arded : 
Break  ofFall  Fricndniip  with  that  Spartan  King, 
Or  never  fee  me  more:  His  Fate's  refolr'd: 
Nor  can  you  ftem  the  Tide:  Avoid  his  Ruins; 
Reply  not,  but  obey. 

Clean.  I  know  my  Duty.  ,        {Bming, 

Sbfib.  Thou  overjoy'ft  me:  Follow,  we'll  talk  farther. 
[Ixeunt  SoflH.  and  ,Clean.  ■^ 

Caf.  what  think  you  of  Sojihius  and  his  Son  ? 

Vtol.  As  of  two  Creatures  zealous  for  my  Service. 

Caf.  Oh  Heav'ns!  That  lihouldlove  this  King  fo  wcll!-- 
But  that  I  doat :  What  can  I  fee  in  him  ? 
But  dull  good  Natuce  snd  Simplicity ! 
Well,  well!  my  little  Dea-,  I  find  the  Gods 
Have  given  me  here,  no  Bufmefs  of  my  own; 
But  made  me  juft  your  Drudge,  to  Love  and  fare  you. 

Ftol  Troteft  I  thought  'em  honeft;  are  they  not? 

C.tf.  Ye  Gods !  why  did  you  make  this  Mao  your  Image  > 
And  made  him  but  an  Image:  You'il  forgive  rac? 
I  love  you  fo,  that  I  am  forc'd  to  rail. 
You  faw  no  dofe  Conveyance  of  the  Game 
Betwixt  the  crafty  Sire,  and  cunning  Son. 
How  flily  one  invented  an  Excufe, 
And  t'other  took  it  up  as  dext'roufly  ? 

Tiol.  why  fure  C'lemthes  was  his  Father's  Spy, 

Caf.  Yes,  over  you ;  but  not  on  Cleomenes. 
I  fear  you  are  betray'd,  and  the  Gods  blind  you* 
To  make  your  Ruin  fure ! 

Ftol.  As  how,  Cajfandra  ? 

Caf.  When  you  arc  abfent  ■■ 

Ttol.  Well ! 

Caf  'Tis  in  their  Power  * 

Vtol.  To  murder  Cleomenes  — — 

Caf  If  they  pleafe; 
Or  eife  to  fet  him  free,  and  join  with  Magm. 

Vtol.  I  will  not  to  CancpHS. 

Caf  Yes ;  you  muft. 

Pw/.  But  how  fhail  I  be  fafc,  and  take  this  |ournnr  * 

O  4  '        'c4 
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Caf.  Leave  that  to  me. 

Ttol.  But  you  muft  go  along. 

Cftj.  No:  I  muft  ftay  here,  in  order  to  yonr  Safety, 
To  watch  the  growth  of  Danger,  and  prevent  it. 
This  cruel  Abfence  I  muft  undergo  j 
Or  elfc  I  love  you  not. 

Ptol.  Since  I  muft  go, 
ni  cheat  'em  of  a  Day,  and  come  before 
My  Time,  for  Jove  of  thee. 

Caf.  To  fum  up  all. 
For  we  are  both  in  hafte; 
Iiitruft  your  Royal  Signet  in  my  Hands.^ 

Ttol.  Join'd  with  Sofibius. 

Caf.  Would  you  truft  a  Statefman 
Before  your  own  dear  Heart?  You  love  him  better. 
You  naughty  Man, in  faith  you  do;  and  now  I  think on't, 
I  will  not  have  your  Signet :  By  this  Kifs, 
And  this,  and  this,  I  will  not. 

Hfl.  By  all  three,  thou  ftialt. 

[Ghjes  her  the  Signet  from  h'fs  Tmger. 
But  kill  this  Cleomenes  quickly,  he's  dangerous. 

Caf.  He's  in  fafe  Hands  with  me. 

Ttol.  One  more  Embrace. 

Caf  There,  take  it,  and  now  go : 
Thus  for  your  Good,  I  thruft  you  from  my  Arras." 

Ttol.  Farewel,  my  Love.  [_Exit  Ptolemy. 

Caf  Farev/el 1  hope  for  ever. 

Now  C/^(7?»f»«  I  will  found  thy  Soul: 

For  Life  and  Death  depend  upon  thy  Choice. 

But  for  that  eafie  Wretch,  him  I  contemn. 

Hard  ftate  of  Lovers!  fubjedtto  our  Laws! 

Fools  we  muft  have,  or  eife  we  cannot  fway  j 

For  none  but  Fools  will  Woman-kind  obey. 

If  they  prove  ftubbom  and  refift  our  Will, 

We  exercifc  our  Pow'r,  and  uft  'em  ill. 

The  pafllve  Slave  that  whines,  adores  and  dies. 

Sometimes  we  Pity :  But  we  ftill  defpife. 

But  when  we  dcat,  the  felf-fame  Fate  we  prove. 

Fools  at  the  beA :  But  double  Fools  in  Love. 
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We  rage  at  firft  with  il!-diflembled  Scorn; 

Then  falling  from  our  Height,  move  bafely  mourn  j 

And  Man,  th'infulting  Tyrant,  takes  his  Turn. 

Leaves  us  to  weep  for  our  negle£ted  Charms, 

And  hugs  another  Miftrefs  in  nis  Arms : 

And  that  which  humbles  our  proud  Sex  the  men; ; 

Of  all  our  flighted  Favour?,  makes  his  Boaft. 

lExit  Caflandra.' 
Enter  Cleomcnes. 

Cleom.  Her  Words,  herevcry  Look,  con fefsfhe loves  mc. 
And  therefore  flie  detains  theie  Hofiages : 
As  Pawns  of  my  Return  to  her  and  JEgypt. 
Thus  far  'tis  plain  and  obvious:  But  the  Pidlure. 
That  Hellen.    There's  the  Riddle  of  her  Love. 
For  what  I  iee,  or  only  think  I  fee. 
Is  like  a  Glimpfe  of  Moon-fliine,  ftreak'd  with  red  5 
A  fhuffled,  fullcn,  and  uncertain  Light, 
That  dances  thro'  the  Clouds,  and  fliut*  again : 
Then  'ware  a  riling  Temped  on  the  Main. 
Enter  Caflandra. 

C(tf.  l^Jide.']  I  would,  but  cannot  fpeak. 
The  Shame  that  fiiould  to  Woman-kind  belong. 
Flown  from  my  Bolbm,  hovers  on  my  Tongue. 

Cleom.  'Tis  rarely  feen,  that  Gods  from  Heav'n  defcends 
But  for  fome  kind,  fome  charitable  End. 
And  yet  your  troubled  Looks  ill  News  import. 
Stops,  or  Delays ;  but  that's  no  News  at  Court :  ' 
There's  fomew hat  which  your  Pity  would  difguife.' 

Caf  Would  you  could  read  that  fomewhat  in  my  Eyes#. 
But  as  you  are  a  Spartan  and  a  King, 
Undaunted  hear  whatever  News  1  bring : 
The  Favourite  hates  you  i  Coenus  has  bcrray'd 
The  bitter  Truths,  that  our  loofe  Court  upbraid. 
Your  Friend  was  lee  upon  you  for  a  Spy ; 
And  on  his  Witnefs,  you  are  doom'd  to  die. 

Ckom.  I  have  been  f  lung'd  already  twice  in  Wo3S, 
And  the  tliird  time  above  the  Waves  I  rofe. 
Still  1  have  Strength  to  fteer  me  into  Port, 
And  ihun  tte  fccret  Quick-fands  of  the  Court. 

P  s  But 
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But  when  ray  Friend,  who  fhould  expeftin*  ftand. 

On  the  bare  Beach,  to  lend  his  helping  Handj 

When  he  defends  th'unhofpitable  Shore, 

And  drives  me  thence,  I  fink  for  evermore. 

But  'tis  impoflible;  his  Faith  is  try'dj 

The  Man,  v/ho  had  defam'd  him  thus,  had  ly'd. 

C^f.  Well!  I  forgive  your  blunt  Laconick  v/aj, 
It  fha.l  be  feen,  it  fliall,  this  very  Day, 
Who  would  preferve  your  Life,  and  who  betray. 
The  King  incens'd;  the  Favourite  your  Foe, 
Yet  on  the  fame  Conditions  you  may  go : 
Your  Wife,  your  Son,  your  Mother  left  behind. 

Whi!<    yo-j.    now? 

C'eom.  'Tis  to  be  wondVous  Kind. 

Caf.  Suppofe  I  add  a  farther  Bounty  yet. 

Cleom.  It  could  but  make  your  Favours  over  weight. 

Caf.  What  if  I  went  my  felf  to  waft  you  o'er? 
And  left  you,  when  I  faw  you  fafe  afhore? 
For  I  fhould  leave  you,  if  you  thought  it  fit, 
Not  to  do  more  than  Honour  would  permit. 
Can  I  do  lefs  to  fliov/  yon  I  am  kind. 
To  Comfort  you  for  thofe  you  left  behind  ? 

GVo/w  The  World  v/ould  th'nk  you  kinder  than  you  ought. 

Caf.  V.'hy  fhould  I  care  what  bafe  ^gypuans  thought  ? 

deem.  Ira  mode-ate  Gifts  opprefs  me,  not  relieve ; 
Kor  dare  I  take,  v/hat  ruins  you  to  give. 

C-/  Leave  mc  to  judge  of  that.    I  could  prefcribe 
An  calie  way  of  giving  back  my  Bribe. 
Why  v/ou!d  you  faro.'  me  farther  than  my  Part? 
Look  en  my  Eyfsj  and  you  may  read  my  Heart. 

[Looks  on  her  as  by  flealth. 
Oh  there  you  met  me  with  a  guilty  Glance! 
Now  'tis  too  b.te  to  plead  your  Ignorance. 

Cleom.  I  am  fb  much  below^,  and  you  above. 
Wh.-it  can  I  fay  ? 

Caf.  But  one  kind  word.    I  love. 
Cieom.  As  far  as  Gratitude  that  Love  can  pay. 
Caf.  Oh  Hop  rot  there  i  for  that's  but  half  the  way: 
■t^Ouitl  you  to  one  poor  narrow  Word  confine 
Your  Fafifion  .>  when  I  put  no  Bounds  to  mine. 

CUom. 


C  L  E  0  M  E  N  E  S.  32,3 

Cleom.  Chora ! 

Caf.  No'w  you  fpeak  too  fbon ;  forbear. 
Nothing  can  pleafc  me,  that  begins  with  her. 

Cleom.  I  muft  begin,  where  Nature  void  of  Art 
Direfts  my  Tongue,  with  her  who  Rules  my  Heart. 

Caf.  Let  U5  together  fail  before  the  Wind, 
And  leave  that  dull  Domelfick  Drudge  behind. 

Cleom.  What?  to  expofe  her  helpJefs  Innocence, 
To  the  wild  Fury  of  an  injur'd  Prince? 

G»/ A  vain  Surmife;  their  Talents  would  agree,      j 
The  Gods  have  made  your  noble  Mind  for  mc:  > 

And  her  infipid  Soul  for  Ptolemy:  ^ 

A  heavy  Lump  of  Earth  without  Defire, 
A  heap  of  Afhes  that  o'er-lays  your  Fire. 

Cleom.  Virtue  you  mi: ft  allow  her,  tho'  a  Foe. 

Caf.  No  more,  than  what  I  would  to  Ice  and  Snowj 
Yet  thofe  have  Seeds  of  Heat;  her  fliivering  Blood 
Makes  her,  at  beft,  but  impotently  Good. 
But  neither  I  can  {ave  you,  if  you  ftay, 
Nor  fave  my  fclf  unlefs  I  go  away: 
For  if  I  flay  behind,  and  fct  you  free, 
The  Fury  of  the  King  would  fall  on  me. 

Cleom.  Then  to  prevent  your  Fate,  I  muft  not  go: 
Death  is  my  Choice,  fince  Heav'n  will  have  it  fo. 

Caf.  Heav'n  would  preferve  your  LifC;and  fo  would  I, 
But  you  are  obftinately  bent  to  die. 

Cleom.  Some  Men  are  made  of  fuch  a  leaky  Mold, 
That  their  fiil'd  Veflels  can  no  Fortune  hold : 
Pour'd  in,  it  finks  away,  gnd  leaves  'em  dryj 
Of  that  unfufceptible  Maki  am  I : 
Yet  think  not.  Fair  one,  -1  your  Charms  defpife. 
My  Heart's  infenfible,  but  not  my  Eyes. 
Refpeft  and  Gratitude  are  all  my  Srore, 
And  thofe  I  give:  My  Love  was  giv'n  before. 

Caf.  Thus  break  falfc  Merchants  with  an  honeft  fhow : 
Rich  to  themfelves,  but  Bankrupts  where  they  owe. 

Cleom.  If  at  this  awful  Diftance  I  remain. 
Better  be  too  Devout,  than  too  Profane. 

Caf.  Flattery!  fuch  Alms  thePriefthoodgivcs the  Poor, 
They  Blefs,  and  fend  'cm  empty  from  the  Door: 
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Know  you,  that  Death  ftands  ready  at  the  Gatej 
That  I  forbid  him,  and  fufpend  your  FatCi 
The  King's  Ihort  Abfence  leaves  me  ab&Iute; 
V/hea  he  returns,  th' inevitable  111 
Is  pad  my  Pow'r,  and  may  be  paft  my  Will: 
Unhappy  Man!  prevent  thy  Deftiny; 
Speak  one  kind  Word  to  lave  thy  Life  and  me. 
Cleom.  Be  anfwer'd,  and  expedt  no  more  Reply. 
Cuf.  Difdainhas  fwell'd  him  up,  and  choak'd  his  Breath  : 
Sullen  and  Dumb,  and  obftinate  to  Death. 
No  figns  of  Pity  in  his  Face  appear ; 
Look!  If  th' ungrateful  Creature  fhed  one  Tear! 
Cram'd  with  his  Pride,  he  leaves  no  room  within 
For  Sighs  to  ifiiie  out,  or  Love  to  enter  inJiHeturiuaway. 
What !  doft  thou  turn  thy  Face  in  my  Delpight  ? 
Am  I  a  Toad  ?  a  Monfter  to  thy  Sight  ? 
Farewel  fond  Pity  then  :  As  thou,  from  mc. 
So,  thy  good  Fortune  turns  her  Face  from  thee: 
Left,  fcorn'd,  and  loath'd,  and  all  without  Relief, 
Revenge  fucceeds  to  Love,  and  Rage  to  Grief: 
Tempefts  and  Whirlwinds  through  my  Bofbm  inove» 
Heave  up,  and  madly  mount  my  Soul  above 
The  reach  of  Pity,  or  the  bounds  of  Love. 
Approach,  and  fcize  the  Traitor. 

Enter  GtiurJt, 
Cleom.  Now  I  can  fpeak  j  thy  Kindncfs  kept  me  dumb : 
For  that  I  could  not  anfwer :  The  falic  Siren» 
No  longer  hiding  her  uncomely  Parts, 
Struts  on  the  Waves,  and  fhews  the  Brute  below. 

Caf.  Stop  that  foul  Mouth:  Behold  this  Royal  Signet; 
The  Warrant  of  his  Death.  [GuatHs  go  to  feiz^  him. 

Cleom.  Stand  back,  ye  Slaves,  [^He  draws  his  Sword.. 

And  put  mie  not  to  (lain  a  Spartan  Sword, 
With  bale  Egyptian  Blood. 

\_He  advances  upon  W,  they  retire  reith/ignt  of  Fear, 
Caf.  Fall  on :  behold  a  noble  Beaft  at  Bay, 

And  the  vile  Huntfmen  ihrink More  Aid ;  Wlio  waits  ? 

En:er  Clcanthes. 
Mow>  Sir,  what  brings  you  hcrci 
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Chm.  My  Zeal  to  ferve  you. 
Caf.  That  fliall  be  try'di  Diiarm  him. 
clean.  cUo?nenes\ 
Deliver  me  your  Sword. 
Cltom.  How's  this,  Cleanthes'i 
Clean.  It  mufl  be  fo! 
Cleom.  Is  this  a  Friend's  Advice, 
To  give  me  up  defencelefs  to  a  Crowd, 
"Whom  Arm'd  I  could  rcfift? 

Clean.  Muft  he  die,  MaJam! 
Or  be  referv'd  for  further  Punifiiment,- 
At  Ptolemy's  Return? 

Caf.  Why  ask  you  that? 
Clean.  Becaufe  his  Deftiny;  for  ought  I  find, 
Depends  on  you :  Think  firft,  and  then  Command. 

Caf.  Know  then,  that  his  laft  Thread  is  on  theDiftaflj 
And  I  can  cut  it  now.  - 
Clean.  And  are  refolv'd? 
Caf.  I  only  faid  I  can,  and  I  can  Save; 
Disarm,  and  hurt  him  not. 
Clean.  Once  more  your  Sword. 

Cleotn.  Send  off  thoie  Villains :  Tho'  I  fear  *cm  notj^- 
Yet  Cowards  aie  ofFenfive  to  my  Sight: 
Nor  fhall  they  fee  me  do  an  A6t  that  looks 
Below  the  Courage  of  a  Spartan  King. 
Caf.  Cleanthesl  May  I  truft  your  Faith? 
Clean.  You  may. 

Caf.  Be  gone,  and  wait  my  Call.  [Ex.  Guards. 

Cleom.  Cleanthes\   Still  my  Friend  ;  for  iucJi  I    hold 
Tho'  this  bad  Woman  fays  thou  art  my  Spyj  [thee, 

I  cannot  give  a  greater  Proof  than  this. 
That  I  believe  her  not :  [fahes  him  his  Svwi, 

If  thou  art  falfe, 

'Tis  in  thy  Power  to  fhow  it  fafely,  now : 
And  compafs  that  by  Treafon,  which  in  Arm* 
Nor  Thou,  nor  any  Man  alive  can  force. 
Remember  AiU,  J  gave  it  to  a  Friend : 
For  Life  and  Death  are  equal  in  themfdvcs; 
That  which  would  caft  the  Ballance,  is  thy  Falfl'.o^J, 
To  piake  my  Death  more  wretched, 
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clean.  Then  you  may  think  me  that,  which  you  call 
But  Duty  to  my  Father [Falfe, 

Cleom.  Say  no  more! 
I  would  not  curfe  thee,  for  thou  wer't  my  Fncnd. 
I  think  thee  ftill  as  honeft  as  thou  couldftj 
Impenetrably  good}  but  like  Achilles, 
Thou  hadft  a  foft  Egyptian  Heel  undipt, 
And  that  has  made  thee  Mortal. 

Caf.  Ckmthes,  thou'  haft  well  approv'd  thy  Faith: 
And  as  this  Palace  is  thy  Government, 
On  utmoft  Peril  of  thy  Life  feaire  him. 
One  farther  Word  [Whifpers: 

{Ex.  Cleanth.  looking  concernedly  on  Cleomenes. 

Cleom.  So  guilty  as  thou  art,  and  canft  thou  look 
On  him,  thou  haft  betray 'd  ?  Go,  take  thy  Hire, 
.Which  thou  haft  dearly  purchas'd,  and  be  great. 

Caf.  For  you,  brave  Sir,  as  you  have  given  my  Hopes 
But  Air  to  feed  on 5  Air  Ouli  be  your  Food: 
No  Bread  ftiall  enter  thefe  forbidden  Doors. 
Thin,  hungry  Diet,  I  confefs-  but  ftill 
The  liker  Spartm  Fare:  Keen  Appetites, 
Acd  quick  Dis;eftion  wait  en  you  and  yours. 
'    Cleom.  O  rnix  not  Innocence  and  Guilt  together; 
What  Love  have  they  refus'd,  or  how  offended? 
Be  Juft,  tho'  you  are  Cruel,  or  be  Kind, 
And  punifli  me  alone. 

C(tf.  There  Nature  works. 
Then  there  I'll  ftab  thee  in  thy  tender  Part. 

[Shrieks  of  Women  within. 

Cleom.  What  difmal  Cries  are  thofe? 

Caf.  Nothing,  a  trifling  Sum  of  Mifery, 
New  added  to  the  Foot  of  thy  Account: 
Thy  Wife  is  fei^'d  by  Force,  and  born  away ; 
Farewel,  I  dare  not  truft  thy  Vengeance  further. 

KMmiing  to  the  Door,  he  isftopt  by  Guards  with  drawn  Swords . 

Cleom.  Cleora There  ftands  Death,  hwx  no  Ckor 9 s 

I  would  find  both  together. 

I.mer  Cratificlea,  Cleonidas,  and  Pantheus  bloody  on  hit 
Hand. 

Crat.  Oh  King  o^ Sport a\ 

dtom.  Peace,  Mother,  Peace. 
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1  have  had  News  from  Heli  before  you. 
CUora's  gone  to  Death.     Is  there  a  Door, 
A  Cafement,  or  a  Rift  within  thefe  Walls, 
That  can  let  loofe  my  Body  to  her  Refcue  ? 

PM2th.  All  clos'd,  nothing  but  Heaven  above  is  open. 

Cleom.  Nay,  that's  clos'd  too :  The  Gods  are  deaf  to 
Hufli  then;  th' irrevocable  Doom's  gone  forth,    [Pray'rs! 
And  Prayers  lagg  after,  but  can  ne'er  o'er-take. 
Let  us  talk  forward  of  our  Woes  to  come. 

Crat.  Clemthes\  (Oh  coald  you  fufpeft  his  Faith?) 
'Twas  he,  that  headed  thofe,  who  forc'd  her  hence. 

Cleom.  Pantheus  h\tc^?,\ 

Van.  A  Scratch,  a  feeble  Dart, 
At  DiftaiKC  thrown  by  an  J£gyptian  Hand. 

Crai.  You  heard  me  not,  CLeanthes  is 

Cleotn,  He  was-         ■  no  more,  good  Mother, 
He  tore  a  Piece  of  me  away,  and  fJll 
The  void  Piace  akcs  within  me:  O  my  Boy, 
I  have  bad  News  to  tell  thee. 

Clean.  None  fo  bad, 
As  that  I  am  a  Boy :  Cleanthes  fcorn'd  me. 
And  when  I  drove  a  Thruft,  home  as  I  could. 
To  reach  his  Traitor    Heart,   he  put  it  by. 
And  cryed  as  in  Derilion,  Spare  the  Strippling; 
Oh  that  infulting  Word ;  I  wou'd  have  fwopp'd 
Youth  for  old  Age,  and  all  my  Life  behind, 
To  have  been  then  a  momentary  Man. 

Cleom.  Alas/  Thy  Manhood,  like  a  forward  Spring, 
Before  it  comes  to  bear  the  promis'd  FrUit, 
Is  blighted  in  the  Bud ;  Never,  my  Boy, 
Can'ft  thou  fetch  Manhood  up,  with  thy  fl-!ort  Steps, 
While  with  long  Strides  the  Giant  flalks  before  thee. 

Clean.  Am  I  to  dye  before  I  am  a  Man  ? 

Cleom.  Yes,  thou  muft  dye  with  me,  and  I  with  her 
Who  gave  me  Life :  and  our  poor  Infant  too  within, 
Muft  dye  before  it  knows  what  dying  means. 
Three  different  dates  of  Nature  one  would  thiak;    , 
But  Fate  has  cramm'd  us  all  into  one  Leafcj 
And  that  even  now  expiring. 
Fmt,  Yet  we  live. 
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Cleom.  No,  even  now  we  dye ;  Death  is  within  uSj, 
And  keeps  out  Life,  for  Nourilhment  is  Life, 
And  we  have  fed  our  laft;  Hunger  feeds  Death, 

Crat.  A  lingringDoom,  but  four  Days  hence  the  fame; 
And  we  can  fliortcn  thole,  turn  Days  to  Hours, 
And  Hours  to  Moments:  Death  is  in  our  Call. 

Font.  The  fooner  then,  the  better. 

Clean.  So  fay  L 

Fant.  V/hilc  we  h-.vc  Spirits  left  to  meet  him  boldly. 

CUon.  I'll  hold  my  Breath, 
And  keep  my  Soul  a  Pris'r.cr  in  i"ny  Bodyj 
There  let  it  creep  and  wander  in  the  Dark, 
Till  tir'd  to  find  no  Out-let,  it  retreats 
Into  my  Spartan  Heart,  and  there  lies  pleas'd : 
So,  we  two  are  provided.  Sir,  your  Choice?  [To  Cleom. 

Cleom.  Not  this  Difpatch,  for  we  may  die  at  Leifure. 
This  Famine  has  a  fharp  and  meager  Face : 
'Tis  Death  in  an  Undrefs  of  Skin  and  Bone: 
Where  Age  and  Youth,  their  Land-mark  ta'en  away. 
Look  all  one  common  Furrow. 

Crat.  Yet  you  chufe-it. 
To  pleafe  our  Foes,  that  when  they  view  our  Skeletons, 
And  find  'em  al!  alike,  they  may  cry  out. 
Look  how  thefe  dull  obedient  Spartans  dy'd, 
Juft  as  we  wifhd,  as  we  prefcrib'd  their  Death  j 
And  durft  not  take  a  nobler  nearer  Way. 

Cleom.  Not  fo,  but  that  we  durft  not  tempt  the  Gods^ 
To  break  their  Images  without  their  Leave. 
The  Moment  e'er  Caffandra  came,  I  had 
A  Note  without  a  Name,  the  Hand  unknown, 
That  bad  me  not  defpair,  but  flill  hope  well. 
Then  dye  not  yet ; 

For  Heav'n  has  Means  to  free  us ;  if  not  mc. 
Yet  thefe  and  you ;  I  am  the  hunted  Stag, 
Whofe  Life  may  ranfom  yours. 

Cr;j?.  No  more  of  that: 
I  find  your  diftant  Drift  to  die  alone : 
An  unkind  Accufation  of  us  ail, 
As  if  we  durft  not  die :  I'll  n^t  furvive  you! 

Tm:h,  Nor  I. 
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Cleon.  Nor  I. 

Cleom.   But  hear  my  Reafons! 

Enter  C'eora  in  a  Mack  Veil.  [Wallsl 

Ha!  Whit  Shadow's  this!  This  that  can  glide  through 
Or  pais  its  fubtle  l,imbs  through  Bolts  and  Bars ! 
Black  too !  like  what  it  rep-  efcnts,  our  Fate. 
Clear.  Too  true  a  Shadow  I,  and  you  the  Subftancff. 

{Lifts  up  her  Veil. 
Omu.  Clear. %\ 

Cleom.  Thus  let  me  grow  again  to  thee. 
Too  clofe  for  Fate  to  fever ! 
Or  let  Death  find  me  in  thefe  dear,  dear  Arms, 
And  looking  on  thee,  fpare  my  better  Parr, 
And  take  me  willing  hence. 

Crat.  What!  are  you  dreaming.    Son!  with  Eyes  caft  ' 
Like  a  mad  Prophet  in  an  Ecftafie?  [upwards. - 

Cleom.  Mufing  on  what  we  {aw. 
Juft  fuch  is  Death, 

With  a  black  Veil,  covering  abeaRteaus  Facs! 
Fear'd  afar  off 

By  erring  Nature :  a  miftaken  Phantom : 
A  harmlefs,  lambent  Fire.     She  kifles  Cold} 
But  kind,  and  foft,  and  fweet,  as  my  Ckora. 
Oh  could  we  know. 

What  Joys  fhe  brings;  atleafh  what  Ret!  from  GrieF? 
How  fhouid  we  prefs  into  her  Friendly  Arms, 
And  be  pkas'd  not  to  be,  or  to  be  happy  ? 

Ovw.  Look !  What  we  have  forgot !  The  Joy  to  fee 
Cleorn  here,  has  kept  us  from  enquiring, 
By  what  itranee  Means  (he  enter'd. 

Cleom.  Small  Joy,  Heaven  knows,  to  be  adopted  here. 
Into  the  meagre  Family  of  Famine  ! 
The  Houfe  of  Hunger :  therefore  ask'd  I  not; 
So  am  I  pleas'd  to  nave  her  Company, 
And  fo  difpleas'd  to  have  it  but  in  Death  ■ 

Cleor.  I  know  not  how  or  why,  my  furly  Goaler, . 
Hard  as  his  Irons,  and  infolent  as  Pow'r, 
When  put  in  vulgar  Hands,  CUanthes  gone. 
Put  off  the  Brute;  and  with  a  gloomy  Smite, 
(That  fliow'd  a  fidlcn  Loathnefs  to  be  kind,) 

Skrecn'd 
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Skreen'd  me  within  this  Veil,  then  led  me  forth; 
And  ufirg  to  the  Guards  CaJfmdnCs  Name, 
Made  that  my  Pafs-port;  Every  Door  flew  ope, 
T' admit  my  Entrance:  and  then  clapt  behind  lac. 
To  barr  my  going  back. 

Cleom,  Some  new  Refblve !  ... 

Capmura  plots,  and  then  refines  on  Malice : 
PJays  with  Revenge :  with  Rage  fhe  ihatch'd  you  hence, 
And  renders  you  with  Scorn:  I  thought  to  IIjow  you 
How  eafie  'twas  to  die,  by  my  Example, 
And  hanfel  Fate  before  you  :  But  thy  Prefence 
Has  chang'd  my  Mind,  to  drag  this  lingrin;^  Life, 
To  fhare  thy  Sorrows,  and  amft  thy  Wcaknefs. 
Come  in,  my  Friends,  and  let  us  praftife  Deaih, 
Stroke  the  grim  Lyon,  'till  he  grow  familiar. 
Ckoral  Thou  and  I,  as  Lovers  fhould, 
"Will  Hand  in  Hand  to  the  dark  Manfions  go. 
Where  Life  no  more  can  cheat  us  into  Woej 
That  fucking  in  each  others  kteft  Breath,  (Death. 

^e  may  transfuie  our  Souls,  and  put  the  Change  oa 

{Exeunt  Omits. 


ACT     V.     SCENE    I. 

£»/»•  Caflandra  and  Solibius. 

^5/  A  N  D  what 

x\    Have  you  determin'd  ? 
Caf.  He  (hall  die. 

Sof.  A  wholefom  Refolutioa :  Have  you  fu'd 
•  The  Time  ? 

Cdf.  He  daily  dies,  by  Hours  and  Moments : 
All  vital  Nourifliment  but  Air  is  wanting! 
Three  rifmg  Days  and  two  defcending  Nights 

^  Have 
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Have  chang'd  the  Face  of.Heav'n  and  Earth  by  turns  j 
But  brought  no  kind  Viciflitude  to  him  : 
His  State  is  ftill  the  fame:  with  Hunger  pinch'd: 
Waiting  the  flow  Approaches  of  his  Desth ; 
Which  lialting  on-wards,  as  his  Life  goes  back. 
Still  gains  upon  his  Ground! 

SoJ.  But  e'er  Fate  reach  him, 
The  Mercy  of  the  King  may  intcrpofe: 
You  have  the  Signet  ? 

C^/  Yes!  In  your  Dcfpight! 

Sof.  Be  not  difpleas'd,  fuppoie  he  fhou'd  efcape? 

Caf,  Suppofe  he  (hou'd  have  Wing?  ?  Impoflible." 

Sof.   Yet,   Keepers  have  been  brib'd :  To  whom  can- 
Impute  that  Crime,  but  you?  {Ptolemy 

Caf.   He  may:  But  let  him  if  he  dares: 
Come,  Statefman !  Do  not  Ihuffle  in  your  Paccj  ^ 

You  wou'd  expofe  me  to  the  People's  Hatred, 
By  hurrying  on  this  Aft  of  Violence: 
You  know  a  little  Thing  provokes  the  Crowd 
Againft  a  Miftrefs:  She's  the  Publick  Mark: 
Tnerefore  content  your  felf  I  will  be  fafe. 
Nor  ftiall  the  Priioner  die  a  fpeedier  Death, 
Than  what  my  Doom  decreed :  Unlefs  the  King 
Reverie  his  Orders,  by  my  Meflenger. 

Sof.  May  I  prefurae  to  ask  you,  whom  you  fent? 

Caf.  Thy  Son,  unknown  to  thee ;  for  fo  I  charg'd  him : 
And  this  the  promii'd  Hour  of  his  Return  .--Nay  wonder 
I  chofe  him  with  De fign :  That  whatlbc'er  [not, 

The  King  ordains,  you  bc:hfhou'd  lliare  th' Event:  [me! 
And  ftand  or  fali  with  me.     P mder  on  that,   and  leave 

Sof.  [afiue.}  What  can  flie  mean  ?  She  neither  kills  nor 
faves -.  [Exit  Sofibius. 

Caf.  Now  tcU  me,  Heart :  now  anfwer  for  thy  felf: 
What  wik  thou  do  /  and  what  doft  thou  dcfire ! 
His  Life?  No,  he's  ungrateful:  Or,  his  Death? 
I  tremble  at  that  Word.    What  then?  His  Love! 
His  Love!  my  Heart!  What!  by  Reftraint,  and  Famine? 
Are  thefe  the  Means  to  compafs  thy  Defign? 
Revenge !  My  Hand's  i'o  foft,  his  Heart  fo  hard, 
The  Blow  recojk,  and  hurts  me  while  I  ftnke! 

Like 
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Like  the  rrad  Viper,  fcourg'd  into  a  Rage, 
I  fliootinto  my  lelfmy  fatal  Sting." 
Ijiter  Mariner. 

Marin.  The  Ship  is  ready,  when  you  pleafe  to  fiih 
And  waits  but  your  Command:  The  Wind  flands  fair. 

Caf.  Be  fecret,  and  attend  my  farther  Plcafurc 

[Gives  him  a  Tur^'e,  (wd  exit  Marintr, 
So;  this  was  rime,  well  manag'd :  In  three  Days 

To  hire  a  Veflel Put  my  Wealth  on  Board : 

Send  off  th'  obferving  Son,  and  fool  the  Father : 

See  him  I  will,  to  ibund  his  lafl  Refolves, 

]f  Love  can  foften  hi'r,  or  Fear  can  bow. 

If  both  /hou'd  fail,  th'  ungrateful  Wretch  fliall  find", 

l^age  has  no  Bouruis  iii  flighted  Woman-kind. 

[£?ci>  Caflandra, 

SCENE,   4  Prij;oM. 

'Enter  Cleomcnes. 

Cleom.  No;Food;  And  this  the  third  arifing  Sa^i 
But  what  have  I  to  do  with  telling  Suns, 
And  meafuring  Time?  That  runs  no  more  fior  vCi%\ 
Tet  fure  the  Gods  are  good :  I  wou'd  thinH  fb. 
If  they  wou'd  give  me  leave; 
But  Virtue  in  Diftrefs,  and  Vice  in  Triumph  . 
Make  Atheifls  of  Mankind. 

£wf«r  Cratificlea. 
What  Comfort,  Mother? 

Crat.  A  Soul,  not  confcious  to  it  lelf  of  IIJ, 
Undaunted  Courage,  and  a  Mafter-miad: 
No  Comfort  elfe  but  Death, 
Who  like  a  lazie  Matter  ftands  aloof. 
And  leaves  his  Work,  to  the  flow  hands  of  Famine. 

Cleom.  All  I  would  ask  of  Heav'n, 
Is,  but  to  die  alone;   a  lingle  Ruin; 
But  to  die  o'er  and  o'er,  in  each  of  you, 
With  my  own  Hunger  pinch'd,  but  pierc'd  with  yoiprs ! 

Crat.  Grieve  not  tor  me! 

Cleom.  What!  nor  for  you,  my- Mother! 
I  am  ftrangel/  tempted  tQ  biaipheme  th^  Cod;? ; 

For 
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For  giving  me  fo  good,  £o  kind  a  Parent : 

And  this  is  my  Return,  to  caufe  her  Death ■ 

Crat.  Peace!  Your  Misfortunes  caufe  it,  not  your  Fatflt, 

Efi^er  Clcora. 
Cleom.  What!  my  CUorai 
I  ftretch'd  my  B  unds  as  far  as  I  could  go. 
To  flnm  the  Sight  of  what  I  cannot  helpj 
A  Flow'r  withering  on  the  Stalk  i'o'-  want 
Of  Nourifliment  from  Earth  and  Showers  from  Heaveft: 
All  I  can  g.ve  thee  is  but  Rain  of  Eyes — •       [Wiping  his  Eyes, 

Cieor.  /Alas!  I  have  not  wherewithal  to  weep: 
My  Eyes  grow  dim,  and  ftiften'd  up  with  Drought, 
Can  hardly  rowl  and  walk  their  feeble  round : 

Indeed 1  am  f  lint. 

Oat.  And  foam  I — -Heaven  knows !  However  \_-J^i, 
In  pity  of  'em  both,  I  keep  itfecret: 

Nor  fliall  he  fee  me  fall \Exit  Cratificlea, 

Cleom.  How  docs  our  helplefs  Infant  ? 
CUor    It  wants  the  Breaft,  its  kindly  Nourifliment: 
And  I  have  none  to  give,  from  thefe  dry  Cifterns, 
Which  uiuiipply'd  themfelves,  can  yield  no  more: 
It  pull'd  and  puU'd  i'ut  now,  but  nothing  came. 
And  laft  it  drew  lb  hard,  that  the  Blood  follow'd: 
And  that  red  Milk  I  found  upon  its  Lips, 
Which  made  me  fwoon  with  Fear. 

Cleom.  Go  in  and  reft  thee, 
And  hufli  the  Child  afleep.  [Exit  CIcorar 

Look  dow^n  ye  Gods~*— — • 
Look,  Hercules,  thou  Author  of  my  Race, 
And  Jog  thy  Father  Jove,  that  he  may  look 
On  his  negicfted  Work  of  Human-kind: 
TcL  him         I  do  not  Curfe  him :  But  Devotion 
Wiil  cool  in  after-times,  if  none  but  good  Men  fufFer.^— 
What!  another  increafe  of  Grief  ? 

'Enter  Ciconidas. 
Cleon.  O  Father! 

CUom.  Why  doft  thou  call  mc  by  fr»  kind  a  ^ame  ? 
A  Father!  That  impli.-s  prefiding  Care, 
Chearfui  to  give.— —Willing  himfelf  to  want! 
Whatc'cr  thy  Needs  rc(]uiie! 

CVw, 
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Cleon.  A  little  Food! 
Have  you  none,  Tather  ?  One  poor  Hungry  Moriel : 

Or  give  me  leave  to  die as  I  delir'dj 

For  without  your  Confent,  Heaven  knows,  I  dare  not, 

Cleom.  I  prithee  ftay  a  little:  I  am  loath 
To  fay  hard  things  of  Heaven ! 

Cleon.  But  what  if  Heaven 
Will  do  hard  things,  mull  not  hard  things  be  faid? 
Y'have  often  told  me,  that  the  Souls  of  Kings 
Are  made  above  the  reft  of  Humane  Race; 
Have  they  not  Fortunes  fitted  for  thole  Souh  ? 
Did  ever  King  die  Starved? 

Cleom.  I  know  not  that: 
Yet  ftill  be  firm  in  this :  The  Gods  are  good, 
Tho'  thou  and  I  may  perifh. 

Ckon.  Indeed  I  know  not. 
That  ever  I  offended  Heaven  in  Thought : 
I  always  faid  my  Prayers. 

Cleom.  Thou  didfl  thy  Duty. 

Cleon.  And  yet  you  loft  the  Battel  when  I  pray'd. 

Cleom.  'Twasin  theFatesIfhould:  But  hold  thee  there! 
The  reft  is  all  unfathomable  Depth  : 
This  we  well  know.  That  if  there  be  a  Blifs 
Beyond  this  preient  Life,  'tis  purchas'd  here. 
And  Virtue  is  its  Price. 

cleon.  But  are  you  fure 
Our  Souls  fhall  be  Immortal? 

Cleom.  Why  that  Queftion  ? 

cleon.  Becaufe  I  find,  that  now  my  Body  ftarves. 
My  Soul  decays :  I  think  not  as  I  did : 
My  Head  goes  round :  And  now  you  fwim  before  me  i 
Methinks  my  Soul  is  like  a  Flame,   unfed 
With  Oyl,  that  dances  up  and  down  the  Lamp, 
But  muft  expire  ere  long. 

cleom.  1  prithee  try  to  hold  it  while  thou  canft. 

Cleon.  I  would  obey  you. 
As  I  have  always  done,   but  I  am  faint ; 
And  when  you  p.'eafe  to  let  me  die,  I'll  thank  you. 

Cleom.  Thou  fhalthave  Food:  Ipromifc  thcc,thoufIialt. 

Cleon.  Then  you  fl.all  promife  to  have  Food  for )  our  fclf 
too ;  For 
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For  if  you  have  it  not,  I  would  refufc  to  eat: 

Nay  I  would  chufe  to  die,  that  you  might  feed  on  mc. 

Cleom.  Mark,  Heaven,  hAs  Filial  Love, 
And  if  a  Family  of  fuch  as  thefe 
Muft  pcriih  thus,  your  Model  is  deftroy'd 
By  which  you  made  good  Men. 

Enter  Pantheus  hxfiily. 

Tmth.  Be  chearful.  Sir,   the  Gods  have  fent  us  Food. 

Cle»m.  They  try'd  me  of  the  longcft:   But  by  whom  ? 

Tmth.  Go  in  and  fee. 

Clean.  Good  Father,  do  not  ftay  to  ask,  but  go. 

Cleom.  Go  thou — thy  Youth  calls  fiercer  than  my  Age. 

Clean.  But  then  make  hafte :  and  come  to  take  your  part: 
Hunger  may  make  me  impious  to  eat  all. 
And  leave  you  laft  to  ftarve— —  [Exit  Cleonidas. 

Panth.  Sir,  will  you  go? 

Cleom.  I  know  not :  I  am  half-feas  o'er  to  Death ! 
Aild  fince  I  muft  die  once,  I  wou'd  be  loth 
To  make  a  double  Work  of  what's  half  finilh'dj 
Unlefs  I  could  be  furc  the  Gods  wou'd  ftill 
Renew  thefe  Miracles :  Who  brought  this  Food  ? 

Fanth.  He's  here  that  can  refolve  you !        [Exit  Panth. 
Enter  Cleanthes  wiih  a  Sword  in  his  Hmd. 

Cleom.  How  dar'ft  thou  come  again  within  my  Sight  ? 
Thou  art — but  'tis  no  matter  what  thou  art,— — — > 
I'll  not  confider  thee  fo  far  to  think 
Thee  worth  Reproach. — Away,  away  M^tian! 
That's  all  the  Name  that's  left  Thee. 

Clean.  Such  I  appear  indeed :  (art: 

Cleom.  Why  then  for  once,  that  which  thou  fcem'ftithou 
Be  gone. 

clean.  Oh  I  have  been  too  long  away ! 
Cleom.  Too  foon  thou  art  return'd. 
To  triumph  o'er  my  Fate. 

Clean.  Forgive  me,  that  I  feem'd  your  Foe. 

Cleom.  Forgive  me,  Heaven,for  thinking  theemy  Friend ; 
No  more;  'tis  lofs  of  Time  to  talk. 

Clean.  Indeed  it  is. 
When  Hunger  calls  fo  loud  for  Suftenance. 
But  wheiher  Friend  or  Foe,  'tis  Food  1  bring. 

&t0m. 
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Gfcow.  'Tis  Poffon ;  and  my  Mother,  and  my  Wife, 
And  my  poor  famifh'd  Boy  are  eating  Death: 
Thou  wciild'ft  not  have  me  thinic  that  thou  repent'fl? 
Clenn.  Heav'n  knows,  1  do  not! 
Cleom.  Well  laid,  xVIan !  Go  on  —  and  be  not  bafhful 
To  own  the  Merits  of  thy  Wickednefs. 

Clean.  What  need  has  Innocence  of  a  Repentance? 
Cleom.  Shuffling  again !  Prithee  be  of  a  Piece. 
A  little  Steddincfs  becomes  a  Villain. 

Clean.  Oh!  Frienc!- for  yet  I  dare  to  call  you  £b  j 

Which  if  I  were  a  Villain}  fure  I  durll  not. 
Hear  me  —  or  kill  me ! 

Cleom.  So,  by  Heav'n,  I  would. 
For  thy  profaning  Friendfliip's  holy  Name; 
But  for  thou  fee'ft  no  Juftice  hanging  heie 
On  this  bare  Side,  thou  talk'ft  lecure  of  Vengeance. 
Clean.  Then  if  you  had  a  Sword,  my  Deaths  refolv'di 
deorn-  Thy  C«nfciencc  anfwei  s  thee. 
Clean.  Without  more  Evidence  than  bare  Surmifej 
Atmofl^,  Appearance  of  a  Crime  unprov'dj 
And  whi^e  unprov'd,  uncertain. 
Cleom.  Traitor,  no  more;  'tis  Fulfome! 
Clean.  Take  the  Sword  [Throws  it  to  him. 

CJeom.  I  thank  thee— ——draw  thy  own.     [Takes  it  up. 

Clean.  No Take  that  too.      [Draws  his,  and  offers  it, 

Cleom.  Fool  —  Would'il  thou  die  without  Detence  ? 
CUau.  I  would  not : 
But  you  forbad  me  to  defend  my  felf. 
Then,  when  you  would  not  hear  me ! 

Ckom.  Can  Falfliood  have  a  better  Argument 
Than  Force  for  its  Defence  ?  Trull  to  that  Topick, 
And  bear  thee  like  a  Man. 
Clean.  I  think,  I  do. 

Cleom.  What  kind  o  Man  is  that,  who  dares  not  fight? 
dean.  The  Man,  whodaresnot  when  his  Honour  calls. 
Is  what  you  mean ,  but  .what  I  never  was : 
For  Honour  never  llimmons  without  Rcafon. 
Force  is  the  Law  of  Biutcs.    The  dumb  Creation, 
Where  Words  and  Realoa  want,  appeal  tO'  Might. 
1  though:  a  King,  and  what  you  boaft,  a  S^artun, 

Might 
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Might  have  known  this  without  tl\' ^^^  p:im's  telling. 

Cleom.  Come,  come ;  thou  dar'ft  not  fight. 

•XJlean.  By  Heav'n,  I  dare. 
But  firft  my  Honour  muft  be  juftify'd. 
If  you  dare  be  my  Ji-idge: 
For  in  this  crude  and  indigefted  Quarrel, 
If  I  fhould  fall  unheard,  you  kill  your  Friend, 
The  Man  who  lov'd  you  beft,  and  holds  you  deareft. 
And  fhould  you  perifli  in  th'unjufl:  Attempt, 
Tlxe  Sword  that  flew  you,  fhou'd  revenge  your  Death : 
For  I  fhould  fbon  o'ertake  you  in  the  way. 
To  quit  my  felf  before  you  reach'd  the  Shades, 
And  told  your  Tale  to  Minos.  [thee, 

Cleom.  Then  I  muft  liear :  But  fwear,  fwcar  fird:  I  charge 
That  when  I  have  pronounc'd,  thou  wilt  no  more 
Prolong  thy  Prattle  with  fome  new  Excufe:  ^ 

And  prithee  cut  it  ihort becaufe  I  faint. 

And  long  to  kill  thee  firft ;  Oh,  I  am  going, 
A  rifing  Vapour  rumbles  in  my  Brains. 

I  hear  my  Words  far  off liand,  ftand,  thou  Traitor, 

And  fwim  not  thus  before  me 'tis  too  late, 

j^Pitts  the  Point  upon  the  Ground  once  or  twice,  leans  en't, 
aniljiaggers. 
And  I  fall  unreveng'd [Ojfers  to  rmut  himnndisfdliitg. 

Clem.  What,  ho,  Pantheus ! 

[^Runs  to  him,  and -takes  him  in  his  Arm;, 
The  beft  of  Men  is  dying  in  my  Arms, 
Aod  I  want  Pow*f  to  fave  him. 

Enter  Pantheus. 

Tarah.  Oh  Hcav'ns!  what  means  this  direful  Obje£t? 

Clean.  Ask  not  with  unaffifting  Pity;  bowhim  forw.^rd; 
Rub  his  numb'd  Temples,  while  I  wipe  the  Sweat 
From  his  cold  clammy  Face,  ■v.- 

Fanth.  His  mounting  Heart 
Bounces  againft  my  Hands,  as  if  it  would 
Thruft  off  his  manly  Soul. 

clem.  -Wrenchope  his  Mouth, 
While  I  infufe  thefe  Sovereign  Drops,  whofc  PowV 

Will  foon  recal  his  wander'd  Senfe 

[He  inftilU  Jomewhat  out  of  a  Vidinto  his  Mouth. 

Vol.  VI.  P  He 
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He  ftirs. 

And  ftretches  now,  and  feems  t'  efiay  his  Limbs. 

Cleom.  Where  am  I  ?     IStaadb^arfhile,  they  fttffort  him. 

clean.  In  his  Arbs,  who  dy'd  with  you  j 
.  And  now  you  live,  revives. 

Cleon^.  Art  thou  Fantheus? 

Tanth.  Believe  your  Eyes,  I  am. 

Cleom.  Speak  then,  and  truly,  (for  I  troft  not  him,) 
"Who  brought  me  back  to  Life? 

Tmth.  "W  ho,  but  he,  who  was  left  finglc  with  you. 
Who  caught  you  falling  in  his  faithful  Arms  j 
And  not  alone  fufficient  to  reftore  you, 
Call'd  loud  for  my  Afliflance : 
I  found  him  propping  you  with  trembling  Hands j 
His  Eyes  fo  haggard,  I  could  fcarce  diftinguifh 
Who  was  the  hving  Friend,  and  who  the  dead. 

Cleom.  All  this  Cleanthes  I  This,  what  this  Ckanthes  ? 

Tanth.  Yes,  your  Cleanthes. 

Clean.  Your  fufpefted  Friend, 
"Much  wrong'd,  but  ever  faithful! 

cleom.  Art  thou  fure 
I  live?  Or  am  I  in  the  Regions  of  the  dead? 
And  hear  the  Fables  there ;  my  felf  a  Fable? 

Tmth.  Go  in,  and  fee  your  chearfiil  Family 
Eating  his  Bread,  brought  in  their  laft  Diftrcisj 
And  with  a  good  miftaking  Piety, 
Firft  blefling  him,  then  Heaven ! 

Ckom.  Wlien  I  hear  this,  I  have  no  need  offood^ 
I  am  reftor'd  without  it. 

Clean.  Then,  now  hear  me, 
How  I  was  forc'd  into  this  feeming  F^Hiood, 
To  fave»iny  felf,  the  only  Means  remaining 
To  fave  the  Man  I  love  beyond  my  felf; 
And  gain  a  needful  Credit  with  Cajpmdra : 
And  yet  even  then  deceiv'd,  and  fent  far  off 
For  three  long  Days,  unknowing  of  your  Want;, 
Not  tliinking  flie,  who  lov'd,  could  ufe  you  thus. 
By  Famifhment  to— — — 

Cleom.  O  no  more !  no  naore ! 
For  now  I  undcrftaud  e'er  thou  can.1  /pcik  it  ha'f ; 
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To  thee  I  aw'd  the  feixing  of  my  Sword, 

Left  I  ftiould  fall  by  odds My  Wife's  return. 

All,  all  to  thee Atid  thou  art  more  than  AH : 

Canft  thou  forgive  me?  Can'ft  thou,  my  Clemthes? 
Can  I  dcferve  thus  to  grow  here  once  more : 

[Emk'mngMm. 
Let  me  embrace  my  felf  quite  into  thee. 
Cleim.  Come,  come  a& fiercely  as  thou  wilt — I  meet  thee— 

[Embracts  Cleomenesu 
I  clofe  within  thee,  and  am  thou  again. 
Vanth.  Why,  this  is  as  it  fhou'd  be. 
Ckom.  I  could  not  thus  have  taken  to  the  Death 
Another's  FalO.ood,  but  thine,  only  thine : 
For  infinitely,  infinitely  loving, 
'Twas  a  wide  Gap  thou  mad'il  within  my  Bofom, 
And  as  my  Soul  rent  from  mc. 

Clem.  But  thy  Hunger! 
This  violent  Tranfport  of  my  Reconcilement, 

Makes  me  forget  thy  Wants When  1  embrac'd  thee. 

Thy  fpungy  Body  dwindled  in  my  Arms, 
And  like  a  Ghoft  fled  from  me. 

Cleom.  I  could  eat-  {Going  in. 

Now  my  firft  Appetite  of  Love  is  ferv'di 
And  that  was  much  the  keeneft :  Let  us  in ; 
For  Life  looks  lovely  now,  and  worth  prelerving. 

Clem.  Not  that  way.  Friend 

It  leads  you  to  the  Women,  and  the  Boy. 

Cleom.  And  why  muft  I  avoid  thofe  tender  BlclTings  ? 
Clean.  Even  fuch  becaufe  they  are,  you  muft  avoid  tlwrn. 
For  1  muft  tell  you.  Friend,  you  have  but  time 
To  fnatch  a  hafty  Mor£'l,  and  away  : 
Nothing  of  Manhood  muft  be  clogg'd  or  foften'd 
With  Womanifh  Sighs  and  Tears,  and  kind  Adieu's! 
And  thofe  ill-tim'd  Remorfes  of  good  Nature, 
When  your  whole  Soul  is  needful. 
fanth.  You  tell  us  Wonders ! 
CleMi.  At  the  King's  Return, 
Which  daily  we  expeft,  your  Death's  refolv'd : 
This  Hour's  your  own!  Take  it,  and  tempt  your  Fortune  j. 
Some  few  brave  Friends  I  hope  to  add : 
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If  not,  all  Egypt's  number'd  in  my  felf. 

deom.  I  am  all  on  Firej  now  for  a  lucky  puli 
At  Fate's  laft  Lottery: 
I  long  to  fee  the  Colour,  white  or  black ; 
That's  the  God's  Work :  And  if  I  fall  their  Shame, 
Let  'em  ne'er  think  of  making  Heroes  more, 
if  Cowards  muft  prevail. 

Far/tb:  The  fewer  Hands, 
The  fewer  Partners  in  the  Share  of  Honour. 

C/ww,  Come,  my  Pmtheus :   Lead,  my  beft  Clemthes  t 
"We  three  to  all  the  World. 

Cltan.  Magas,  and  Liberty,  let  be  the  Word : 
Magas  is  lov'd,  and  Liberty  defir'd. 
A  fhort  Refeftion  waifs  at  the  Lieutenant's, 
That  honeft  Friend,  who  fent  you  back  your  Wife; 
We'll  drink  a  Bowl  of  Wine,  and  pour  the  reft. 
Not  to  the  Dog  AmbU ;  but  to  Jovty 
The  Freer  and  Avenger.  [pceum. 

Inter  Cratiliclea,  Cleora,  Cleonidas. 

deer.  Gone and  without  taking  leave! 

Crat.  The  better. 
He  bated  me  the  Forms,  and  you  the  Fondneft, 

Clean.  Pmthetu  too,  and  he  who  brought  the  Food, 
The  brave  Egyptian,  vanifli'd  all  together. 

Cleor.  Oh,  my  fore-boding  Souli  he's  gone  to  Death! 
And  that  Clemthes,  whom  thou  call'ft  the  brave,     - 
Has  baicly  train'd  him  out  to  his  Deftrudion! 

Crat.  Sufped  him  not :  When  Fate  was  in  his  Power, 
And  by  a  Method  fo  fecure  as  Famine  j 
To  fave  us  then,  (hows  he  had  little  Need 
To  trick  my  Son  to  Death : 
I  have  a  better  Profpeft  of  th'  Event. 

Cleor. Dear  Mother !  Comfort  me,  and  telJyourThoughtSi 
For  I  fee  nothing  but  a  gathering  Tempeft, 
Horror  on  Horror  to  the  end  of  Heaven! 

Crat.  No,  no  j  you  are  not  of  a  Soul  to  bear 
The  mighty  Good  and  111  that  meet  mid- way. 
As  fron^  two  Goals ;  and  which  comes  firft  upon  us. 
Fate  only  knows. 

CUotf,  Tjhcn  fpcak  to  me;  for  I  can  ftand  the  Shock, 
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Like  a  young  Plant  that  fattens  in  a  Storm, 
And  deeper  drives  the  Root, 

Crat.  Thy  Soul's  too  ftrong  ;  thy  Body  yet  too  weak,' 
To  bear  the  Crufli .  Be  ftill,  and  wait  thy  Doom. 

[^  Crywithin:  Liberty,  Liberty  \  Magas,  Magasj  I&^//;i 
for  Magas,  (tml  for  Liberty. 

Ckon.  What  noble  Sound  was  that  ?  So  fmart  and  vigoroui  ? 
A  Soul  in  every  Word. 

Crat.  Why  that  was  it, 
I  thought,  was  doing  ;  but  I  durfl:  not  tell. 
Till  now  it  (hows  it  felf. 

The  Work's  begun,  my  Boy;  the  Work's  begun: 
There  was  thy  Father  in  that  Warlike  Shout, 
Stemming  the  Tide  of  JEgypt. 

Cleor.  O  comfort  me,  my  Husband's  Mother;  fay. 
My  Lord  may  live  and  conquer. 

Crat,  Poflfibly: 
But  ftill  make  fure  of  Death:  Truft  we  tojthar. 
As  to  our  laft  Referve. 

Cleor.  Alas,  I  dare  not  die^  • 

Grat.  Come,  come,  you  dare: 
Do  not  belie  your  Courage. 

Cleor.  Heaven  help  me,  I  have  none. 

Crat.  Then  dare  you  be  a  Slave  to  bafe  JEgyptlans  ? 
For  that  muft  be,  if  you  outlive  your  Husband. 

Cleor.  I  think,  I  durft,  to  fave  my  fclf  from  Death.'- 

Crat.  Then,  as  a  Slave,  you  durft  be  ravilh'd  too  ? 

Cjeor.  The  Gods  forbid. 

Crat.  The  Gods  cannot  forbid  it 
By  any  way  but  Death. 

Ckor.  Then  I  dare  die. 

Crat.  I  told  you  fo :  You  did  not  know  your  Virtue.^ ' 
Poor  trembling  thing;  I'll  warm  thee  in  my  Bofom, 
And  make  thee  take  Death  kindly. 

\_Another  Shout  within:  Liberty  and  Magas .' 

Cleon.  What  muft  become  of  me? 

Crat.  More  Trouble  yet  about  this  paltry  Being  ? 
For  Shame  no  more  fuch  Qualms ! 

Cleon.  No  more  fuch  vile  Miftakes!  I  would  die  warm;. 
And  not  in  Women's  Company— —but  Men's. 
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"Whether  Ibme  God  infpires  me  to  this  ACt, 

Or  Fate  inevitably  calls  me  on, 

I  will  not,  cannot  flay : 

Eut  as  a  generci^s,  unfiefh'd  Hound,  that  hears 

From  far  the  Hunter's  Horn  and  chearful  Cryj^ 

So  will  I  hafte;  and  by  the  Mufick  led, 

Come  up  with  Death  or  Honour [Fxitl 

Cleor.  Stop  him,  dear  Mother  j  he  may  comfort  us, 
But  cannot  help  his  Fnther. 

Crat.  The  Hero's  Blood  is  not  to  be  controul'd  5 
Even  in  a  Child  'tis  madly  Mafterful : 
But  wait  we  patient  with  our  petty  Stakes, 
Which  on  thofe  greater  Gamelters  muft  depend  ; 
For  as  they  throw,  our  little  Lots  muft  foiiow, 
Likefwcepings  of  their  hcilp,  ["CratiiidcaaWi^CIeora  geh. 

[Trumpets,   A  Jhut  loithm:  Liberty rt>iberty,  and  Magtg. 
Imer  Cleomenes,  Cleanthes,  Pantheus,  foUoxped  by  [omc 
few  ^Egyptians. 

Ckom.  What?  Is  this  populous  City  tum'da  Dcfart? 
The  Cry  of  Liberty  runs  on  before  usj 
And  yet  not  one  appears ! 

By  Hercules !  we  drive  'em  through  their  Town  1 
TJjey  dare  not  ftay  to  welcome  tneir  Deliverers. 

Clean.  The  Cowards  are  afraid  of  what  they  wifh  : 
And  cou'd  they  be  their  own,  they  wou'd  be  ours. 

Cleom.  They're  gone!  We  talk  to  Houfes  and  to  Walls,' 

Panth.  Not  fo:  I  fee  fome  peeping  from  their  Doors. 
What  are  you,  Friends  or  Foes  ? 

Tour  ^Egyptians  nlfear  peeping  at  the  oppofitt  Intrmces  of 
the  Stage. 

I  JE^ypt.  Friends,  Friends :  All  honeft  Men, 
And  heatcy  to  the  Caufe. 

Clean.  Explain  v/ hat  Caufe— — and  give  the geiwral  Crjt 

I  C^  a  JEgypt.  Liberty  and  Magas.  \ 

.   Ckom.  [in  their  Tone.']  Liberty  and  Magas ! 
The  Cowards  whifper  Liberty  fo  foftly. 
As  if  they  were  afraid  the  Gods  Ihould  hear  itt 
And  take  'em  at  their  Word. 

I  JEgypt. 


C    1/  E  O   M   E    N   E    S.  545: 

I  Egypt.  No,  Friend:  We  Vulgar  never  fear  the  Gods:- 
But  we  whifper,  for  fear  our  over-thwart  Neighbours 
S|iould  hear  us  cry,  Liberty^  an4  betray  us  to  the  Go- 
vermnenr.  [gypf- 

Clean.  Of  what  Side  are  you  there?    [To  the  oppojite  E- 

3  Eoypt.  That's    according  as  you  flicceed :  Of  your 
Side  hitherto. 

Tmth.  If  you  are  Men,  come  join  with  us, 

4  E^yft.  You  are  too  few  for  us  to  join  with  you ; 
but  get  the  greater  Party  of  your  Side,  and  we'll  be  fuic 
tp  help  the  Common  Cry. 

Cleom.  Dare  you  do  nothing  to  aflert  your  Freedom  ? 

3  E^ybt.  Yes;  We'll  pray  devoutly  for  you. 

Clean.  The  brave  pray  with  their  Swords;  that's  a 
Man's  Part.  .        [ing; 

4  Egypt.  Pray  with  our  Swords,  the  Law  calls  Fight- 
And  Fighting  is  Blood-lhedi  AndBlood-Aied  is  Hanging; 
And  Hanging  is  the  Part  of  a  Dog,  and  not  of  a  Man ;  in 

my  Opinion,  [psts  mthm. 

1  E^ypt.  Every  one  fliift  for  himfelf.  [Egyptian  Tmm- 
The  Government  is  a  coming. 

\They  jhr'mk  bMk  in  a  Fright,  and  clap  the  Donrs. 

CUon.  Run;  couch,  ye  Cowards,  to  your  Tyrant  Lords. 
A  Dog  you  worfhip,  and  partake  his  Nature : 
A  Race  of  fpeaking  Spaniels. 

Tant.  Let  'em  go;  we'll  do  our  Work  without  'em. 

Clem.  The  Comfort  is,  our  Foes  are  like  our  Friends- 
Holy -day  Hfro'^j  drawn  out  once  a  Month,   j 
At  publick  Charge,  to  Eat,  and  to  be  Drunk : 
Mere  Mouths  of  War. 
Eater  Sofibius  and  Coenus  at  the  Head  of  many  Egyptians-. 

They  who  [poke  before,   bolt  out  of  their  Doors,  and  join 

with  them, 

Sofib.  'Twas  what  I  always  fear'd;  e'en  when  I  fav'd 
To  find  thee  thus  engag'd  among  my  Foes :  [  rhee:> 

Bat,  yet  fubmit;  And  I  can  yet  forgive  Thee: 
Confider;  for  'tis  all  1  have  time  to  fay. 
Thou  fight'ft  againft  thy  Father. 

Clean.  Againft  my  Father's  Caufe,  but  not  my  Father : 
If  you  wou'd  needs  become  your  felf  a  Slave, 
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And  get  me  fuch,  I  muft  redeem  us  both, 
And  will,  or  perifh  in  rhc  brave  Attempt.  [Thee; 

Scfib.     Withdraw  thy  fc!f  from    Ruin:   I  command 
CU»n.  Command  I  cannot:  But,  I  beg  you.  Sir, 
Engage  not  for  an  Arbitrary  Power, 
That  odious  Weight  upon  a  Free-born  Soul. 
Sojii.  This  is  too  much;  fall  on:  But  fpare  my  Son. 

'Enter  Caflandra  attended. 
Caf.  Sojihius,  hold!  Withdraw  your  Men  to  Diftance: 
You  know  this  Signet :  Obey  your  King  in  Me. 

[Shews  the  Signet. 
Soph.  Never  more  gladly  :  The'  my  Son's  a  Rebel  i 
Yet  Nature  works  to  fave  him. 

Caf.  Then  rather  than  he  ftiou'd  untimely  fall, 

[Csenus  dravs  <»jf  SofibiusV  Men. 
I  wou'd' forgive  the  Reft,  and  offer  Life 

[Panth.  Cleom.  Men,  Ex.    Mment  CafT.  Sofib.  Clean;, 
JEren  to  that  Fugitive,  if  he  pleafe  to  treat. 

Cleom.  Be  (hort :  and  if  you  can,  for  once,  fincere. 
.  Ci/  What  can  you  hope  from  this  unequal  Fight, 
Where  Numbers  rife  from  every  Foe  you  kill. 
And  grow  from  their  Defeat  ? 

Cliom.  We  come  refolvd : 
And  to  die  killing  is  a  kind  of  Conqueft. 

Ciif.  But  are  not   Life  and  Freedom  worth  accepting. 
When  offer 'd  J  and,  with  fuch  Conditions  too. 
As  make  "era  both  more  pleafing  ?   Your  Friend's  Safety, 
Your  Son,  your  Mo  ther,  and  that  only  She, 
Who  loves  you  beft,  for  your  Companion  home : 
You  know  v/hat  Sh  e  I  mean.  [Ajide  to  him. 

Cleom.  No  private  Parley- ■  [Stepping  back. 

Spartans  do  all  in  publick. 

Clean.  We  know  your  Reafons  for  thofe  fecret  Whif- 

And  to  your  Infamy [pcrsj 

Ckom.  \_Afide  t  o  him.']  Peace,  Peace,  my  Friend. 
No  Injuries  from    Women  can  provok^ 
A  Man  of  Honour  to  expofe  their  Fame. 
Madum  j  We  un  derftand  each  other  well: 
My  Son,  my  M  other,  and  my  Wife  rcftor'd, 
Tw  Peace>    if  n  ot,  'tis  War. 
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Sojth,  A  fair  Propofal:  Be  it  Peace. 

Caf.  No,  Fool!  ^Tis  War.  Know,  heavy  Hero,  know, 
I  gain'd  this  time  for  my  fecure  Revenge 5 
To  feize  thy  Wife  and  Mother :  And  to  ftab  Thee 
On  both  fides  of  thy  Heart,  they're  gone  to  die. 
To  make  thy  Death  more  painful.  Farewel,  Traytor ! 
And  thank  thy  felf—not  me—  [Ex.  Caf.  (^  Sofib. 

Cleom.  Revenge,  Revenge, 
'And  fpeedy  Death,  or  Conqueft :  Hold,  deanthes  I 

Enter  Cleonidas. 
Poor  Boy ! 

By  Heaven,  I  am  pleas'd  to  fee  thee  fafe  this  Moment, 
The'  I  expedl  the  next  to  lofe  thee.    Guard  him, 
Cleanthes :  Set  him  fafe  behind  the  Front. 

Cleanth.  Come,  Sir:  You  are  now  my  Charge! 

Clem.  The  Gods  forbid 
That  I  Ihould  feck  this  Danger,  and  not  fliare  it. 

[To  Cleom.']  Forgive  me.  Sir,  that  once  I  difobey  yoUr 
To  prove  my  felf  your  Sonj  living,  or  dying, 
I'll  not  be  lels  than  Man. 

Cleom.  Oh!  I  could  chide  Thee. 
But  there's  no  time:  for  Love  and  Anger  both         .. 
Fight  by  my  Side;  and  Heaven  proteft  thy  Courage. 

j^Cleomenes,  Cleanthes,  Cleonidas,  and  their  Varty  go  0$ 
the  Stage  to  fight  the  Egyptians. 
Trumpets,  Drums,  Shouts  and  Clafh'mgs  within. 
Tf^e-tnter  both  Parties— The  Egyptians  firjl:  Driven  ^^Cleo- 

xnenes.    Pantheus  ready  to  kill  Sofibius, as  having- 

him  down:  Cleanthes  runs  to  him,  and  inter pojes.' 

Clean.  Pantheus,  hold ;  or  turn  thy  Sword  on  me. 

Vanth.  [to  Sofib.]  Rife  Sir;  and,  thank  your  Son. 

Clean.  [  to  Panth.]  Purfue  the  Foes:   I  have  no  Joy  of 
Till  I  have  (et  my  Father  fafe.  [Conqueft, 

Sfifib.  The  Gods  reward  thy  pions  Care. " 

Clean,  leads  of  his  Father;  while  Pantheus  fiUom  Cleo- 
menes:  The  Egyptians  are  driven  to  the  bottom  of  the- 
Stage:  They  make  a  wheeling  Fight;  fiill  retiring  before 
the  Spartans:   Cleonienes  advances  eagerly  after  the 

i     Egyptians,  and,  with  Pantheus,  drives  'em  off:  Clco- 

•    nidas  n  left  behind'.  Sj  is  Coenus  who  had  fknlkd. 

^  S  Coems. 
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Coems,  This  was  well  watch'd :  The  Boy  Is  left  un'J 
guarded.  [Thrujis  at  Cleonidas  behind. 

CUon.  Oh !  I  am  flain  by  Treafon ! 
Revenge  me.  Royal  Father. 

'Re-enter  Cleomenes. 

Cleom.  'Twas  fure  his  Voice:    \_Sees  him  on  the  CroHnd. 
Too  fure :  Pity  and  Rage 
Diftrad  my  Soul :  But  Rage  will  firft  be  ferv'd. 

[Runs  at  Comus  and  kills  him. 
There's  Juftice  for  my  felf  and  for  my  Son ! 
Look  up,  fwcet  Boy, 
And  tell  me  that  thou  liv'fl. 

Clean.  Fain  I  would  live 
To  comfort  yoii;  I  bleed,  and  am  afliam'd 
To  fay  I  faint,  and  call  my  felf  your  Son; 

0  TraytOr  Coenus !  What's  become  of  him  ? 
Cleom.  Look,  there  he  lies. 

Clean.  I  am  glad  on't. 
Forgive  me,  Heav'n :  I  hope  'tis  no  Offence 
To  fay  I  am  glad,  becaufe  he  kill'd  mc  bafely. 
Still,  I  grow  fainter :  Hold  mc,  hold  mc,  Father.' 

Cleom.  Cheer  up,  and  thou  Ihalt  live. 

Clean.  No :  I'm  jufl:  dying. 

Cleom.  What  ihall  I  lofe  ? 

Clean.  A  Boy :  That's  all.  I  might  haveliv'd  to  Manhoo3  \ 
But  once  I  muft  have  dy'd 

Cleom.  But  not  before  thy  Father  ? 

Clean.  Nay,  then  you  envy  me,  that  I  am  firft  HappyJ 

1  go 5  and  when  you  come,  pray  find  me  out. 

And  own  me  for  your  Son  [Dies. 

Cleom.  There  went  his  Soul :  Fate  thou  haft  d<Mie  xkj 
worft, 
And  all  thou  canft  henceforth,  is  but  mean  Slaughter  j 

The  gleanings  ot  this  Harveft. 

JEKier  Pantheus. 
Tooth.  Sir,  y'are  well  found :  our  Enemies  arc  fled  : 
I  left  our  Men  purluing,  and  made  hafte 
To  bring  this  joyful  News. 
Ckfim.  Look  there,  and  if  thoudar'ft,  nowgivemejoy? 

J'mth^ 
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Tofith.  Enough!  y'have  ftopp'd  my  Mouth— —what! 
Coenus  kill'd  ? 
I  ask  no  Queftions  then  of  who  kill'd  who : 
The  Bodies  tell  their  Story  as  they  Ke. 
Hafte,  and  revenge! 

Cleom.  Where  are  our  Enemies? 

Tanth.  Seulking,  difperft  in  Garrets,  and  in  Cellars.' 
Enter  Cleanthes. 

Cieom.  Not  worth  the  feeking :  Are  thefe  fit  t'attone  • 
For  Cleomenes  Mother,  Son,  and  Wife  ? 
But  what  the  Gods  have  left  us,  we  mufl:  take. 

Cltitn.  'Tis  all  in  vain :  we  have  no  further  Work : 
The  People  will  not  be  dragg'd  out  to  Freedom : 
They  bar  their  Doors  againft  it :  Nay,  the  Prifoners 
Even  guard  their  Chains,  as  their  Inheritance; 
And  Man  their  very  Dungeons,   for  their  Mafters : 
Left  Godlike  Liberty,  the  Common  Foe, 
Should  enter  in;  and  they  be  judg'd  hereafter 
Accomplices  of  Freedom. 

Fanth.  Then  we  may  {heath  our  Swords. 

CUm,  We  may,  Pamheusy 
But  fo  as  brave  Men  fhould,  each  in  his  Bolbms 
That  only  way  is  left  us  to  die  free. 

Cleom.  All's  loft  for  which  I  once  deiir'd  to  live, 

Tanth.  Come  to  our  Bufinefs  then :   Be  fpecdy  Sir  j 
And  give  the  Word  5  111  be  the  firjft,  to  charge 
The  grim  Foe,  Death. 

Cleom.  Fortune,  Thou  haftreduc'd  me  very  low? 
To  do  the  Drudgery  of  Fate  my  felf ! 
What!  not  one  brave  Egypttm!  not  one  worthy; 
To  do  me  manly  Right,'  in  fingle  Combat! 
To  fall  beneath  my  Fury  ?  For  that's  Juftice: 
But,  then  to  drag  me  after :  For  to  die. 
And  yet,  in  Death  to  Conquer,  is  my  Wiih! 

Clea».  Then  have  your  Wiih :  The  Gods  at  laft  are  kind  v- 
And  have  provided  you  a  Sword  that's  worthy 
To  match  your  own ;  'Tis  an  Egyptian's  too. 

Cleom.  Is  there  that  hidden  Treafure  in  thy  Coi^tiy?  • 
5'he  Cods  be  prais'd>s^— for  iuch  a  Foe  I  want,  '  •  • 
*■     ^  '      Ckan,^ 
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C'eatith.  — —  Not  fuch  a  Foe,  but  fuch  a  Frl«nd  am  I' 
I  wouJd  fall  firft,  for  fear  I  fhould  furvive  you, 
And  pull  you  after  to  make  fure  in  Death, 
To  be  your  undivided  Friend  for  ever, 

Cleom.  Then  enter  we  into  each  others  Brealls. 
*Ti$  a  fliarp  Paflage ;  yet  a  kind  one  too. 
But  to  prevent  the  blind  miftake  of  Swords, 
Left  one  Drop  firft,  and  leave  his  Friend  behind, 
Both  thruft  at  once,  and  home,  and  at  our  Hearts : 
Let  neither  ftand  on  Guard,  but  let  our  Bofoms 
Lie  open  to  each  other  in  our  Deaths 
As  in  our  Life  they  were 

Clean.  I  Seal  it  thus.  {Kifs  mitmbraee. 

Tanth.  And  where's  my  Part?  You  fhut  me  out  like 
Churls, 
While  you  devour  the  Feaft  of  Death  betwixt  you. 

Cleom.  Cheer  up  thy  Soul,  and  thou  ftialt  die,  Pantheup:: 
But  in  thy  turn :  There's  Death  enough  for  all: 
But  as  J  am  thy  Mafter,  wait  my  Leilure, 
And  honeftly  Gompofe  my  Limbs  to  reft. 
Then  ferve  thy  felf Now  arc  you  ready.  Friend  ?" 

Clean,  I  am. 

Cleow.  Then  this  to  our  next  happy  Meeting 

[Jiey  htfj  pujh  together,  thenftager  backroards  Oiid  fall 
together  in  each  others  Arrm. 

€leaa.  Speak,  have  I  fcrv  'd  you  to  your  Wifh,  my  Friend  ^ 

Cleom.  Yes,  Friend thoU  haft ^I  have  thee  in  my 

Heart-.. 
Say art  thou  fped  ? 

Clean.  1  am,  'tis  my  laft  Breath.  ^  * 

Cleom.  And  mine— —then  both  arc  Happy—— 

[Both  dir. 

Tamh.  So,  thiswaswellpcrform'd,and  foondilpatch'd: 
Both  found  aflcep  already. 
And  farewell  both  for  one  (hort  Moment. 

[Jrumpets  Jound,  Viiiory  withim. 
Thofe  are  the  Foes,  our  little  Band  is  loft 
For  want  of  thefe  Defenders:  I  muft  haften, 
|.eft  I  be  foxc'd  to  live,  and  led  in  Triumph  j 

'  Dcfr;.EJ(A 
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defrauded  of  my  Fate,  IVe  earn'd  it  well, 

And  finifli'd  all  my  Task:  This  is^y  Place.*  / 

Juft  at  my'  Mafter's  Feet Guard  him,  ye  Gods, 

And  five  his  facred  Corps  from  puolick  Shame——— 
\He  falls  on  his  Sword,  and  lyes  at  the  Fiet  of  Cieo- 
menes  Dies. 

Enter  Solibius,  Caflandra  and  ^Egyptians. 

Sopb.  'Tis  what  my  Heart  foreboded :  There  he  lyes'. 
Extended  by  the  Man  whom  beft  he  lov'd !  i 
A  better  Friend  than  Son. 

Caf  What's  he,  or  thou?  or  Ptolemy  f  or  ^gyptf 
Or  all  the  World,  to  Cleomenes  loft  ? 

Sofib.  Then  I  fufpedled  right:  If  my  Revenge 
Gan  eafe  my  Sorrow;  this  the  King  (Kail  knowj    i 
That  thou  mayft  reap  the  due  Reward  of  Trcafbti, 
And  violated  Love. 

Caf.  Thy  worft,  old  Dotard". 
I  wifh  to  die :  But  if  my  Mind  fhould  change. 
So  weH  I  know  my  Power,  that  thou  art  loft, 

Sofib.  The  King's  Arrival  {hall  decide  our  Fate. 
Mean  time,  to  ftiow  how  m^ich  1  honour  Virtue, 
Take  up  that  Hero's  Body,  bear  it  high. 
Like  the  Procefllon  of  a  E>eity : 

Let  his  arm'd  Figure  on  his  Tomb  be  fef. 

And  we  like  Slaves  lye  groveling  at  his  Feet; 

Whofe  Glories  growing  till  his  lateft  Breath, 

Excell'd  all  others:  And  his  own  in  Death—— 

[Zxemt  nnnsi\ 
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EPILOGUE, 

Spoke  by  Mrs.BRACEGiRDLE. 

THIS  Bay,  the  Toet,  bloodily  incUn'dy 
Has  tnade  me  die,  full  fore  etgainfl  my  Mind  I 
Some  of  you  naughty  Men,  I  fear,  will  cry, 
toor  Rogue!  would  I  might  teach  thee  hov  to  die.' 
Thanks  for  your  Love ;  but  I  Jincerely  fay, 
I  never  mean  to  die,  your  wicked  Way. 
Well,  fmce  it  is  Decreed  all  Flefh  njufi  go, 
(And  I  am  Tlefh,  at  leafl  for  ought  you  k/HW-,) 
I  frjl  declare,  I  die  with  pious  Mind, 
Jn  petfeii  Charity  with  alt  Mankind, 
Nextjor  my  Wdli'  I  have,  in  my  Diffofe^ 

Some  certain  Moveables  would  pleafe  you  Beaux  i 
As,  firfi,  my  Youth ,  for  as  I  have  been  told. 
Some  of  you,  modifh  Sparks,  are  devHifh  old. 
My  Chaflity  I  need  not  leave  among  ye: 
Tor  to  fufpeci  old  Tops,  were  much  to  wrong  ye. 
You  fwear you're  Shmers ;  but  for  all  your  hafie. 
Your  Mijfes  fjake  their  Heads,  and  find  you  chafl, 
I  give  my  Courage  to  thofe  bold  Commanders 
That  flay  with  us,  and  dare  not  go  for  Flanders, 
I  leave  my  Truth,  (to  make  his  Tlot  more  cUar,) 
To  Mr.  Fuller,  when  he  next  flmll  fwear. 
J  give  my  fugdment,  craving  all  your  Mercief, 
To  thofe  that  leave  good  Tlays,  for  damn'd  dull  ff^ces. 
My  frnaU  Dezotion  let  the  Gallants  fJ;are, 
That  come  to  ogle  us  at  Evening  Tray'r. 

J  give  my  Ferjbn let  me  well  confer, 

"Faith  e'en  to  him  that  is  thefairefi  Bidder. 

To  fame  rich  Hunks,  if  any  be  fo  bold 

To  fay  thofe  dreadful  Words,  To  have  and  hold. 

Sutjlay  to  give,  and  be  beque^hpig  fillip 

When  I'm  fo  poor,  is  jujl  like  Wickham'^  Willi 

Like  that  notorious  Cheat,  vafi  Sums  I  givBt 

Only  that  you  may  keep  me  while  I  live. 

£uy  a  good  Bargain,  Gallants,  while  you  maVf 

i'ltcoJiyoH  hit  your  Half-a-Crown  n  Day. 
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TO  THE 


Marquefs  of  HALIFAX. 


My  LoRX>» 

HIS  Poem  was  the  la  ft  Piece  of  Ser- 
vice, which  I  had  the  Honour  to  do 
for  my  Gracious  Mafter ,  King 
CHARLES  the  Second:  And  tho*^ 
he  liv'd  not  to  fee  the  Performance 
of  it  on  the  Stage,  yet  the  Pro- 
logue to  it,  which  was  the  Opera  of  Albion 
and  Albanius^  was  often  praSis'd  before  him  at 
JVhitehall^  and  encourag'd  by  his  Royal  Approba- 
tion. It  was  indeed  a  Time,  which  was  proper 
for  Triumph,  when  he  had  overcome  all  thofe 
Difficulties  which  for  fome  Years  had  perplex'd 
His  peaceful  Reign:  But  when  he  had  juft  re- 
ftor'd  his  People  to  their  Senfes,  and  made  the 
latter  End  of  his  Government  of  a  Piece  with  the 
happy  Beginning  of  it,  he  was  on  the  fudden 
fiiatch'd  away  from  the  Bleffings  and  Acclamati- 
ons of  his  Subje<3-s,  who  atriv'd  fo  late  to  the 
Knowledge  of  him,  that' they  had  but  juft  time  e- 
nough  to  defire  him  longer,  before  they  were  to 
part  with  him  for  ever.    Peace  be  with  the  Arties' 
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of  fb  good  a  King!  Let  his  Humane  Frailties  be 
forgotten;    and    his  Clemency  atid  Moderation 
(the  inherent  Virtues  of  his  Family)  be  remem- 
bred  with  a  grateful  Veneration  by  Three  King- 
doms, through  which  he  fpread  the  Bleffings  of 
them.    And,   as  your  Lordftiip  held  a  principals 
Place  in  his  Efteem,   and  perhaps  the  firll  in  his  * 
Affedion,  during  his  latter  Troubles ;  the  Succefs 
which  accompanied  thofe  prudent  Coonfels,  can- 
not but  refled  an  Honour  on  thofe  few  who  ma- 
mg'd  them;  and  wrought  out,  by  their  Faithfulnefs 
and  Diligence,  the  Publick  Safety.    I  might  dilate 
on  the  Difficulties  which  attended  that  Underta- 
king,   the  Temper  of  the   People,    the  Power, 
Arts  and  Intereft  of  the  contrary  Party,  but  thofe 
are  all  of  them  invidious  Topicks;   they   are  too 
green  in  our  Remembrance;  and  he  who  touches 
on  them,  Inceditper  ignes^  fuppofitos  cineri  dolofo. 
But  without  reproaching  one  fide  to  praife  ano- 
ther,   I   may  juftly  recommend   to  both,   thofe 
wholfom  Gounfels,   which  wifely  adminiftered, 
and  as  well  executed,  were  the  Means  of  prevent- 
ing a  Civil  War,  and  of  extinguifhing  a  growing  Fire 
which  was  juft  ready  to  have  broken  forth  among  us. 
So  many  Wives,  who  have  yet  their  Husbands  in 
their  Arms ;  fo  many  Parents,  who  have  not  the 
Number  of  their  Children  leffen'd ;  fo  many  Villages, 
Towns  andCitiegjWhofe  Inhabitantsare  notdecreaf- 
ed,  their  Property  violated,  or  their  Wealth  diminifli- 
e.d,are  yet  owing  to  the  fober  Conduct,  and  happy- 
Refults  of  your  Advice.    If  a  true  Account  may 
he  expeQed  by  future  Ages,  from  the  prefent,  your 
Lordfhip  will  be  delivered  over  to  Pofterity,  in  9 
fairer  Charader  than  I  have  given  :    And  be  read, 
not  in  the  Preface  of  a  Play,  (whofe  Author  is 
not  vaia  enough  to  promife   Immortality  to  o,- 
thers,  or  to  hope  it  for  himfelf )  but  in  many  Pa- 
ges 
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ges  of  a  Chrohicle,  fill'd  with  Praifes  of  your  Ad- 
miiiiftration.    For  if  Writers  be  juft  to  the  Me- 
mory of  King  C HARLES  the  Second,    they 
,  cannot  deny  him  to  have  been  an  exa6t  Knowep 
of  Mankind,  and  a  perfeft  Diflinguiflier  of  their 
Talents.     'Tis  true,    his  Neceffities  often  forc'd 
him  to  vary  his  Coanfellors  and  Counfcls,  and 
fometimes  to  employ  fuch  Perfons  in  the  Ma- 
nagement of  his  Affairs,   v/ho  were  rather  fit  for 
his  prefent  Purpofe,  than  latisfattory  to  his  Judg- 
ment :  But  w^hereit  w^as  Choice  in  him,  notCom- 
pul/ion,  he  was  Mafter  of  too  much  good  Senftf 
to  deh'ght  in  heavy  Converfation ;  and  whatever 
his  Favourites  of  State  might  be,  yet  thofe  of  his 
Affedion  were  Men  of  Wit.    He  was  eafie  with 
thefe ;  and  comply'd  only  with  the  former :  But 
in  the  latter  Part  of  his  Life,  which  certainly  re- 
quir'd  to  be  mod  cautioufly  manag'd,  his  fecret 
Thoughts  were  communicated  but  to  few;  and 
thofe  feleded  of  that  fort,  who  were  Amici  qm' 
vium  HoraruMt,   able  to  advife  him  in  a  ferious 
Confultj  where  his  Honour  and  Safety  were  con- 
cern'd;  and  afterwards  capable  of  entertaining  him 
with  pleafant  Difcourfe,    as  well  as  profitable. 
In  this  matured  Part  of  his  Age,    when  he  had 
been  long  feafon'd  with  Difficulties  and  Dangers, 
and  was  grown  to  a  Nicenefs  in  his  Choice,  as 
being  fatisfied  how  few  cou'd  be  trufted  ;  and,  of 
thofe  who  cou'd  be  trufted,  how  few  cou'd  ferve 
him,  he  confined  himfelf  to  a  fmall  Number  of 
Bofom  Friends ;  araongft  whom,  the  World  is 
much  miftaken,  if  your  Lordihip  was  not  firft. 

If  the  Rewards  which  you  receiv'd  for  thole 
Services,  were  only  Honours,  it  rather  fhew'd  the 
Necefllties  of  the  Times,  than  any  want  of  Kind- 
nefs  in  your  Royal  Mailer :  And  as  the  Splendour 
of  your  Fortune  flood  not  in  need  of  being  fup- 

porteJ 
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ported  by  the  Crown,  fo  likewiTe  in  being  latlP' 
^ed  without  other  Recompence,  you  fhow'd  your 
felf  to  be  above  a  Mercenary  Intereft ;  and  ftrength-  ■ 
en'd  that  Power,  which  beftowcd  thofe  Titles- 
on  you  :  Which,  truly  fpeaking,  were  Marks  of 
Acknowledgment  more  than  Favour. 

But,  as  a  skilful  Pilot  will  not  be  tempted  out 
to  Sea,  in  fufpeded  Weather;  fo  have  you  wife- 
ly chofen  to  withdraw  your  felf  from  publlclr 
Bu finefs,  when  the  Face  of  Heaven  grew  trou-^ 
bled;  and  the  frequent  fniftlng  of  the  Winds  fore- 
Ihew'd  a  Storm :  There  are  Times  ^nd  Seafons 
"When  the  beil  Patriots  are  willing  to  withdrav/" 
their  Hands  from  the  Commonwealth;  as  Phocio» 
in  his-  latter  Days  was  obferv'd  to  decline  the  Ma-> 
Bagement  of  AtJairs:  Or,  as  Cicero,  (to  draw  the 
Similitude  more  home)  left  the  Pulpit,  for  T'uf* 
culum ;  and  the  Praife  of  Oratory,  for  the  fweet 
Enjoyments  of  a  private  Life.  And,  in  the  Hap- 
pinefs  of  thofe  Retirements,  has  more  oblig'd  Po-f 
fterity  by  his  Moral  Precepts^  than  he  did  the  Re- 
publick,  in  quelling  the  Gonfpiracy  of  Catilinei 
What  prudent  Man  wou'd  not  rath«r  fallowihe 
Example  of  his  Retreat,  than  ftay  like  Cato^  with 
a  ftubborn  unfeafonable  Virtue,  to  oppofe  the 
Torrent  of  the  People,  and  at  laft  be  driven  from 
the  Market-place  by  a  Riot  of  a  Multitude,  unca- 
pable  of  Counfel,  and  deaf  to  Eloquence?  There 
is  likewife  a  Portion  of  our  Lives,  which  every 
wife  Man  may  juftly  referve  to  his  owm  peculiar 
Ufe,  and  that  without  defrauding  his  Native  Coun- 
try. A  Roman  Soldier  was  allow'd  to  plead  the 
Merit  of  his  Services  for  his  Difmiffion  at  fucli 
an  Age  ;  and  there  was  but  one  Exception  to  that 
Rule,  which  was,  an  Invafion  from  the  Gauls. 
How  far  that  may  work  with  your  Lordfhip,  I 
am  not  certain ;  but  I  hope  it  is  not  coming  to 
Ihe  Tryal.  In 
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"In  the  meantime,  while  the  Nation  is  fecutM 
■from  Foreign  Attempts,  by  Co  powerful  a  Fleet, 
and  we  enjoy  not  only  the  Happinefs,  but  even 
the  Ornaments  of  Peace,  in  the  Divertifement  of 
the  Town,  I  humbly  offer  you  this  Trifle,  which 
if  it  fucceed  upon  the  Stage,  is  like  to  be  the  chief- 
eft  Entertainment  of  our  Ladies  and  Gentlemen 
this  Summer.    When   I  wrote  it,  feven  Years 
ago,  I  employ'd  fome  reading  about  it,  to  inform 
my  felf  out  of  Beda^  Bochartus^  and  other  Au- 
thors, concerning  the  Rites  and  Cuftoms  of  the 
Heathen  Saxons ;  as  I  alfo  us'd  the  little  Skill  I 
have  in  Poetry  to  adorn  it.    But  not  to  offend 
the  prefent  T  imes,   nor  a  Government  which  has 
hitherto  proteded  me,  I  have  been  oblig'd  fo  much 
to  alter  the  firft  X)eiign,  and  take  away  fo  many 
Beauties  from  the  Writing,    that  it  is  now  no 
more  what  it  was  formerly,  than  the  prefent  Ship 
of  the  Royal  Sovereign^  after  fo  often  taking  down, 
and  altering,  is  the  Veflel  it  was  at  the  firft  Build- 
ing.   There  is  nothing  better,  than  what  I  intend- 
ed, but  the  Mufick  ;  which  has  iince  arriv'd  to  a 
greater  Perfection  '\n  England.,  than  ever  formerly  ; 
efpecially  paffing  through  the  artful  Hands  of  Mr. 
Purcel^  who  has  Compos'd  it  with  fo  great  a  Ge- 
nius, that  he  has  nothing  to  fear  but  an  ignorant, 
ill-judging  Audience.    But  the  Numbers  of  Poe- 
try and  Vocal  Mufick  are  fometimes  fo  contrary, 
that  in  many  Places  I  have  been  oblig'd  to  cramp 
my  Verfes,  and  make  them  rugged  to  the  Reader, 
that  they  may  be  harmonious  to  the  Hearer :  Of 
which  I  have  no  Reafon  to  repent  me,  beciufe 
thefe  forts  of  Entertainment  are  principally  de- 
fign'd  for  the  Ear  and  Eye ;  and  therefore  in  Rea- 
fon my  Art  on  this  Occafion,  ought  to  be  fub- 
fervient  to  his.    And  befides,   I  flatter  my  felf 

with 
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with  an  Imagination,  tiiat  a  judicious  Audience  will 
€afily  diftinguifli  betwixt  the  Songs,  wherein  I  have 
comply'd  with  him,  and  thofc  in  which  I  have  fol- 
lowed the  Rules  of  Poetry,  in  the  Sound  and  Ca- 
dence of  the  Words.  Notwithftanding  all  thefe 
Difadvantages,  there  is  fomewhat  ftill  remaining 
of  the  firft  Spirit  with  which  I  wrote  it:  And, 
though  I  can  only  fpeak  by  guefs  of  what  pleas'd 
my  firft  and  beft  Patronefs  the  Dutchefs  of  Mo'/i- 
mouth  in  the  reading,  yet  I  will  venture  my  Opi- 
nion, by  the  Knowledge  I  have  long  had  of  her 
Grace's  Excellent  Judgment,  and  true  Tafte  of 
Poetry,  that  the  Parts  of  the  Airy  and  Earthy  Spi- 
rits, and  that  Fairy  kind  of  Writing,  which 
depends  only  upon  the  Force  of  Imagination, 
were  the  Grounds  of  her  liking  the  Poem,  ajid 
afterwards  of  her  Recommending  it  to  the  Queen. 
I  have  likewife  had  the  Satisfaction  to  hear,  that 
her  Majefty  has  gracioufly  been  pleas'd  to  perufe 
the  Manufcript  of  this  Opera^  and  given  it  her 
Royal  Approbation.  Poets,  who  fubM  not  but 
on  the  Favour  of  Sovereign  Princes,  and  of  great 
Pcrfons,  may  have  leave  to  be  a  little  vain,  and 
boaft  of  their  Patronage,  who  encourage  the  Ge- 
nius that  animates  them.  And  therefore  I  will 
again  prefume  to  guefs,  that  her  Majefty  was  not 
difpleas'd  to  find  in  this  Poem  the  Praifes  of  her 
Native  Country ;  and  the  Heroick  Adlions  of  fo 
famous  a  PredecelTor  in  the  Government  of  Great 
Britain^  as  King  Arthur. 

All  this,  my  Lord,  I  muft  confefs,  looks  with 
a  kind  of  Infinuation,  that  I  prefent  you  with 
fomewhat  not  unworthy  your  ProteSion :  But  I 
may  eafily  miftake  the  Favour  of  her  Majefty  for 
her  Judgment:  I  think  I  cannot  be  deceiv'd  in 
thus  addrefijng  to  your  Lordftiip,  whom  I  have 
had  the  Honour  to  know,  at  that  Diftance  which 
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becomes  me,  for  fo  many  Years.  'Tis  true,  that 
formerly  I  have  fliadcrw'd  fomepart  of  your  Vir- 
tues, under  another  Name ;  but  the  Gharadter, 
though  fliort  and  imperfed:,  was  fo  true,  that  it 
t>roke  through  the  Fable,  and  was  difcover'd  by 
its  Native  Light.  What  I  pretend  by  this  Dedica- 
tion, is  an  Honour  which  I  do  my  felf  to  Poftev 
rity,  by  acquainting  them  that  I  have  been  con- 
verfant  with  the  firft  Perfons  of  the  Age  in  which 
I  liv'd;  and  thereby  perpetuate  my  Profe,  when 
my  Verfes  may  poffibly  be  forgotten,  or  obfcur*d 
by  the  Fame  of  future  Poets.  Which  Ambition, 
amongft  my  other  Faults  and  Imperfedions,  be 
pleafed  to  pardon,  in, 


My  Lord, 


Tour  Lordjhifs  moji  Obedient  Servant ^ 


John  Dryden. 


PROLOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Eetterton, 


ST7RE  there^s  »  "Dearth  of  Wit  in  this  dull  Tffiont 
Whenflly  Plays  fo  favourily  go  down  : 
As  rohen  CUpp'd  Many  paffes.,  'tis  a  fign 
A  Illation  is  not  evtr-ftock'd  with  Coin. 
Happy  is  he,  rcho,  in  hb  own  Defence, 
Can  Write  jufi  level  to  your  humhle  Senje; 
Who  higher  than  your  Vitch  can  nexer  go; 
And  doubtlefs.,  he  mufl  creep,  who  Writes  behw. 
So  have  I  feen  in  Hall  of  Knight ,  or  Lord, 
A  weak  Arm,  throw  on  a  long  Shwel-Board, 
He  barely  lays  his  Piece,  bar  Rubs  and  Knocks j 
Secured  by  Weaknefs  not  to  reach  the  Box. 
A  Feeble  Poet  will  his  Bus'nefs  do ; 
M-^o  jlrainhig  all  he  can,  comes  up  to  you : 
For  if  yoH  like  your  Selves,  you  like  him  too. 
An  Ape  his  own  dear  Injage  will  embrace; 
An  ugly  Beau  adores  a  Hatchet  Face : 
Sofome  of  you,  on  pure  Inflinii  of  Nature, 
Are  led,  by  Kind,  i  admire  your  Fellow  Creature. 
In  Fear  of  which,  our  Houfe  has  fent  this  Day, 
Tinfure  our  New-built-Veffel,  call'd  a  Play. 
Ho  fbmer  Nam'd,  than  one  crys  o:*t,  Thefe  Stagers 
Come  in  good  Time,  to  make  more  Work  for  Wagers. 
The  Town  divides,  if  it  will  take  or  no;  "J 

The  Courtiers  Bet,  the  Cits,  the  Merchants  too ;  > 

A  Sign  they  have  but  little  elfe  to  do.  }^ 

Setts,  at  thefirji,  were  Fool-Traps;  where  the  Wife 
Like  Spiders,  lay  in  Aminjhfor  the  Fli':s: 

Hut 
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But  novo  they're  grown  a  common  Trade  for  all, 

AndAltiom,  by  the  News-Booh,  Rifi  mJ^Fall. 

IVits,  Cheats,  and  Fops,  are  free  ofWk^er-Hall, 

One  Policy,  as  far  as  Lyons  carries ; 

Another,  nearer  hotne,  jets  up  for  Paris. 

Our  Betts,  at  lafl,  -wou'd  ev'n  to  Rome  extend^ 

But  that  the  Tope  has  prov'd  our  Trufty  Friend. 

Indeed,  it  were  a  Bargain  worth  our  Money, 

Cou'd  we  infure  another  Ottobuoni. 

Among  the  refi  there  are  a  fharping  Sett, 

That  pray  for  us,  and. yet  agait^  us  Bett  : 

Sure  Heav'tt  it  felfis  at  a  iofs,  to  know 

Jf  thefe  wo:i'd  have  their  Pray'rs  be  heard,  or  no : 

For  in- great  Stakes,  -me  pioUfly  fuppofe. 

Men  Tray  but  very  faintly  they  may  lofi. 

Leave  off" thefe  Wagers;  for  in  ConjcietKe  Speaking, 

The  City  needs  not  your  new  Tricks  for  Breaking  z 

And  if  you  Gallants  lofi,  to  all  appearing 

TouHl  want  anEo^uipage  for  Volunteering ; 

IVhile  thus,  no  Spark  of  Honour  left  within  ye, 

Hlien  you  fhou'd  draw  the  Sipord,  yon  draw  the  Guinea', 
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Drama'-t'; 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


MEN. 

Ki^fg  Arthur.  Mr.  Bettemit: 

Ofwald-   Khp  of  Kent,  a?     ..    rrr-i,- 
Saxon  anda  Heathen.        5    ^^'  ^*^^'^>»f' 

Conon^  Duke  6f  Ccrnw&l^'?    ..^    tj,j„rn^ 
Tributary  to  Kwg  hxihm.  \   ^''  ^'^^f'"' 
Merlin,  a  famous  Inchanter.       Mr.  Kynajion, 

Ofmond,  a  Saxon  Magiciatt,  ?    j^,  Sandford. 

and  a  Heathen^  5 

Anrelius,  Friend  to  Arthur.         Mr.  Alexander. 

Altwnad  ,    Captain  of  Ar-?    y^^^  Bowen, 

thur'j  Guards.  S 

Guil  lamar,  Friend  to  Ofwald.      Mr .  Jlarrit, 

WOMEN. 

Emm^Wnc,  Daughter  of  Conott,  Mrs.  Bracegirdle, 

Matilda,  her  Attendant,  Mrs.  Richardfon, 

Philidel,  an  Airy  Spirit.  Mrs.  Butler. 

Grimbald,  an  Earthy  Spirit.  Mr.  Bowman. 

Officers  and  Soldiers^  Singers  and  Dancers. 

SCENE   m   KENT. 

KING 


KlNGy^RTHUR: 

O  R, 
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A    C    T     I.      SCENE     r. 


Enter  Conon,  Aurelius,  Albana«3. 

C  O  N  O  N. 

HEN  this  is  the  deciding  Day,  to  fix 
Great Br'UAins  Scepter  in  g^ezxArtlmr's  Hand. 
Aur.  Or  put   it  in  the    bold  Invader's 
CJripe. 
ArJntr  zndOfwaltl,  and  their  different  Fates, 
Are  weighing  now  within  the  Scales  of 
Hcr.vcn. 

Con.  In  ten  fet  Battels  luve  we  driven  hack 
Thefc  Heathen  Saxons,  ard  rcg.in'd  our  E  rlh. 
As  Earth  recovers  fiom  an  Ebbing  TiJe, 
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Her  half-drown'd  Face,  and  lifts  it  o'er  the  Waves. 
From  Severn's  Banks,  even  to  this  Barren-Down, 
Our  foremoft  Men  have  preft  their  fainty  Rear, 
And  not  one  Saxon  Face  has  been  beheld ; 
But  all  their  Backs,  and  Shoulders  have  been  fluck 
With  foul  dilhoneft  Wounds :  Now  here,  indeed, 
Becaufe  they  have  no  further  Ground,  they  ftand. 

uiur.  Well  have  we  chofe  a  hnppy  Day  for  Fight  j 
For  every  Man,  in  courfe  of  time,  has  found 
Some  Days  arc  lucky,  fo.me  unfortmiate,  .. 

Mk  But  why  this  Day  more  lucfey  tjian  the  re/l  ? 
Con.  Becaufe  this  Day 
Is  Sacred  to  the  Patron  of  our  Ifle ; 
A  Chrifiian,  and  a  Soldier's  annual  Feafl. 

Al^.  Oh,  now  I  underftand  you.   This  is  St.  Gtcr^e  of 
Cappitilocia's  Day.     Well,  it  may  be  fo,  but  Faith  I  was 
ignorant;  we  Soldiers  feldom  examin  the  Rubrick;  and 
now  and  then  a  Saint  may  happen  to  flip  by  usj   But  if 
he  be  a  Gentleman  Samt,  he  will  forgive  us. 
Con.  Offp^U  uiidoubtedily  will  fight  it  bravely. 
Aur.  And  it  behoves  him  well,  'tis  his  laft  Stake. 
But  what  manner  of  Man  is  this  OfwaUl   Have  ye  ever 
feen  him  ?  [To  Alb. 

A!cf.  Ne'er  but  once;  and  that  was  to  ray  Coft  tooj 
I  tollow'd  him  too  clofe,  and  to  fay  the  Truth,  foree- 
what  uncivilly,  upon  a  Routj  but  he  turn'u  upon  me,  as 
quick  and  as  round,  as  a  chaf'd  Bear;  and  gave  me  two 
Licks  a-cfojts  the  Face,  to  put  me  in  mind  of  my  Chri- 
ftianity.  * 

Con.  I  know  him  well;  he's  free  and  open-hearted. 
Aur.  His  Country's  Chara(fter :  Tliat  fpeaksaO>rw*««, 
Coo.  Revengeful,  rugged,  violently  Brave; 
And  once  refolv'd  is  never  to  be  mov'd. 
All).  Ye?,  he's  a  valiant  Dog;  Pox  on  him. 
Con.  This  was  the  Cliaradier  he  then  maiatain'di 
\Vheo  in  my  Court,  he  fought  my  Daughter's  Love: 
My  Fair,  Blind  EmiTiel'me. 

Alh.  1  cannot  blanie  him  for  Courting  the  Hcireft  ot 
Ccrntoal:  All  Hejrelles  arc  bcautiiul;  and  as  blind  as  (he 
IS,  he  would  have  hji^  np  Viiflil  {Jaigaia  of  h^r. 

Aar 


Ithe  BritiHi  f^orthy.  5(5f 

Aur.  For  that  Defeat  in  Love,  he  rais'd  this  War. 
For  Royal  Atthor  reign 'd  within  her  Heart, 
Ere  Ofwald  mov'd  his  Sute. 

Con.  Ay,  now  Aurelius,  you  have  nam'd  a  Manj 
One,  whom  befides  the  Homage  that  I  owe. 
As  Cornwall's  Duke,  to  his  Imperial  Crown,| 
I  wou'd  have  chofen  out,  from  all  Mankind, 
To  be  my  Sovereign  Lord. 

Air.  His  Worth  divides  him  from  the  crowd  of  King".) 
So  Born,  without  Defcrt  to  be  fo  Born ; 
Men,  fct  a'-loft,  to  be  the  Scourge  of  Heaven ; 
And  with  long  Arms,  to  lafli  the  Under- World. 

Cof}.  Arthur  is  all  that's  Excellent  in  Ofwuld; 
And  void  of  all  his  Faults :  In  Bnt'le  brave; 
But  ftiil  Serine  in  all  the  Stormy  War, 
Like  Heaven  above  the  Clouds;  and  after  Fight. 
As  merciful  and  kind,  to  vanquifht  Foes, 
As  a  Forgiving  God;  but  fee,  he's  here. 
And  Praile  is  dumb  before  him. 

Enter  King  Arthur,  reaitng  a  Letter,  with  Attendants. 

Arth.  [liea:ii/ig.']  Go  on,   Aufpicious  Prince,  the  Stars 
are  kind : 
Unfold  thy  Banners  to  the  willing  Wind ; 
While  I,  with  Aieiy  Legions,  help  thy  Arms; 
Confronting  Art  with  Art,  and  Charms  with  Charms, 
So  Mfr/»>i writesj  nor  can  v.'c  doubt  th' Event,     [To  Con. 
With  Heav'n  and  you  to  Friends;  Oh  Noble  Conot, 
You  taught  my  tender  Hands  the  Trade  of  War  j 
And  how  again  you  Helm  your  hoary  Head, 
And  under  double  weight  of  Age  and  Arms, 
Affert  your  CountryVFreedotn,  and  my  CrowUi 

Con.  No  more,  my  Son. 

Arth.  Moil  happy  in  that  Name! 
Your  Emf»eline,  to  Ojjvald's  Vows  refus'd. 
You  made  my  plighted  Bride: 

Your  charming  Daughter,  x/vho  like  Love,  bora  Blind, 
Un-aiming  hits,  with  furcft  Archery, 
And  innocently  kills. 

Con.  Remember,  Son, 
You  are  a  General,  other  Wars  require  you, 

0.3  For 
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For  fee  the  Saxon  Grofs  begins  to  move. 

Arth.  Their  Infantry  embattel'd,  fquare  andclofe, 
Warch  firmly  on,  to  fiil  the  middle  Space: 
Cover'd  by  their  advancing  Cavalry. 
By  Heav'n,  'tis  Beauteous  Horror: 
The  Noble  OfwaJd  has  provok'd  my  Envy; 

Enter  Emmcline,  led  by  Matilda. . 
Ha!  Now  my  Beauteous  Zmmelme  appears, 
A  new,  but  Oh,  a  fofter  Flame,  infpires  mc: 
Even  Rage  and  Vengeance  flumber  at  her  Sight. 

C&n.  Hafie  your  Farewcl ;  Til  chear  my  Troops,  and 
wait  ye.  [Exit  Conon-. 

Em.  Oh  FathcTii  Father,  I  amfure  you're  herej 
Eccaufe  I  fee  your  Voice. 

Arth.  No,  thou  miftak'ft  thy  Hearing  for  thy  Sight; 
He's  gonCj,  my  Emmehne; 
And  I  but  ftay  to  gaze  on  thofe  fair  Eyes, 
Which  cannot  view  the  Conquefl  they  have  made. 
Oh  Star-like  Kight,  dark  only  to  thy  fclt^ 
But  full  of  Glory,  as  thofe  Lamps  of  Heav'n 
Tiiat  fee  not,  when  they  fhine.  (J^^y> 

Em.   Wfiat  is  this  Heav'n,   and  Srars,   and  Night,  and- 
To  which  you  thus  compare  my  Eyes  and  me  ? 
I  underftand  you,  when  you  fay  you  love : 
For,   when  my  Father  ciafps  my  Hand  in  his. 
That's  cold,  and  I  can  feel  it  hard  and  wi  inkl'd  i 
But  when  you  grafp  it,  then  I  figh  and  pant. 
And  fomething  fmarts  and  tickles  at  my  Heart. 

Arth.   Oh  artlefs  Love!   where  the  Soul  moves  the 
Tongue, 
Aed  only  Nature  fpeaks  what  Nature  thinks ! 
Had  fhebut  Eyes! 

Em.  Juft  now  you  faid  I  had: 
I  fee  'em,  1  have  two. 

Arth.  But  neither  fee. 

.^w.  I'm  fure  they  hear  you  then : 
What  can  your  Eyes  do  more  ? 

Ar:h.  They  view  your  Beauties. 

Ein.  Do  not  I  fee  ?  You  have  a  face,  like  mine. 

Two 
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Two  Hands,  and  two  round,  pretty,  rifing  Breafts, 
That  heave  like  mine. 

Anh.  Bat  you  defcribe  a  Woman. 
Nor  is  it  Sight,   but  touching  with  your  Hand,'^. 

'Em.  Then  'tis  my  Hand  that  fees,  and  that's  all  one . 
For  is  not  feeing,  touching  with  your  Eyes? 

Ai-th.  No,  for  I  fee  at  Diftance,  where  I  touch  not. 

Ew.  If  you  can  fee  fo  far,   and  yet  not  touch, 
I  fear  you  fee  my  naked  Legs  and  Feet 
Quite  through  my  Cloaths;  pray  do  not  fee  fo  well. 

Arth.  Fear  not,  fwcet  Innocence; 
I  view  the  lovely  Features  of  your  FaCe ; 
Your  Lips  Carnation,  yom-  dark  fliadcd  Eye-brows, 
Black  Eyes,   and  Snow-white  Forehead ;   all  the  Colouss 
That  make  your  Beauty,  and  produce  my  Love, 

'Em.  Nay,  then,   you  do  not  love  on  equal  Terms: 
I  love  you  dearly,  without  all  thefe  Helps: 
I  cannot  fee  your  Lips  Carnation, 
Your  (haded  Eye-brows,  nor  your  Milk-white  Eyc», 

Arth.  You  ftill  miftake. 

Em.  Indeed  I  thought  yoa  had  a  Nofe  and  Eyes, 
And  fuch  a  Face  as  mine;  have  not  Men  Faces? 

Anh.  Oh,  none  1  ke  yours,  fo  excellently  fair. 

Em.  Then  wou'd  I  had  no  Face ;  for  I  wou'd  ba 
Juft'fuch  a  one  as  you. 

Arth.  Alas  'tis  vain  to  inftruft  your  Innocence, 
You  have  no  Notion  of  Light  or  Colours. 

[Trumpet  fiunds  withm. 

Em.  "Why,  is  not  that  a  Trumpet? 

Anh.  Yes, 

Em.  I  knew  it. 
And  I  can  tell  you  how  the  Sound  on't  looks ; 
It  looks  as  if  it  had  an  angry  fighting  Face. 

Arth:  'Tis  now  indeed  a  fliarp  unplcafant  Sound^ 
Becaule  it  calls  me  hence,  from  her  I  love. 
To  meet  Ten  thouland  Foes. 

Em.  How  does  fo  many  Men  e'er  come  to  mqit  ? 
This  Devil  Trumpet  vexes  'em,   and  then 
They  feci  about,  for  one  another's  Faces  j 

0.4  Ahd 
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/nd  fo  they  meet,  and  kill. 

Arth.  Y\\  tell  ye  all,  when  we  have  gain'd  the  Field  j 
One  kii's  of  your  fair  Hand,  the  pledge  of  Conqueft, 
And  fo  a  fV.ort  Farewel. 
[Kiffesher  Hand,  and  Exit  vhh  Aurel.  Alb.  and Attmianu. 

Em.  My  Heart  and  Vows  go  with  him  to  the  Fight: 
May  every  Foe  be  that,  which  they  call  blind, 
And  none  of  all  their  Swords  have  Eyes  to  find  him. 
But  lead  me  nearer  to  the  Trumpet's  Face^ 
For  that  brave  Sound  upholds  my  fainting  Heart  j 
And  while  I  hear,  ir.ethinks  I  figlit  my  Part. 

[Exit,  led  by  Matilda." 

The  SCENE  reprefenis  a  Place  of  Heathen 
tForJhip ;  the  three  Saxon  Gods^  Woden,  Thor, 
and  Freya  placed  on  Pedejlah.   An  Altar, 

Enter  Ofwald  and  Ofmond. 

Ofin.  Tistimeto  hafienour  myfterious  Rites  i 
Bctaufe  your  Army  waits  you, 

O/jp.  Thor,  Treya,  Hoden,  all  yc  Saxon  Powers, 

[Making  three  Bows  before  the  three  Images. 
Hear  and  revenge  my  Father  Hongifi's  Death. 

Ofm.  Father  of  Gods  and  Men,  great  H'bden,  hear. 
Mount  thy  hot  Courfer,  drive  amidft  thy  Foes  j 
Lift  high  thy  thund'ring  Arm,  let  every  Blow 
Dafh  out  a  mif-belicvirg  Briton's  Brains. 

p/jp.  Father  of  Gods  and  Men,  great  IVodm  heir  i 
Give  Conqueft  to  thy  Saxoa  Race,  and  me. 

Ofm.  Thor,  Freya,  Woden,  hear,  and  Ipell  your  Saxon:, 
With  Sacred  l^nick  RJbimes,  from  Death  in  Battle. 
Edge  their  bright  Swords,  and  blunt  the  Britons  Darts. 
No  more.  Great  Prince,  for  fee  my  trufly  Fiend, 
Who  all  the  Night  lias  wing'd  the  dusky  Air. 
GrinM^ald,  a  fierce  earthy  Sfrrit,  atijes. 
What  News,  my  Crimbald? 

Grim.  I  have  plaid  my  Part; 
For  I  have  SteeI'd  the  Fot^  that  are  t»  dyej 
Six  Fools,  fo  prodigal  of  Life  and  Soul, 

^  That, 


That  for  their  Country,  they  devote  their  Lives 
A  Sacrifice  to  Mother  Earth,  afrld  Wbihij. 

Ofm.  'Tis  well;  but  are  we  fare  of  Vi^ory  ? 

Grim.  Why  ask'ft  thou  me  ? 
Infpedl  their  Intrails,  draw  from  thence  thy  Guefs: 
Blood  we  muft  have,  without  it  we  are  dumb. 

Ofm.  Say,  whereas  thy  Fellovir-femnt,  ThilideU 
"Why  comes  not  he? 

Grim.  For,  he's  a  puling  Sprite. 
Why  didft  thou  chufe  a  tender  airy  FoKrn, 
Unequal  to  the  mighty  Work  of  Mifchief  ? 
His  Make  is  flitting,  foft,  and  yielding  Atomes, 
He  trembles  at  the~  yawning  Gulph  of  Hell, 
Nor  dares  approach  the  "Flame,  left  he  (hou'd  finge 
His  gaudy  filken  Wings. 

He  fighs  when  he  ftiould  plunge  a  Soul  in  Sulphur, 
As  with  CompalTion  touch'd  of  foolilh  Man, 

Ofm.  What  a  half  Devil's  he  ? 
His  Errand  was,  to  draw  the  Low-land  Damps, 
And  noifom  Vap6urs,  from  the  foggy  Fens : 
Then,  breath  the  baleful  Stench,  with  all  his  Force, 
Full  on  the  Faces  of  our  chri  fined  Fbcs. 

Grim.  Accordingly  he  drein'd  thoic  Maf fhy-grounds  j 
And  bagg'd  'em  in  a  blue  peftiferous  Clo^id ; 
Which  when  he  ilioii'd  have  blown,  the  frighted  Elf 
Elpy'd  the  red  Ctofs  Banners  of  their  Hoft ; 
And  faid  he  durft  not  add  to  his  Damnation. 

Ofm.  I'll  punifh  him  at  leifurej 
Call  in  the  Vidims  to  propitiate  Hell. 

Grim.  That's  my  kind  Mafter,  I  iliall  breakfaft  on  *em." 

Grimbald  goes  to  the  Vwr,  and  Re-entm  ■with  fix  Saxons  in 
White,  with  Stvords  in  their  Hands,  'they  range  them- 
felves  tliree  and  three  in  Oppojrtion  to  each  other.  Tin  reji 
of  the  Stage  isjill'd  with  Friefis  and  Singers. 

"lAT'Oden,  fir/i  t»  thee, 
*  '^     A  Milk-white  Steed,  in  battle  won. 
We  haa/e  Sacrificed. 
Chor.  We  have  Sacrificed, 

Q.f  Verf. 
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Vcrf.    Let  our  next  Oblation  be. 

To  Thor,  thy  thtmdring  Son, 

Offuch  another. 
Chor.  We  have  Sacrific'd. 

Verf.  A  Third;  (of  Friezland  Breed  was  he,) 
To  Woden'/  Wife,  and  to  Thor'x  Mother'. 
And  now  we  have  atton'd  all  three 
We  have  Sacrific'd. 

Ghor.  We  hiwe  Sacrificed. 

z  Voc.  The  White  Horfe  neighed  aloud. 

To  Woden  thank f  we  render. 

To  Woden,  wf  have  lov'd. 
Chor.  To  Woden,  our  Defender. 

[  The  four  laft  Lines  in  Chorus^ 

Vcrf,    The  Let  is  caj},  and  Tanhn  pleas'd : 
Chor.   Of  mortal  Cares  you  frjall  be  eas  d. 

Brave  Souls  to  be  renosm'd  in  Story. 

Honour  prizing, 

Dtath  defpijing, 

"Fame  acquiring 

By  Expiring, 

i>ye,  and  reap  the  fruit  of  Glcry. 
Brave  Souls  to  be  renowa'd  in  Story. 

'T(«rf.    1.  1  citllye  all. 

To  Woden'j  Hall; 

Tour  Temples  round  - 

With  Ivy  bound, 

In  Goblets  crown'd. 

Arid  plenteous  Bowls  of  burnifti'd  Cold ; 

Where  you  fhall  laugh. 

And  dance,  and  quajf 

The  Jake,  that  makes  the  Britons  boldt' 

['iX^e  fx  Saxons  are  led  off  by  the  Triefi,  in  Oi'der  t»  be 
Saciifc'd., 

O/w, 
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Ofso.  Ambitious  Fools  we  are, 
And  yet  Aaibition  is  a  Godlike  Fault : 
Or  rather,  'tis  no  Fault  in  Souls  born  great. 
Who  dare  extend  their  Glory  by  their  Deeds. 
Now  Britany  prepare  to  change  thy  State, 
Anti  from  this  Day  begin  thy  Saxon  Date. 

[^Exeum  0,'nnes. 

A  Battle  fuppofed  to  be  given  behind  the  Scenes, 
with  Drums,  Trumpets,  and  Military  Shouts 
and  Excuriions :  After  which,  the  Britons,  ex- 
preffing  their  Joy  for  the  Vidory,  ling  this  Song 
of  Triumph. 

COme  if  you  dure,  our  Trumpets  fomd  \ 
Come  if  you  dare,  the  Foes  rebound: 
We  come,  we  come,  ve  come,  we  come. 
Says  the  double,  double,  double  Bent  of  the  thundring  D/'im» ' 

Now  they  charge  on  amain. 

Now  they  rally  again : 
The  G:fdsfrom  above  the  mad  labour  behold. 
And  pity  Mankind  that  will  periftj  for  Gold. 

The  Fainting  Saxons  tmit  their  Ground, 

Their  Trumpets  languifl)  in  the  Sound; 

They  fly,  they  fly,  they  fly,  they  fly  y 

Vi^oria,  Vidloria,  the  Bold  hnxons  cry,  i 

Now  the  ViBor/s  won^ 

To  the  Plunder  we  run : 
We  return  to  our  Laffes  like  Fortunate  Traders,  • ' 

Triumphftm  with  Spoils  of  the  VartfiiJJj'd  Uvuders. 


l^Cfdt'^Qi 


ACT 
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A  C  T    11.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  PhilideJ. 

Hii  A   Las,  for  Pity,  of  this  bloody  Field? 

■**■    Piteous  it  needs  muft  be,  wJioi  I,  a  Spirit, 
Can  have  fo  foft  a  fenfe  of  Humane  Woes ! 
Ah !  for  fo  many  Souls,  as  but  this  Morn' 
Were  cloath'd  vAth  Ffefh,  and  warm'd"  with  VitaJ  Kood, 
But  naked  now,  or  fhirted  but  with  Air. 

[Merlin,  rpith  Spirirt,  defcendi  to  PhiJidel,  w  tt  Chariot 

drawn  by  Dragons. 
Mer.  What  art  thou,  Spirit,  of  what  Name  and  Order  ? 
fFor  I  have  vievy'd-  thee  in  my  Magick  Glais,) 
Making  thy  Moan,  among  the  Midnight  Wolves, 
That  Bay  the  iilent  Mson:  Speak,  I  Conjure  thee. 
*Tis  Merl'm  bids  thee,  at  whofe  awful  Wand, 
The  pale  Ghoft  q  in  vers,  and  the  grim  Fiend  gafps. 
Phil.  An  Airy  Shape,  the  tender'ft  of  my  Kind, 
The  laft  feduc'd,  and  leaft  deform'd  of  Hell; 
Half  white,  and  fhuffi'd  in  the  Crowd,  I  feiij 
DcHrous  to  repent,  and  loth  to  fin. 
Awkward  in  Mifchief,  piteous  of  Mankind, 
My  Name  is  Philideli  my  Lot  in  Air, 
Where  next  beneath  the  Moon,  and  nearefl  Heav'n, 
I  foar,  and  have  a  Glimpfe  to  be  ricciv'd. 
Far  which  the  fvv'arthy  Bsmom  envy  nsc, 
Mer.  Thy  iSiifineis  here? 

Fhil.  To  ftun  the  Stucoa  Wizard's  dire  Commands, 
O'mond,  the  awfuli'ft  Name  next  thine  below, 
■"Caufe  I  refus'd  to  hurl  a  Noyfom  Fog 
On  Chriften'd  Heads,  the  Hue  and  Cry  of  Hell 
Is  rais'd  againft  me,  for  a  Fugitive  Spright. 

Mer.  Ofmond  fliall  ^now,  a  greater  Power  protefts  thec^ 
Bat  follow  thou  the  Whifpers  of  thy  Sou!, 
Tliar  draw  thee  nearer  Hcav'a. 

And, 
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And,  as  thy  Place  is  nearefl  to  the  Sky, 

The  Rays  will  reach  thee  firft,  and  bleach  tJiy  Soot. 

Vhil.  In  hope  of  that,  I  fpread  my  Azure  "WiBgs,* 
And  wilhing  ftill,  for  yet  I  dare  not  pray, 
I  bask  in  Day-light,  and  behold  with  Joy 
My  Scum  work  outward,  sHid  my  Ruft  wear  ofF. 

Mfr.  Why,  'tis  my  hopeful  Deviij    no\v  mark  me 
I  will  employ  thee,  tor  thy  future  Good ;  (Fhttidd 

Thou  know'ft,  in  Spight  of  Vahant  Of»((ld'5  Arms,        ' 
Or  Ofmmd's  Powertui  Spells,  the  Field  is  ^"f^— 

2hiL  Oh  Mafter !  haften 
Thy  Dread  Cominandsi  for  GrimbnU  is  at  Hand- 
O/mml's  fierce  Fiend,  I  fnuffhis  Earthy  Scent:  * 
The.  Conquering  Britms  he  mif-leads  to  RivcK,' 
Or  dreaJtul  Downfalls  of  unheeded  Rocks  j 
^Where  many  fall,  (hat  ne'er  fhall  rife  again. 

Mer.  Be  that  thy  Care,  to  ftand  by  Falls  of  Brook*, 
And  trembling  Bogs,  that  bear  a  Green-Sword  Shxm 
Warn  off  the  bold  Purfucrs  from  the  Chace: 
No  more,  they  coinc,  and  we  divid^  the  Task. 
But  left  fierce  Grim&ald's  pond'rous  Bulk  opprefs 
Thy  tender  flitting  Air,  Til  lea\re  my  Band 
Of  Spirits  with  United  Strength  lo  Aid  thee. 
And  Force  with  Force  repel. 

^^  SlSer  '"  ^^"'^''  ^^^^^^'^  ^^^^ 
Enter  Grimbaid  in  the  Hahit  of  a  Shepherd,  followed  by  King 

Arthur,  Conon,   Aurclius,   AlbanacS  f^nd  SoUieri  Jo 

vxmder  at  a  Dtjiance  m  the  Scenes. 

Gnm.  Here,  this  \^y^Jritons,  follow  0>^W's Flight; 
This  Lvening  as  I  whiltl'd  out  my  Dog, 
To  drive  my  llragling  Flock,  and  pitch'd  my  Fold 
I  faw  him  dropping  bwcat,  o'er-labour'd,  ftiff,       ' 
Make  faintly  as  he  could,  to  yonder  Dell. 
Tread  in  my  Stepsj  long  Neighbourhood 'by  Day 
Has  made  theie  Fields  familiar  in  the  Night 

jirth.  I  thank  thee.  Shepherd} 
Expert  Reward,  lead  on,  we  follow  thcc, 
Phil.  1  Either  this  IVaiy,  this  Way  bend, 
fin^s.  J  Trnjl  not  that  makams  litnd: 
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Th)^e  (trefalfi  deluding  Lights, 

IVaftedfar  and  near  by  SpightS), 

Truft  'em  not.,  for  they'll  deceive  ye; 

jin.i  in  hogs  and  Marfhes  leave  ye. 
Chor.  of  Phii.  ,*^pirits      Hithe'  this  W*y,  this  Way  bend. 
Chor.  of  Grim  '   Sp'iirs.     This  fVay,  this  IVay  bend. 
PJliJ.     t  ^f  yot*  ft'ipi  ^'0  Danger  thinking, 
£Bgs.  ^  JDovn  yOM^  fail ,  a  Furlong /inking: 

Tis  a  Fiend  who  has  annoy' d ye; 

Name  but  HearJn,  and  hell  avoid  ye. 

Chor.  of  Phil.  Spirits.    Hither  this  Way,  this  Way  bend. 
Chor.  of  Grimb.  Spirits.    This  Way,  this  Way  bend. 
Phiiidcl's  Spir  fs.    Trufi  not  that  malicipus  Ftend. 
Grimbald*'  Spirits.    Truft  me,  J  am  m  maliciwt  Tien  J. 
Phiiidcl's  Spirits.    Hither  this  Way,  8cc. 

Con.  Some  wicked  Phantom,  Foe  to  Human  Kind, 
Mifguides  our  Steps. 

j4lba.  I'll  follow  him  no  farther.  [P'ghc 

Grimb.  fpealis.  By  Hell  (he  fings'em  back,    in  my  Def- 
I  had  a  Voice  in  Heav'n,  ere  Sulph'rous  Steams 
Had  damp'd  it  to  a  Hoarfenefs ;  but  I'll  trjr. 

Hefings.  Let  not  a  Moon-bom  Flfmif-lead ye^. 
From  your  Trey,  and  from  your  Glory. 
Too  far,  Alas,  te  has  betray' dye: 
Follow  the  Flamtr-  that  vavc  before  ye  : 
Sornetimes fei/n,  a<.d fometimes  One; 
Hftrty,  htmy,  hurry,  hurry  on. 

See,  fee,  the  Footfiefs  plain  appearingf 
That  Way  Ofwald  ciofe  for  fliing  : 
Jinn  is  the  Turf,  O-.d  fit  for  bearings 
IVhert  ymidtr  Pearly  Dews  are  lying. 
Far  he  cannot  hence  be  gor.e ; 
Hurry,  hurry,  hurryt  hurry  on. 

Aur.  'Tis  true,  he  fays;  the  Footfteps  yet  arcficfti 
Upon  the  Sod,  no  falling  Dew-Drops  have 
Dillurb'd  the  Print.        [All  are  goia^  to  follo-»  Grimbald. 

Piilidd  fings.    Hithtr  this  Wnj. 
.  '  Chor; 


Chor.  of  Phil.  Spirits.    Hither  this  Way,  this  Way  bend. 
Chor.  of  Grimb.  Spirits.    Ih'ts  Way,  this  Way  bend, 
Philidcl's  Spirits.    Trufi  not  that  Malicms  Fiend. 
Grimb.  Spirits,    Truji  me,  I  am  no  Maliiious  BierJ. 
Philidei's  Spirits.    Hither  this  Way,  8cc. 

\^lhey  all  incline  to  Philideh 
Crim.  [y^MJt;.]  Curfe  on  her  Voice,  I  muft  my  Prey 
Thou,  ?hitidel,  ftalt  anfwer  this,  below.  (forego  j 

[Giimbald/«fa  vith  a  Ilajh. 
Arth.  At  laff  the  Cheat  is  plain ; 
The  Cloven-footed  Fiend  is  vanifh'd  from  us; 
Good  Angels  be  our  Guides,  and  bring  us  back< 

Phil,  finging.    Come  follow,  foUtw,  follovh  me.. 
Chor.  Come  follow,  Sec. 

And  me.  And  me.  And  me.  And  me. 
Vcrf.  2  Voc,    And  Green-Sstord  all  your  Way  Jhall  be. 
Chor.  Come  folloio,  &cc. 
Verf.  No  Goblin  or  Elffhall  dare  to  offend  ye. 
Chor.  No,  no,  no,  &cc. 

No  Goblia  or  'SAi  fhall  dare  to  offend  ye. 
Vcrf.  3  Voc.     We  Brethren  of  Air, 
ro«  Kero'j  wilLbeari 
To  the  Kind  and  the  Fair  that  attend  ye. 
Chor.    We  Brethren,  8cc. 

[Philide]  M)jd  the  Spirits  go  off  (tnging,  with  King  Arthur 
and  the  reji  in  the  middle  of  them. 
Inter  Emmeline  led  by  Matilda.  Scene.  Pavilio-i 

"Em.  No  News  of  my  dear  Love,  or  of  my  Father? 

Mat.  Ivlone,   Madam,  fmce  the  gaining  of  the  Battel  j 
Great  Arthur  is  a  Royal  Conqueror  now. 
And  well  delerves  your  Love. 

Em.  But  now  I  fear 
Hc'l;  be  too  great,  to  love  poor  filly  me. 
If  he  be  dead,  or  never  come  again, 
I  mean  to  t!-ie :  Bat  there's  a  greater  Doubtj 
Since  I  ne'er  law  him  here. 
How  fhall  I  meet  hvm  in  another  World  ? 

Mat.  I  have  heavd-fomething,  how  two  Bodies  mett, 
But  hovr  Souls  joyn,  1  know  not» 
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I^.  I  rtiou'd  find  him. 
For  farely  I  have  feefi  him  in  Aij^  Sleej): 
And  then  mtethotf^,  he  put  his  Mouth  to  liiinej 
And  cat  a  Thotofand  Kifles  on  my  Lips; 
Sure  by  his  Kiffmg  I  cou'd  find  hirti  out 
Aiftong  a  thotofand  Angels  in  the  Sky. 

Mat.  But  what  a  kind  of  Man  do  you  fuppofe  him  ? 

Em.  He  muft  be  made  of  the  moft  precious  Things, 
And  I  believe  hi*  Mouth,  and  Eyes,  and  Cheeks, 
And  Nofe,  and  all  his  Facfe,  are  made  of  Gold. 

Mat.  Heav'n  btefs  us.  Madam,  what  a  Face  yon  mak* 
If  it  be  ydlov^f,  he  muft  have  the  Jauadies,  [him  I 

And  that's  a  bad  Difeafe. 

Em.  Why  then  do  Lovft-S  give  a  f  hiog  fo  bad 
As  Gold,  to  Women,  whom  fo  Well  they  love.'  (Things. 

Mat.   Becaafe  ttat  bad  thing.  Gold,  buys    all  good 

Em.  Yet  I  muft  know  him  better :  of  all  Colours, 
Tell  me  which  is  the  pureft,  and  the  foftieft. 

Mat.  They  fay  'tis  Black. 

Em.  Why  then,  fince  Gold  is  hafd,  and  yet  is  prcci- 
His  Face  muft  all  be  made  of  foft,  black  Gold.  (ous. 

Mat.  But,  Madamn-  ■ 

Em.  No  more;  I  have  learn'd  enough  f6r  once. 

Mat.  Here  ate  a  Crew  of  KmtiJhLids  and  Lafles, 
Wou'd' entertain  ye,  'till  your  Lord's  Return, 
With  Songs  and  Dances,  to  divert  yoia-  Cares. 

Em.  O  bring  'cm  in, 
For  tho'  I  catinot  fee  the  Song5,  I  love  'em ; 
And  Love,  they  tell  me,  is  a  Dance  of  Hearts, 

Efiter  Shepherds  and  Shphtrdeffes. 
I   SHEPH^kD  fiogs. 

Horo  blefi  are  Shepherds,  horo  happy  their  Laffes, 
While  Drums  and  Trumpets  are  founding  Alarms  I 
Over  our  Lowly  Sheds  all  the  Storm  pajfes-y 
And  when  we  die,  'tis  in  each  others  Arms. 
All  the  Day  on  our  Herds,  and  Flocks  emplytngh 
All  the  Night  on  our  SIhw,  ^d  in  enjoying. 
ChoT.AU  the  Day,  ^Q. 

II.  Sright 
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II. 

Bright  Nymphs  0/ Britain,  with  Graces  attendejy 
Let  not  your  Bays  without  Fleafure  expire ; 
Honour's  but  empty,  and  when  Touth  is  endedy 
jill  Men  willpratfe  you,  but  none  vpHI  defre. 
Let  net  Youth  fiy  away  without  Contenting  j 
Age  will  come  time  enough,  for  your  Repenting. 
Chor.  Let  not  Touth,  8cc, 

[Here  the  Men  offer  their  Flutes  to  the  Women; 
which  they  refufe. 

2  Shepherdess. 
Shepherd,  Shepherd,  lea-ve  Decoying, 
Tipes  are  fweet,  a  Summer's  Day  j 
But  a  little  after  Toying, 
Women  have  the  Shot  to  Vay. 
II. 
Here  are  Marriage-Vows  forfigntng. 
Set  their  Marks  that  cannot  write: 
After  that,  without  Repining, 

Play  and  Welcome,  Day  md  Night. 
[Here  theWomen  give  theMenContr  afl^,  which  theyaccept; 

Chor,  ?  Come,  Shepherds,  lead  up,  a  lively  Meafare ; 

of  all.  5  ^*  Cares  of  Wedlock,  are  Cares  of 'fleafure; 
But  whether  Marriage  bring  Joy,  or  Sorrow, 
Make  fure  of  this  Day,  and  hang  to  Morrow. 
[The  Dance  after  the  Song,  and  Exeunt  Shepherds  and 
Shepherdefles. 

Inter  on  the  other  Side  of  the  Stage,  Ofwald  and  Guillamar. 

Ojw.  The  Night  has  wilder'd  us;  and  we  are  fall'n 
Amonjg  their  foremoft  Tents. 

Guil!  Ha!  What  are  thefe ! 
They  feem  of  more  than  Vulgar  Quality. 

Em.  What  Sounds  are  thofe?  They  cannot   far  be  di- 
Where  are  we  now,  Matilda  ?  [ftant : 

Mat.  Juft  before  your  Tent : 
Fear  not,  they  muft  be  Friends,  and  they  approach. 

Frrt.  My  Arthur,  fpeak,  my  Lovci  Are  you  return'd 
To  blefs  your  Emmeline  ? 

Ofw. 
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Ofw.  [to  Guilla^  I  Icnow  that  Face : 
'Tis  roy  Ungrateful  Fair,  who,  fcorning  mine. 
Accepts  my  Rival's  Love:  Heav'n,  thou'rt  bounteous. 
Thou  ow'ft  me  nothing  now. 
Mat.  Fear  grows  upon  me : 
Speak  what  you  are;  ipeak,  or  I  call  for  Help, 
O/w.  We  are  your  Guards. 

Mar.  Ah.  me!  We  are  betray'd;  'tis  Ofaxtld's  Voice. 
im.  Let  'em  not  fee  our  Voices,  and  then  they  cannot 

find  uj:. 
Ofio.  Paflions  in  Men  opprefs'd,  are  doubly  ftrong. 
I  take  her  from  King  Arthur:,  there's  Revenge: 
If  fhe  can  love,  fhe  buoys  my  finking  Fortunes: 
Good  Reafons  both ;  I'Jl  on-      "Fear  nothing;  Ladies, 
You  fhall  be  fafe. 

[Ofwald  arJ  Guillamar  yf«e  Emmcline  arJ  Matilda,  - 
^m.andMatll.  Help^help!  a  Rape,  a  Rape! 
OjW.  By  Heav'n  ye  injure  me,  tho'  Force  is  us'd, 
Your  Honour  fhaL  be  facred. 
I^m.  Help,  help,  Qh  Britons,  help! 
Ofrp.  Your  Britons  cannot  help  you:' 
This  Arm,  through  all  their  Troops,  fhall  force  my  way  j 
Yet  neither  ^uit  n".y  Honour,  nor  my  Prey, 

{Exeurtt,  the  Women  fiill  crying. 
[An  Alarm  Toithin :  Scmp  Soldiers  rur;Aing  orver  the  Stage : 

Follow,  folloce.  foUoro. 
Ij2ter  Albana<9;  Captain  of  the  Guards,  vhhSoUiers. 
Alb.  V/Wch  xvay  went  th'Al.v.m'?  " 
I  Sol.  Here,  towards  the  Caftle. 

Alb.  Pox  o'i his  Victory  i  the  whole  Camp's  debauch'd  : 

All  Drunk  or  V.'horing  :  This  way.   follow,  follow  [Exe, 

[The  Alarm  veneres:  Clajhing  of  Sn>ords  i:ithhifor  a  while' 

Re-enter  Albanacl,  Officer  and  Soldiers. 
Offic.  How  fits  the  Conquefl  on  great  Aithur's  Brow  ? 
Alb.  As  when  the  Lover  with  the  King  is  mixt, 
He  puts  the  Gain  of  Britain  in  a  Scale, 
Which  weighing  with  the  Lofs  of  Emmeliae, 
Ke  thinks  he's  icarce  a  Saver.  [TrHmpet  teithia. 

Offic.  Hark!  a  Trumpet? 
It  founds  a  Parley. 

Alb, 
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Alb.  'Tis  from  OfwaU  then. 
An  Eccho  to  King  Arthur's  friendly  Summons, 
Sent  fince  he  hear  J  the  Rape  of  Emmeline, 
To  ask  an  Interview.    [Trumpet  anfweriag  m  the  other  fide. 

Offic.  But  hark  !  already 
Our  Trumpet  makes  reply j  and  fee  both,  prefent. 
'Enter  Arthur  on.  one  fiile  attended,  Ofwald  on  the  other  vphh 
Attendants,  and  Cu'ilhmzT.    Ihey  meet  and  falute . 

Arth.  Brave  Ofwald!  We  have  met  on  friendlier  Terms, 
Companions  of  a  War,  with  common  Intercft 
Againft  the  bordering  Pi^s :  But  Times  arc  changed. 

Ofit>.  And  I  am  forry  thst  thofe  Times  are  chang'd: 
For  elfe  we  now  might  meet,  on  Terms  as  friendly. 

Arth.  If  fo  we  meet  not  now,  the  Fault's  your  ownj. 
For  you  have  wrong'd  me  muck. 

Ofw.  Oh  you  wou'd  tell  me, 
I  cali'd  more  Saxons  in,  t'enlarpe  my  Bounds : 
If  thofe  be  Wrongs,  the  War  has  well  redrefs'd  ye, 

Arth.  Miftake  me  not,  I  count  not  War  a  Wrong: 
War  is  the  Trade  of  Kings,  that  fight  for  Empire: 
And  better  be  a  Lion,  than  a  Sheep. 

Ofw.  In  what,  then,  have  I  wrong'd  ye? 

Arth.  In  my  Love. 

Ofa>.  Even  Love's  an  Empire  too;  the  noble  Soul,' 
Like  Kings,  is  Covetous  of  fingle  Sway. 

Arth.  I  blame,  ye  not,  for  loving  Emmeliae : 
But  fmce  the  Soul  is  free,  and  Love  is  choice, 
You  n,ou'd  have  made  a  Conqueft  of  her  Mind, 
And  not  have  forc'd  her  Pcrfon  by  a  Rape. 

OfoD.  Whether  by  Force,  or  Stratagem,  we  gain; 
Still  Gaining  is  our  End,  in  War  or  Love. 
Her  Mind's  the  Jewel,  in  her  Body  lock'd ; 
If  I  would  gain  the  Gem,  and  want  the  Key, 
It  follows  I  muft  feize  the  Cabinet : 
But  to  fecure  your  Fear,  her  Honour  is  untouch'd, 

Arth.  Was  Honour  ever  fafe  in  brutal  Hands  ? 
So  fafe  are  Lambs  within  the  Lion's  Paw  ; 
Ungrip'd  and  plaid  with,  till  fierce  Hunger  calls. 
Then  Nature  fliews  it  fclf ;  the  clofe-hid  Nails 
Are  ftretch'd,  and  open'd,  to  the  panting  Prey. 

But 
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But  if  indeed,  you  are  fo  Cold  a  Lover   ■  i  ■  * 

O/w,  Not  Cold,  but  Honourable. 

Arth.  Then  Reftore  her. 
That  done,  I  fliall  believe  you  Honourable. 
O/w.  Thjnk'ft  thou  I  will  forego  a  Vidlor's  Right?" 

Arth.  Say  rather,  of  an  Impious  Ra\Hfher. 
That  Caftle,  were  it  wall'd  with  Adamant, 
Can  hide  thy  Head,  but  'till  to-Morrow*s  DaWrt. 

O/w.  Ana  ere  to- Morrow  I  may  be  a  God, 
If  Emmeline  be  kind:  But  kind  or  cruel, 
I  tell  thee,  Arthur,  but  to  fee  this  Day, 
That  Heavenly  Face,  tho'  not  to  have  her  mine, 
I  would  give  up  a  hundred  Years  ot  Life, 
And  bid  Fate  cut  to  Morrow. 

Arth.  It  foon  will  come,  and  thou  repent  too  late : 
Which  to  prevent,  I'll  bribe  thee  to  be  honeft. 
Thy  Noble  Head,  accuftom'd  to  a  Crown, 
Shall  wear  it  ftill;  Nor  fhall  thy  Hand  forget 
The  Scepter's  Ufe:  From  Medwafs  pleafing  Stream, 
To  Severn's  Roar,  be  thine. 
In  (hort,  Reftore  my  Love,  and  (hare  my  Kingdom." 

Ofip.  Not,  tha*  you  fpread  my  Sway  from  Thames  to 
Such  Gifts  might  bribe  a  King,  but  not  a  Lover.  iT/ker  -, 

Arth.  Then  prithee  give  me  back  my  Kingly  Word, 
Pais'd  for  thy  fafe  Return}  and  let  this  Hour, 
In  fingle  Combat,  Hand  to  Hand,  decide 
The  Fate  of  Empire,  and  of  trrtmeline. 

Ofw.  Not,  that  I  fear,  do  I  decline  this  Cbifibat  j 
And  not  decline  it  neither,  but  defer  : 
When  Enmelhie  has  been  my  Prixe  as  long 
As  flie  was  thine,  I  dare  thee  to  the  DueL  [row. 

Arth.  I  nam'd  yOur  utmoft  Term  of  Lifej  fo  Mor- 

O/tp.  You  are  not  Fate. 

Arth.  But  Fate  is  in  this  Arm. 
You  might  hkve  made  a  Merit  of  your  Theft. 

Ofw.  Ha !  Theft!  Your  Guards  can  fell  I  ftole  her  rfot. 
'     Arth.  H^jd  I  been  prefent 

O/w.  Had  you  been  preftnt.  She  had  be^  fnine  mtire 

Arth.  There  lies  your  Way.  [Nbhly. 

O/w.  My  Way  lies  where  I  pleife. 

Expca 
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Expe(ft  ffor  Qjtfold's  Magick  cannot  failj 
A  long  To-Morrow,  ere  your  Arms  prevail : 
Or  if  I  fall,  mgljie  Rpom  yc  Bleft  above. 
For  one  who  was  ugdpne,  and  dy'd  for  Love. 

{Exit  OCwzldaiidfjis  Tarty, 
jirth.  There  may  he  one  black  Minute  ere  to  Morrow : 
For  who  can  tell,  what  Power,  and  Luft,  and  Charms, 
May  do  this  Night?  To  Arms,  with  Speed,  to  Arms. 

[ExtHnt. 


ACT    III.    S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Inter  Arthur,  Conon,  0»4  Aurelius/ 

Cow.TTUrleup  our  Colours,  and  Unbrace  our  Driimji 
X.      Diflodge  betimes ;  and  quit  this  fatal  Coaft. 

Arth.  Have  we  forgot  to  Conquer  i 

Aur.  Caft  off  Hope: 
Th'  Imbattl'd  Legions  of  Fire,  Air,  and  Earth, 
Are  banded  for  our  Foes. 
For  going  to  difcover,  with  the  Dawn, 
Yon  Southern  Hill,  which  promis'd  to  the  Sight 
A  Rife  more  eafie  to  attack  the  Fort, 
Scarce  liad  we  ftept  on  the  Forbidden  Ground, 
When  the  Woods  fliook,  the  Trees  flood  briftling  up} 
A  Living  Trembling  nodded  through  the  Leaves. 

Arth.  Poplars,  and  Afpen-Boughs,  a  Pannick  Fright. 

Coa.  We  thought  fo  too,  and  doubled  ftill  our  Pace, 
But  Ibait  a  rumbling  Sound,  like  bellowing  Winds, 
Rofe  and  grew  loud  j  Confusll  with  Howls  of  Wolves, 
And  Grunts  of  Bears;  and  dreadful  Hifs  of  Snakes; 
Shrieks  more  than  Humane;  Globes  of  Hailpour'd  down 
An  Armed  Winter,  and  inverted  Day. 

Arth.  Dreadtiil  indeed! 

Aur.  Count  then  our  Labour's  loft : 
For  otherway  lies  none,  to  mount  the  Cliff, 
Uniefs  we  borrow  Wings,  and  fail  thro'  Air. 

Arth.  Now  I  perceive  a  J>anger  worthy  me. 


3^2.  King  Arthur:  Or, 

*Tis  Ofmond^s  Work,  a  Band  of  Hell-hir'd  Slaves: 
Be  mine  the  Hazard,  mine  fliall  be  the  Fame, 

[Arthur  is  going  out,  but  is  met  by  Merlin,    toho  takes 
him  by  the  Hand,  and  bringsihim  back. 
Enter  Merlin. 
Mer.  Hold,  Sir,  and  wait  Heav'ns  Timej  th' Attempt's 
too  dangerous : 
There's  not  a  Tree  in  that  Inchanted  Grove, 
But  numbred  out,  and  given  by  Tale  to  Fiends j 
And  under  every  Leaf  a  Spirit  couch'd. 
But  by  what  Method  to  diflblve  thefe  Charms, 
Is  yet  unknown  to  me. 

^th.  Hadfl:  thou  been  here,  (  forwhat  can  thwart  thy 
Nor  Emnteline  had  been  the  Boaft  of  OJwald;  [Sk)ll  ?J 
Nor  I,  fore-warn'd,  been  wanting  to  her  Guard. 

Con.  Her  darkcn'd  Eyes  had  feen  the  Light  of  Heav'n  j 
That  was  thy  Promife  too,  and  this  the  Time. 

Mer.  Nor  has  my  Aid  been  abfent,  tho'  unleen, 
"With  Friendly  Guides  in  your  benighted  Mate; 
Nor  Emmeli/ie  fliall  longer  want  the  Sun. 
-4r/^.  Is  there  an  End  of  V/oes  ? 
Mer.  There  is,  and  liidden. 
I  have  employ'd  a  fubtle  Airy  Spright 
T' explore  the  Pallage,  and  prepare  my  Way. 
My  lelf,  mean  Time,  will  view  the  Mag  ck  Wood, 
To  learn  whereon  depends  its  Force. 
Con.  But  Emnidine     • 

Mer.  Fear  not:  This  Vial  Ihall  reftore  h.er  Sigh^ 
Arth.  Oh  might!  Jiope  ('and  what's  impoffible 
To  Merlii^s  Art  j  to  be  my  felf  the  Bearer, 
That  with  the  Light  of  Hcav'n  fliC  may  diicera 
Her  Lover  firft. 

Mer.  Tis  wondrous  hazardous ; 
Yet  I  forefee  th' Event,  'tis  fortunate. 
I'll  bear  ye  fafe,  and  bring  ye  back  unharm'd : 
Tlicn  loie  not  precious  Time,  but  foilow  me. 

[Exeunt  Omnes,  Merlin  leiJttin?  Arthur. 
SCENE,    a  DeeplVood. 
Enter  Philidei. 
Thil.  I  left  all  fafe  behind  j 
For  in  the  hindmoli  Q^'arter  of  the.  WooJ. 

My 
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"My  former  Lord,  Grim  Ofmond,  walks  the  Round: 

Calls  o'er  the  Names,  and  fchools  the  tardy  Sprights. 

His  Ablence  gives  me  more  Security. 

At  every  Walk  I  pafs'd,  I  drew  a  Spell, 

So  that  if  any  Fiend,  abhorring  Heav'n, 

There  fets  his  Foot,  it  roots  him  to  the  Ground. 

Now  cou'd  I  but  dilcover  Emmeline, 

My  Task  were  fairly  done. 

[ff^alking  aBout,  and  Prying  betwixt  the  Trees. 

iEnttr  Grimbald  rttJJjing  out:  He  (eizes  Phili^el,  md bindi 
him  in  a  Chain. 

Crim.  O  Rebel,  have  I  caught  thee ! 

Thtl.  Ah  me!  What  hard  Mifliap! 

Grim.  What  juft  Revenge! 
Thou  mifcreant  Elf,  thou  Renegado  Scout, 
So  clean,  fo  furbifh'd,  fo  renew'd  in  White, 
The  Livery  of  our  Focsj  I  fee  thee  through: 
What  mak'ft  thou  here?  TJiou  trim  Apoftate,  /peak. 
Thou  {hak'ft  for  Fear,  I  feel  thy  falfc  Heart  pant. 

Vhil.  Ah  mighty  Grimbald^ 
Who  would  not  rear,  when  feiz'd  in  thy  ftiong  Gripe/ 
But  hear  me,  Oh  Renown'd,  Oh  worthy  Fiend, 
The  Favourite  of  our  Chief. 

Grim.  Away  wiih  fuHbm  Flattery, 
The  Fool  of  Fools ;  thou  know 'ft  where  laft  we  met, 
When  but  for  thee,  the  Chriftians  had  been  fwalbw'd 
in  quaking  Bogs,  and  Living  font  to  Hell. 
"    Thil.  Ay,  then  1  was  feduc'd  by  Merlin's  Art, 
And  half  perfwaded  by  his  foothing  Tales, 
To  hope  for  Heav'n;  as  if  Eternal  Doom 
Cou'd  be  rcvers'd,  and  undecreed  for  mc: 
But  I  am  nov/  fet  Right. 

Grifn.  Oh  ftill  thou  think'ft  to  fiy  a  Fool  to  Mark. 

I'hil.  I  fled  from  Merlin,  free  as  Air  that  bore  me, 
T' unfold  to  Ofmond  all  his  deep  Defigns, 

Grim.  I  believe  nothing.  Oh  thou  fond  Impoftor, 
When  wert  thou  laff  in  Hell?  Is  not  thy  Name 
Forgot,  and  Bktted  from  th' infernal  Roll; 
But  (.nee  thou  fay 'ft,  thy  Errand  was  to  Ofmond, 
To  Oftmnd  iliSili  thou  go  j  March,  know  thy  Driver. 


984  ^^f^^  Arthur:  Or, 

.  Thil.  [Kneeling.y  Oh  fpare  me  Grimi>ald,  and  Tl!  be  thx 
Tempt  Hermits  for  thee,  in  their  Holy  Cells,  [Slaves 
And  Virgins  in  their  Dreams. 

Grim.  Canft  thou,  a  Devil,  hope  to  cheat  a  Devil? 
A  Spy ;  why  that's  a  Name  abhorr'd  in  Hell ; 
Hafte  forward,  forward,  or  I'H  Goad  thee  on 
With  Iron  Spurs. 

Phil.  But  ufe  me  kindly  then : 
Pull  not  fo  hard,  to  hurt  my  Airy  Limbs; 
14i  folldw  thecunforc'd;  look  there's  thy  Way. 

Grim.  Ay,    there's  thy  Way  indeed  j  but  for  more  Su- 
I'll  keep  an  Eye  behind:  Not  one  Word  more»         [f^ty 
But  follow  decently.       [Grimbald  goes  out,  dragging  Phi- 
thil.  lAfide-l  So,  catch  him  Spell.  [lidel ! 

Grim,  {yfithm^  Gh  help  me,  help  me,  Ihilidel. 
Thil.  Why,  What's  the  Matter  ? 
Grim.  Oh,  I  am  enfnar'd  ; 
Heav'ns  Birdlime  wraps  me  round,  and  glues  my  Wings, 
Loofe  me,  and  I  will  free  thee; 
Do,  and  I'll  be  thy  Slave. 

Thil.  What,  to  a  Spy,  a  Name  abhorr'd  in  Hell .? 
Grim.  Do  riot  infult,  Oh,  Oh,  I  grow  to  Ground.; 
The  Fiery  Net  draws  clofer  on  my  Limbs.  [ments: 

thil.  Thou  fhalt  not  have  the  Eafe  to  Curfe  in  Tor- 
Be  Dumb  for  one  half  Hour ;  fb  long  my  Charm 
Can  keep  thee  Silent,  and  there  lie 
Till  Ofinmd  breaks  thy  Chain. 

[Philidcl  unbinds  his  own  Tetters. 
"Enter  to  him  Merlinj  mth  a,  Vial  in  his  Handy  and  Arthur. 
Mer.  Well  haft  thou  wrought  thy  Safety  with  thy  Wit, 
My  TkHidel;  go  Meritorious  on. 
Me,  other  Work  requires,  to  view  the  Wood, 
And  learn  to  make  the  dire  Inchantments  void. 
Mean  Time  attend  King  Arthur  in  my  Room_; 
Shew  him  his  Love,  and  with  thefe  Sovereign  Drops 
Reftore  her  Sight. 

[Exit  Merlin,  giving  4  Vid  to  PhiliddL 
Phil.  We  mufi  work,  we  muft  hajie ; 
iioon-T)de  How  is  almoji  paji; 

Sfrightf, 
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uprights,  that  glimmer  in  the  Sm, 
Intt  Shudes  aire  tidy  run. 
Ofmond  will  be  hers,  anon. 

Enter  Emmcline  and  Matilda,  at  the  far  end  of  the  Wooi, 
Arth.  O  yonder,  yonder  flie's  already  found : 
My  Soul  dire<9:s  my  Sight,  and  flies  before  it. 
Now,  gentle  Spirit,  ufe  thy  utmoft  Arts 
Unfeal  her  Eyes  j  and  this  Way  lead  her  Steps. 

[Arthur  toithdrrnvs  behind  the  Scene. 
[Emmcline  and  Matilda  come  forward  to  the  Front. 

Philldel  approaches  Emn-'eline,  fprinklmg  fame  of  the  PTater 
over  her  Eyes,  out  of  the  Vint. 

Phil.      Thus,  thus  I  infufi 

Thefe  Sovereign  T>evc>s. 
Tly  back,  ye  Films,  that  cloud  her  Sighty 
And  you,  ye  cryjial  Humours  bright. 
Tour  noxious  Vapours  purg'd  awny. 
Recover,  and  admit  the  Day. 
J^ow  cajlyour  Eyes  abroad,  and  fie 
All  but  me. 

Em.  Ha!  What  was  that?  Who  fpokc? 

Mat.  I  heard  the  Voice;  'tis  one  of  0/5w«^/'s  Fiends. 

Em.  Some  blcfled  Angel  furej  I  feel  my  Eyes 
Unfeal'd,  they  walk  abroad,  and  a  new  World 
Comes  rufliing  on,  and  ftands  all  gay  before  me. 

Mat.  Oh  Heavens!  Oh  Joy  of  Joys!  Ihe  has  her  Sifrht! 

Em.  I  am  new-born  j  I  fliall  run  mad  for  Pleafure,^ 

[Staring  on  Mat. 
Are  Women  fuch  as  thou  ?  Such  glorious  Creatures  ? 

./^th.  [Afide.'\  Oh  how  I  envy  her,  to  be  firft  feen ! 

Em.  Stand  farther  j  let  me  take  ray  fill  of  Sight. 

[Looking  Hfil 
What's  that  above,  that  weakens  my  new  Eyes, 
Makes  me  not  fee,  by  feeing? 

Mat.  Tis  the  Sun. 

Em.  The  Sun  ?  'tis  fure  a  God,  if  that  be  Hcav'n, 
O  if  thou  art  z,  Creature,  beft  and  faiiell. 
Vol.  VI.  R  H0',» 
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How  well  art  thou,  from  Mortals  fo  remote, 
To  Oiine,  and  not  to  burn,  by  near  Approach! 
How  haft  thou  iieht'ned  even  my  very  Soul, 
And  let  in  Knowledge  by  another  Senfe ! 
I  gaze  about,  new-born,  to  Day  and  thee  j 
A  Stranger  yet,  an  Infant  of  the  World ! 
Art  thou  not  pleas'd,  Matildnt  Why,  like  mc, 
Doft  thou  not  look  and  wonder  ? 

Mat.  For  thefe  Sights 
Are  to  my  Eyes  familiar. 

Em.  That's  my  Joy, 
Not  to  have  feen  before :  For  Nature  now 
Comes  all  at  once,  confounding  my  Delight. 
But  ah!  what  Thing  am  I?  Fain  wou'd  1  knowj 
Or  am  I  blind,  or  do  I  fee  but  half? 
With  all  my  Care,  and  looking  round  ^ut, 
I  cannot  view  niy  Face. 

Mat.  None  fee  themfelves 
ButbyRefieftionj  inthisGlafsyouraay.  iGivesheraGlaJs-. 

Bm.  [tahingtheGlaff,  and  looking.']  What's  this? 
It  holds  a  Face  withm  it :  Gh  fweet  Face ! 
Ic  draws  the  Mouth,  and  fmiles,  and  looks  upon  mcj 
And  talks ;  but  yet  I  cannot  hear  it  fpeak : 
The  pretty  thing  is  Dumb. 

Mat.  The  pretty  thing 
You  fee  witliin  the  Gials,  is  you. 

Em.  What,  am  I  two?  Is  this  another  me? 
Indeed  it  wears  my  Cloaths,  has  Hands  like  mint  j 
And  mocks  whatever  I  do;  but  that  I'm  fure 
I  am  a  Maid,  I'd  fwcar  it  were  my  Child.  [Matilda  loeh. 
Look  my  Matilda;  We  both  are  in  the  Glafs. 
Oh,  now  I  know  it  plain ;  they  are  our  Names, 
That  peep  upon  us  there. 
Mat.  Our  Shadows,  Madam. 
Em.  Mine  is  a  picttier  Shadow  far,  than  thine. 
I  love  itj  let  me  kifs  my  t'other  Self. 

[^KiJJing  the  Glafs,  ard  huggmg  it. 
Alas,  I've  kifs'd  it  Deid  ;  the  fine  Thing's  gone  y 
In  Iced  it  kifs'd  fo  Cold,  as  if  'twere  Dying. 

Arthur 
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Tis  here  again.  '.  "^^^ 

Oh  no,  this  Face  is  neither  mine  nor  thine ;  :^ A 

I  think  the  Glals  has  tora another  Child.  >>1 

■  ■    h'f'  '-■v::  f    [She  turns  md  feet  ArthuA. 
Ha!  What  art  thqu  with  a  n^.  kind^f.  I^acfti  uo/i; .: lA 
And  other  Cloaths,  a nobfeCreature  t0o»l  ion  i/orii  flloQ ' 
But  taller,  bigger,  fiercer  in  thy  Locikj  ;7'y^?  t:''1  .uAA 
Of  a  comptrolling  Eye,  Majeftick  Make?    ■  :   '  n  oi  siA 
Mat,  Do  you  not  know  him,  Ma^iin*?:.  .  t,  uT  .w5'^ 
Em.  Is't  a  Man?  ',  •.  '/d  ;vj3'  '-•'fd  o*  3oH 

.4rf/>.  Yes,  and  the  moft  unhappy  of  mjr  Kaiift»torfto:) 
If  you  have  chang'd  your  Love.      ^      HT  :£:'.'//  !/lo  3jj3 
E»>.  My  deareft  Lord!.      ,  '  ;    •  I /fi;:  lO 

Was  my  Soulbliijdj  aa4  cpu'd  not  that  lookouJils  rinW 
To  know  you ,  e're  you  fpoke  ?  Oh  GounterparC  lonnw  ( 
Of  our  foft  Sex  j   Well  are  ye  made  our  Lords  i  1  .W^A 
So  bold,  fo  great,  fo  Goti-lik?  are  ye  form'd.      -  '-' '  ^^jS 
How  can  ye  love  fuch  filly  Things  as  Women?   ^   •    - 

Arth.  Beauty  like  yours  commands;  andManwaioaadd 
But  a  more  boifterous,  and  a  ftronger  Slave,  "  ■  ■•   ' 

To  you,  the beft  Delights  of  human  Kind.  .        -li.-  f-'-'A 
Em.  But  are  ye  mine?  Is  there  an  end  of  War M<?  'fiT 
Are  ell  thofc  Trumpets  dead  theriifelvcs,  at  laft,  '•'   "^^^  ^ 
That  us'd  to  kill  Men  with  ti\eir .thundring  SouadicS  ~^-'i 
Arth.  The  Sum  of  War  ,is  undecided  yet;  "      ''"    . 

And  many  a  breathing  Body  muftbe  Gold, 
Ere  you  are  free.  ""^A 

Em.  How  came  ye  hither  then?  ^  ^ 

Arth.  By  Merlins  An,  to  fnatch  a  niort-liv'd  Bills j-''* 
To  feed  my  familh'd  Love  upon  your  Eyes,  "  ■'■''  ••'i'-'* 
One  Moment,  and  depart.  •  "  ^'^ 

Em.  O  Moment,  worth  '^ 

Whole  Ages  paft,  and  ail  that  Are  to  eorric !       ■..'■jI  _.i.f^ 
Lei  Love-fick  OftpaU,  now  unpicied  moufU;;     .l!5VoM 
Let  Ojhioml  mutter  Charms  to  Sprights  in  vain, 
To  make  me  love  him;  all  fliail  not  change-my  Sob!:    ' 
Arlh.  Ha!  Does  the  Inchauter  praiStfc Hdt  tipbn '^"^u ? 
Is  he  my  Rival  too  ? 
Em.  Yes;  but  I  hate  him ; 
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For  when  he  fpoke,  through  my  fliut  Eyes  I  faw  him ; 
His  Voice  look'd  ugly,  and  brcath'd  Brimftone  on  me : 
And  then  I  fiift  was  glad  that  1  was  Blind, 
Not  to  behold  Damnation. 

Thil.  This  time  is  left  me  to  congratulate 
Your  new-born  Eyesj  and  tell  you  what  you  gaifl 
By  Sight  reftox'd,  and  viewing  him  you  love. 
Appear,  you  airy  Forms. 

i/iirj  Sprits  appear  in  the  Shapes  of  Men  md  Wmea. 

Man  fines.     Oh  Sight,  the  Mother  of  Dejires, 

fVhat  charming  Qhjeels  dojl  thou  yield! 

^Tis  fweet,  r»htn  tedious  Ktght  expires. 
To  fee  the  rojie  Morning  gild 

The  Mountain-Tops,  and  paint  the  Held! 
But,  when  Clorinda  eomes  in  Sight, 
She  makes  the  Summers  T^ay  more  bright ; 
jtid  vhen  fl)e  goes  away,  'tis  Night. 

Chor.    Pf^hen  Tair  Clorinda  comes  in  Sight^  8cc. 

-Wom.fiogs.  'Tis  f»eet  the  bluflmg  Mem  to  viewi 
And  Plains  adom'd  with  pearly  Dew : 
But  f<ch  cheap  Delights  to  fee, \ 
Heaven  and  Nature, 
Give  each  Creature; 
Jhey  have  Eyes,  as  well  as  ve ; 
This  is  the  foy,  all  Joys  above. 
To  fee,  to  fee^ 
That  only  fhe. 
That  onlyfhe  we  love! 
Chor.  This  it  the  Joy,  dl  Joys  above,  &c. 

.Man  Sings.    And,  if  we  map  difcover. 

What  Charms  both  Nymph  and  Lover, 
lis,  when  the  lair  at  Mercy  lies, 
With  kind  and  amorous  Anguifh, 
Tofigh,  to  look,  to  loiiguiflf, 
On  each  others  Eyes  ! 
Chor.  of  all  Men  and  Women, 
And  if  nfe  may  difcover,  5cc. 

Thl. 


'the  Britifh  Worthy.  38^ 

Th\l.  Break  off  your  Mufick  j  for  our  Foes  are  near. 

[S firsts  vmijh. 
Enter  Merlin. 
Merl.  My  Sovereign,  we  have  hazarded  too  farj 
But  Love  excufes  you,  and  Prefcience  me. 
Make  haftej  for  Ofttumd  is  even  now  alarm'd, 
And  greedy  of  Revenge,  is  hafting  home. 

Arth.  Oh  take  my  Love  with  us,  or  leave  me  here.' 
Merl.  I  cannot,  for  (he's  held  by  Charms  too  ftrong: 
Which,  with  th'  inchanted  Grove  muft  be  deftroy'dj 
Till  when,  my  Art  is  vain:  But  fear  not,  Emmelinej 
Th'  Enchanter  has  no  Pow'r  on  Innocence. 
Em  [  to  jirth.  ]  Farewel,  fince  we  muft  part :  When 
you  are  gone, 
I'll  look  into  my  Glafs,  juft  where  you  look'dj 
To  find  your  Face  again  j 
If  'tis  not  there,  I'll  think  on  you  fb  long, 
My  Heart  (hall  make  your  Pifture  for  my  Eyes.' 

Arth.  Where-e'er  I  go,  my  Soul  (hall  ftay  with  thee : 
'Tis  but  my  Shadow  that  I  take  awayj 
True  Love  is  never  happy  but  by  halves  j 
An  April  Sun-lhine,   that  by  fits  appears. 
It  fmiles  by  Moments,  but  it  mourns  by  Years. 

{Ixeunt  Arthur  and  Merlin  at  one  Ddjr. 
Inter  Ofraond  at  the  other  Door,  who  gaKes  on  Emmeliue* 
and  Pie  on  him. 
Em.  Matilda,  fave  me  from  this  ugly  Thing, 
Tkis  Foe  to  fi^ht,  fpeakj  doft  thou  know  him? 

Mat.  Too  well;  'tis  O/Wi/'s  Friend,  the  great  Magician, 
E^.  It  cannot  be  a  Man,  he's  fo  unlike  the  Man  I  love. 
Ofm.  [Ajlde.']  Death  to  my  Eyes,  fhe fees! 
Em.  I  wifh  I  cou'd  notj  but  I'll  clofc  my  Sight, 

And  (liut  out  all  I  can It  wo'not  be; 

Winking,  I  fee  thee  ftill,  thy  odious  Image 

Stares  full  into  my  Soulj  and  there  infedts  the  Room 

My  Arthur  fliou'd  pofiefs. 

Ofm.  [Afdel  I  find  too  late. 
That  Merlin  and  her  Lover  have  been  here. 
If  I  was  fir'd  before  when  flic  was  blind. 
Her  Eyes  dart  Lightning  now,  (he  muft  be  mine. 
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y^  King,  A  r  th  u  r  :  0^ 

Eht.  I  prithee, ^readful  Thing,  tell  methyBuilnefshcrfi 
And,  if  thou  canft,  reform  that  odious  Facej 
Look  not  fo  grim  upon  me. 

=   Ofm   My  Name  is  Oinwd,  and  my  Bufinefs  Love. 
'     E>».Thou  haft  a  gritzly  Loofcj  forbiddingwhat  thou  ask'il,- 
If  I  durft  tell  th-ce  fo.    , 

Ofiii.  My  Pent-ljoufe  Eye-brows,  and  my  fl'agg)'  Heard" 
Offend  ypuj:  Sight,,  lut  thefe  are  manly  Signs  j 
Faint  W&ke  ^nd  Red  abufe  your  Expedlations ; 
Be  Woman;  know  your. Sex,  and  love  full  Pleafures. 

Er/}.  Love  from  a  Monfter,  Fiend ! 

Ofm.  Come  you  muft  Love,  or  you  muft  fuffcr  Lovci 
Ko  Coynefs,  none,  for  I  am  Mafter  here. 

Em.  And  when  did  Ofiedd  give  away  his  Power, 
That  thou  prefum'ft  to  Rule }  Be  fjrc  I'll  teU  him : 
For  as  I  am  his  Prifoner,  he  is  mine. 

Ofm.  Why  then  thou  art  a  Captive  to  a  Captive, 
O'erisbour'd  with  the  Fight,  oppreft  with  Thirft; 
That  Ofwald  whom  you  mention^,  call'd  for  Diink : 
I  mix'd  a  fleepy  Potion  in  his  Bov,/l; 
Which  he  and  his  Fool  Friend  quafi'd  greedily : 
The  happy  Dofe  wrought  the  defir'd  effeft; 
Then  to  a  Dungeon's  depth  I  font  both  bound : 
Whsre  flow'd  wjrh  Snakes  and  Adders  nov/  they  lodge; 
Two  Flanks  their  Beds;  fllppery  with  Oofe  and  Slime: 
The  Rats  brufh' o'er  their  Faces  with  their  Tails; 
And  croaking  Paddocks  crawl  upon  their  Limbs. 
Since  when  the  Garrifon  depends  on  me; 
Now  know  you  are  my  Slave. 

Mat.  He  ftrikes  a  Horrour  through  my  Blood. 

Era.  I  freeze,  as  if  his  impious  Art  had-fix'd 
My  Feet  to  Earth. 
•  Cm.  But  Love  fhall  thaw  ye. 
I'll  Jhow  his  Force  in  Countries  cak'd  with  Ice, 
where  the  pale  Pole-Star  in  the  North  of  Heav'a 
Sits  high,  and  on  the  frofly  Winter  broods; 
Yet  there  Love  reigns :   For  Proof,  this  Magick  Wand 
Shall  change  the  Mildncfs  of  fwcet  Britain's  Clime 
To  Iceland,  and  the  fertheft  Tfwk's  Froft  ; 
Where  the  proud  God,  difdaining  Winters  Bounds, 
lAquO  ji   '  O'er- 


(^cr-kaps  the  Fences  of  Eternal  Snow, 

And  with  hjs  Warmth  fupplies  the  difiant  Siiil. 

Ofinond  y?ri^«  the  Ground,  with  his  ffand:  The  Scene  chan- 
ges to  a  ?roffeB  of  Winter  /»  Frtxjen  Countries, 

Cupid  De fiends . 
Oip.'  P    What  ho,  thou  Genius  of  the  dime,  nvhat  ho,* 
lings,  ^   L/Ji  thou  afiee^  beneath  ihofi  Hills  of  Snovf  ? 
Stretch  out  thf  laxy  Limbs  j  areake,  ax.'^h. 
And  Winter  from  thy  Furry  Mantle  JJj,df. 

Genius  Arifes. 
Genius,   What  Voveer  art  thou,  rcho  from  belonf 
Hafl  made  tne  rife,  unw'dlingl/,  a^sd  flove, 
Ftotn  Beds  of  Everlafliag  Snow  ! 
See'Jl  thou  not  how  flijf.  a,  id  wond'rotts  old, 
J .  Far  unfit  to  bear  the  bitter  Cold, .  , 
f/  can  fear cely  move,  or  draw  my  Breathy 
,  _,  Let  me,  let  mt.  Freeze  again  to  Death.  - 

CUpid.    Thou  doating  Fool  forbear,  forbear; 

What,  dofi  thou  dream  of  Freezing  here? 
At  Love's  appearing,  all  the  Sky  clear mg, 

Theftormy  Winds  their  Furyjpare: 
Winter  fubduing,  ar:d  Spring  renewing. 

My  Beams  create  a  more  glorious  Tear, 
Thou  doating  Fool,  forbear,  forbear , 
What,  dofi  thou  dream  of  Freezing  here  ? 

Genius.  Great  Love,  I  know  thee  mw^ 
Eldefi  of  the  Gods  art  thou: 
Heav'n  and  Earth  by  thes  were  madtf 
Human  Nature 

Is  thy  Creature,  *  ,      * 

Every  where  thou  art  obefd. 

Cupid.     No  part  of  my  Dominion  fhall  be  wafte, 

Tofpread  my  Sway,  andfing  my  Fraije, 
Ev'n  here  I  will  a  Feople  raife. 
Of  kind  embracing  Lovers,  and  eruirac'd. 
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Cufid  waves  his  Wand,  upon  which  the  Scene  opens,  and 
difcovers  aProipe^  of  Ice  and  Snow  to  the  end  of  the 
Stage. 

/  Singers  and  Dancers;  Men  and  Women,  appear. 
Man.     See,  fee,  ■»»  ajftmble, 
ThyBjeijels  iokold: 
•  Though  c^HivWing  -with  Cold, 
We  chatter  and  tremble. 

Cupid.    Tis  I,  'tis  I,  'tis  1,  that  havetotirnfd yfy 
'    In  jpght  ef  coldlVenther, 
I've  hrotight you  together: 
*Tii  X,  'tis  1,  'tis  I,  that  have  arm*d  ye. 

'  Cher.      Tis  Love,  'tis  Love,  'tis  Love,  that  has  varm'd  ftt^ 
In  fftght  of  cold  Heather, 
He  brought  us  ttgether: 
*Tis  Love,  'tis  Ijove,  'tis  Love  that  hat  arrn'd  HU 

Cupid.   Sound  a  Tarly,  ye  Fair,  OKdfurrender; 

Set  your  fehes,  and  your  Lovers  at  Eflftj 

He's  a  grateful  Offender 

U'ha  Tleaftire  darefeite: 
Sut  the  Whfiitng  Vrettnder 

It  fure  to  dif^leafe. 

II. 

Since  the  Truit  oflDefire  is  foffcjjmg'y 
Tts  unmanly  to  Sigh  thfd  Complain  i 

When  v:e  kneel  for  RedreJJtng, 
We  move  your  'Difdain: 

Loz'e  vas  made  for  a  Bltjpng, 
Aiid  not  for  a  Tain. 

A  Dance  j  after  which  the  Singers  and  Dancers  depart 

"Em.  I  cou'd  be  pleas'd  with  any  one  but  thee, 
"Who  entertain'd  my  Sight  w^ith  luch  gay  Shows, 
As  Men  and  Women  moving  here  and  there  j 
That  courfing  one  another  in  their  Steps, 
Jiavc  made  their  Feet  a  Tunc 

O/tn^ 
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0/?».  "What,  Coying  it  again !  ^    ^ 

Ko  more;  but  make  mc  happy  to  my  GufT, 
That  is,  without  your  ftruggling. 

Em.  From  my  Sight, 
Thou  all  thy  Devil§  m  one,  thou  dar'fl  not  force  me. 

Ofm.  You  teach  me  well*  I  find  you  woti'd  be  ravifti'd ; 

I'll  give  you  that  Excufe  your  Sex  delircs.    .     • '       ^■-'•5 

[i/(?  btgms  to  lay  held  on  her,  md'they  ftruggle. 

Grim,  [within,']  O  help  mc,  Maftcr,  help  Ae!       [me, 

Ofin.  Who's  that,  my  Grimi>aid t' Coma  s.nd  IMp  thou 
Por  'tis  thy  Work  t'afiift  a  Ravjiher. ,         .     ,.  [PhiJfJeL 

Grim.  Iwithin.']  I  cannot  iiirj'l   a^B  Spell-caught  by 
And*  purs'd  within  a  Net. 
With  a  huge  heavy  Weight  of  floly  Words, 
Laid  on  my  Head,  that  keeps  me  down  from  riling. 

Ofm.  I'll  read  'cm  backwards,  ai>4  reieafe  thy  Bonds:- 

Mean  time  go  in : [Tc?  Emmeiine.' 

Prepare  your  felf,  and  eafe  my  Drudgery: 

But  if  you  will  not  fairly  be  enjoy'd, 

A  little  honcft  Force  is  well  employ 'd.        [Exit  Ormond, 

Er».  Heav'h  be  my  Guard,  I  h:ivc  no  other  Friend! 
Heav'n  ever  prefcnt  to  thy  Suppliants  Aid, 
Proteft  and  pity  Innocence  betray 'd. 

[Exemt  Erameline  anJ  Matilda, 


A  C  T   IV.    S  C  E  N  E   L 

Entsy  Ofnlond  Jojus. 

^7  OW  I  am  fettled  in  my  Force-full  Swayj  • :    I    • 
*^    \\  h.  ^hen    I'll  be  luxurious  in  my  Love; 
Tak?  my  lull  Guft,  and  letting  Forms  alide, 
I'll  bid  the  Slave,  that  fires  my  Blood,  lie  down.  "* 

[Seems  to  be  going  rff. 
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fC4  ir/»gv*A  A  T  H  u  R :  Or^ 

v,v:  s^'Evtkr'  Gnrrk^i,  reb^  meets  him. 

Grim.  Notibfiill:,  Maftcr,  Danger  threatens  theer 
There's  a  Wack  Cloud,  defcending  from  above, 
Full  of  Heaven's  Venom,  burfting  o'er  thy  Head. 

Ofm.  Malicious  Fiend,  thou ly 'ft:  For  I  am  fenc'd 
By  Millions  of^thy  Fellows,  in  my  Grove: 
I  bad  thee,  v^'hen  I  freed  thee  from  the  Charm, 
Run  fcouting  through  the  Wood,  from  Tree  to  Tree, 
And  look  if  all  my  Devils  were  on  Duty: 
HsdA'thou  perform'd  thy  Charge,  thou  tardy  Spright, 
Thou  wbuldft  have  known  no  Danger  threatn'd  me. 

Grim.  When  did  a  Devil  fail  in  Diligence.? 
Poor  Mortal,  thou  thy  felf  art  overfcen ; 
I  have  been  there,  and  thence  I  bring  this  News. 
Thy  Fatal  Foe,  great  Arthur,  is  at  hand ; 
Merlin  has  ta'en  his  time  while  thou  wert  abfent, 
T'  obferve  thy  Charafters,  their  Force,  and  Nature, 
And  counterwork  thy  Spells, 
■i  \Ofm.  The  Devil  take  Merlin ; 
I'll  caft/em  alla-new,  and  inftantly. 
All  of  another  Mould  ■■,  be  thou  at  hand. 
Their  Compoiition  was,  before,  of  Horror; 
Now  they  fhall  be  of  Blandifhment,  and  Love  i 
Seducing  Hopes,  foft  Pity,  tender  Moans : 
Art  fhall  meet  Art:  and,  when  they  think  to  win. 
The  Fools  fhall  find  their  Labour  to  begin. 

[Exeunt  Ofm.  and  Grimb^ 
Enter  Arthur,  ard  Merlin  at  another  Door. 
Scene  of  the  lihod  continue. 

MerU  Thus  far  it  is  permitted  me  to  go ; 
But  all  beyond  this  Spot  is  fisnc'd  with  Charms  j 
I  may  no  more;  but  only  with  Advice. 

'lArth.  My  Sword  fliall  do  the  reft. 

Merl.  Remember  well,  that  all  is  but  lliufionj 
Go  on ;  good  Stars  attend  thee. 

jirth.  Doubt  me  not. 

Merl.  Yet  in  Prevention 
Ot  what  may  come,  I'll  leave  my  Philidel 
To  watch,  thy  Steps,  and  with  him  leave  my  Wand'i 
The  touch  of  wiiich,  no  Earthy  Fiend  can  bear, 

la 


^he  Britifh  Worthy,  ^p^ 

In  whate'cr  Shape  transform^,  but  muft  lay  down 

His  borrow'd  Figure,  and  confefs  the  Devil. 

Once  more  Farewel,  and  profper.^  ^Exft  Merlin. 

uirih.  [walking.']  No  Danger  yet,  I  fee  no  Walls  of  Fire, 
No  City  of  the  Fiends,  with  Forms  obfccne. 
To  grin  from  far,   on  flaming  Battlements. 
This  is  indeed  the  Grove  I  fhou'd  deftroy; 
Bur  where's  the  Horrour?  Sure  the  Prophet  err'd. 
Hark !  Muficky  and  the  warbling  Notes  of  Birds  5 

[Soft  Mufick 
Hell  entertains  me,  hke  fome  welcome  Gueft. 
"More  Wonders  yet}  yet  all  delightful  too,. 
A  Silver  Current  to  forbid  my  Pafra3;e, 
And  yet  to  invite  me,  ftands  a  Golcien  Bridge : 
Perhaps  a  Trap,  for  my  unwary  Feet 
To  link  and  whelm  me  underneath  the  Waves; 
With  Fire  or  Water,  let  him  wage  his  War, 
Or  all  the  Elements  at  once;  I'll  on. 

[As  he  is  going  to  the  Bridge,  two  Syrens  arife  from  tht 
Water ;  Jhey  Jliew  thernfelves  to  the  IVaJie,  andfmg. 

1  Syren.      O  fafs  not  on,  bmftay. 

And  wajle  the  joyous  Day 
With  us  in  gentle  Play: 
Unhend  to  Love,  unbend  thee : 
O  lay  thy  Sword  ajide. 
Ana  other  Arms  provide ; 
Tor  other  Wars  attend  thee, 
Ajidfweeter  to  be  trfd. 
Chor.  For  other  Wars,  6cc. 

Both  fing.    Troo  Daughters  of  this  aged  Stream  are  wf, 

Artd  both  our  Sea-green  Locks  have  com!/' d  for  tf:ei; 

Conte  Bathe  with  us  an  Heur  or  troo. 

Come  naked  in,  for  we  are  fi; 

what  Danger  from  a  naked  F6e  ? 

C>me  Bathe  with  us,  come  Bathe,  and  JhtViy 

llhat  Pleafures  in  the  Floods  appear; 

We'll  beat  the  Waters  till  thty  boundt 

And  Circle,  ro^tnd,  around,  around. 

Aid  Circle  fQmd,  around, 

Arth 


^9^  King  Arthur:  Ofy. 

Arth.  A  Ia7.y  Pleafure  trickles  through  my  Veinjj, 
Here  cou'd  I  (lay,  and  well  be  cozenM  here. 
But  Honour  calls;  is  Honour  in  fuch  hafte? 
Can  he  not  bait  at  fiich  a  pleafing  Inn  ? 
Ko;  for  the  more  I  look,  the  more  I  long: 
Farcwel,  ye  Fair  lUufions,  I  muft  leave  yc. 
While  I  have  Pow'r  to  fay,  that  I  muft  leave  ye; 
Farewel,  with  half  my  Soul  I  dagger  oflfj. 
How  dear  this  flying  Viftory  has  coll. 
When,  if  I  ftay  to  fbuggle,  I  am  loft. 

^i  he  is  going  fenvard.  Nymphs  and  Sylvans  cotne  OM  from 
behind  the  Trees.  A  Bafe  and  tVQ  Trebles  fmg  the  folUnoin^ 
Song  to  a  Minuet,. 

Dance  with  the  Song,^  all  with  Branches  in  their  Hands. 

Song.        J^m  ka^py  the  Lover, 

Hqjo  eafe  his  Chain, 

How  pieajtng  his  Pain  ? 
Mon>  Jheet  to  difcover 

Hgjighs  not  ia  vai».< 
Tor  Love  every  Creature 
Is  form'd  by  his  Nature } 
Ko  Joys  are  aboze. 
Hhe  Fleafures  of  Lcvt. 

Tfie  Dance  continues  with  the  fimcMeafure  play'd  alone'> 
II. 
Z»  vain  are  our  Graces, 

In  vain  are  your  EytSt 

If  Love  you  dejpi/e  j 
When  Age  furrows  Faces, 

Tis  time  to  be  wife. 
Jken  ufe  the  fmt  BleJJmg^ 
That  flies  in  Voffejpng: 
J<iO  Joys  are  above 
The  Fleafftres  of  Love. 

Anh.  And  what  are  thefe  Fantaftick  Fairy  Joys]. 
To  Love  like-mine?  Falfe  Joys,  falfe  Welcomes  all. 
Be  gone,  yc  Sylvan  Trippers  of  the  Gieen  j 

'■■•    -'  ^h 


fly  after  Night,  and  overtake  the  Moon.     ,;  A   «^i''^.. 

[Here  the  Dancers,  Singers  (mdSyrm:M0lllllk* 
This  goodly  Tree  feems  Queen  cf  all  the  Grove.  J  \  :;;•?? 
The  Ringlets  round  her  Trunk  declare  her  guilty 
Of  many  Midnight-Sabbaths  Revell'd  here. 
Her  will  I  firft  attempt. 

[Arthur  firikes  at  the  Tree,  and  cuts  k;  Blood  Jpouts  out  of 
it,  a  Groan  follows,  then  a  Shriek. 
Good  Hcav'ns,  what  raonflrous  Prodigies  are  rhefci 
Blood  follows  from  my  Blow;  the  wounded  Rind 
Spouts  on  my  Sword,  and  Sanguine  dyes  the  Plain. 

[He firikes  again:  A  Voice  of  EmmelinejSt)»3  behind. 
"Em.  [from  behind.']  Forbear,  if  thou  haft  Pity,  ah,  for- 
Thefe  Groans  proceed  not  from  a  Senfelefs  Plant,    [bear! 
Ko  Spouts  of  Blood  run  welling  fiom  a  Tree.  ['"gj 

Arth.  Speak  what  thou  art;  Icharge  thee  ipcak  thy  Be- 
Thou  that  haft  made  my  curdled  Blood  run  back. 
My  Heart  heave  up,   my  Hair  to  rife  in  Briftles, 
And  fcarcely  left  a  Voice  to  ask  thy  Name. 
[Emmeline  breaks  out  of  the  Tree,  fljomng  her  Arm  Bloody',. 

Em.  Whom  thou  halt  hurt,  Unkind  and  Cruel,  fee  j 
Look  on  this  Blood,  'tis  fatal,  ftill,  to  me 
To  bear  thy  Wounds,  my  Heart  has  felt  'em  firft. 

Arth.  'Tis  fhe;  Amazement  roots  mc  to  the  Grouad! 
Em   By  cruel  Charms,  dragg'd  from  my  peaceful  Bower,, 
Fierce  Ofmond  clos'd  me  in  this  bleeding  Bark; 
And  bid  me  ftand  expos'd  to  the  bleak  Winds, 
And  Winter  Storms;  and  Hcav'ns  Ihclemeney, 
Bound  to  the  Fate  of  this  Hell-haunted  Grove  j 
So  that  whatever  Sword,  or  founding  Axe, 
Shall  violate  this  Plant,  muft  pierce  my  FJefh, 

And  when  that  falls,  I  dje. . 

Aiih.  If  this  be  true, 
©  never,  never,  to  be  ended  Charm,, 
At  ieult  by  me;  yet  all  may  be  Ulufion. 
Break  up,  ye  thickning  Foggs,  and  filmy  Mifts,' 
All  that  be-lyc  my  Sight,  and  cheat  my  Scnfc. 
For  Realbn  ftill  pronounces,  'tis  not  fhe, 
And  thus  reiolv'd —     [Lifts  up  his  Sword,  as  going  to'fkikti 
£«?,  Do,  Hiike  B/irbarim,  ftrikej 

And: 
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And  ftrew  my  mangl'd  Limbs,  with  every  Stroke 
Wound  me,  and  doubly  kill  mc,  with  Unkindnefs, 
That  by  thy  Hand  I  fell. 

Arth.  What  (hall  I  do,  yc  Powers  ? 

Em.  Lay  down  thy  Vengeful  Sword ;  'tis  fatal  here: 
What  Need  of  Arms,  where  no  Defence  is  made  ? 
A  Love-Sick  Virgin,  panting  with  Dcfire, 
No  Confcious  Eye  t' intrude  on  our  Delights  j 
For  this  thou  haft  the  Syren's  Songs  defpis'd  j 
For  this,  thy  Faithful  Pafiion  I  reward ; 
Haile  then,  to  take  mc  longing  to  thy  Arms. 

Arth.  O  Love!  O  Merlinl  whom  iTiould  I  believe? 

Em.  Believe  thy  Self,  thy  Youth,  thy  Love,  and  mcj 
They  only,  they,  who  pleafe  themfeives,  are  Wife: 
Difarm  thy  Hand,  that  mine  may  meet  it  bare. 

Arth    By  thy  Leave,  Reafon,  here  I  throw  thee  ofF, 
Thou  load  of  Life :  If  thou  wert  made  for  Souls, 
Then  Souls  fhou'd  have  been  made  without  their  Bodies. 
If,  falling  for  ihe  iirft  Created  Fair, 
Was  Mam's  Fa-  It,  Great  Grandfirc  I  forgive  thee, 
Etien  was  ioft,  as  all  thy  Sons  wou'd  lofe  it. 

[G(u»g  tomardf  Emmdinc,  andpulltng  offhisGMtUt, 
Enter  Philidel  running. 

PM.  Hold-,  poor  deluded  Mortal,  hold  thy  Handj 
Which  if  thou  giv'ft,  is  plighted  to  a  Fiend'. 
For  Proof,  behold  the  Virtue  of  this  Wand ; 
Th'  Infernal  Paint  Ihall  vanilh  from  her  Faccy 
And  Heil  fliall  ftand  reveal'd. 
[Strikes  Emmeline  with  a  IVmd,  reho  ftraight  defcenJs rVYn- 

lidel  runs  to  the  Defcent,  and  fulls  «/>  Grimbald,  andbinfh 

htm. 
Now  fee  to  whofe  Embraces  thou  wert  falling. 
Behold  the  Maiden  Modefty  of  Grimbald, 
The  grofleft,  earthieft,  ugliell  Fiend  in  Hell. 

jirth.  Horrour  feiz-cs  me. 
To  think  what  headlong  Ruin  I  have  tempted, 

Ehii.  Hafte  to  thy  Work;  a  Noble  Stroak  or  tv/a 
Ends  all  the  Charms,  and  difenchants  the  Grove, 
ril  hold  thy  Miilrcfs  bound, 
^ih.  Then  here's  for  E^ceftj. 

•  [Strikti 
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IStrikes  twice  or  thrice,  and  the  Tree  falls,  or  Jinks  :^  Pealef 

Thunder  immediately  follows,  loith  dreadful  Hovelings, 
'Tis  finifh'd,  and  the  Dusk  that  yet  remains. 
Is  but  the  Native  Horrour  of  the  Wood. 
But  I  muft  lofe  no  Time;  the  Pafs  is  free; 
Th'unroofted  Fiends  have  quitted  this  Abode; 
On  yon  proud  Towers,  before  this  Day  be  done, 
My  glittering  Banners  fliall  be  v>^av'd  againft  the  fetting 
[Sun.  [Exit  Arthur. 

Thil.  Come  on,  my  fiirly  Slave;  come  ftalk  aiong, 
And  ftamp  a  Mad-Man's  Pace,  and  drag  thy  Chain. 

Grim.  I'll  Champ  and  Foam  upon't,  'till  the  blue  Ve- 
Work  upward  to  thy  Hands,  and  loofe  their  Hold,  [now 

Thil.  Know'ft  thou  this  powerful  Wand  ?  'tis  lif.ed  upj 
A  fecond  Stroke  wou'd  fend  thee  to  the  Centre, 
Benum'd  and  Defid,  as  far  as  Souls  can  Die. 

Grim.  I  wou'd  thou  woud'ft,  to  rid  me  of  my  Senie: 
I  ft  all  be  whoop'd  through  Hell  at  my  Return, 
Inglorious  from  the  Mifchief  I  defign'd. 

Phil.  And  therefore  fince  thou  loath'fl:  Etherial  Light, 
The  Morning  Sun  fhall  beat  on  thy  black  Brows; 
The  Breath  thou  draw'ft  fhal]  be  oi  upper  Air^ 
Hoftile  to  thee;  and  to  thy  Earthy  Make, 
So  light,  fo  thin,  that  thou  flia't  Starve  for  Want 
Of  thy  grofs  Food,  till  g:ifping  thou  (halt  lie. 
And  blow  it  back,  all  Sooty  to  the  Sky. 

[_Exit  Philidel,  dragging  Grimbald  after  him^ 


ACT  V.     SCENE   I. 

"Enter  Ofmond  as  alighted. 
Ofm.(~^  Rimiald  made  Prifoner,  and  my  Grove  dcftroy'd'! 
Vj     Now  what  can  fave  me — Hark,  the  Drums 
and  Trumpets!  [Drums  and'Tmm^ets  nithia. 

Arthur  is  marching  onward  to  the  Fort, 
I  have  but  one  Recourfe,  and  that's  to  Ofwald'-, 
But  Will  he  Fight  for  me,  whom  I  have  injur'd? 
No,  Vkjt  for  n:.e,  but  for  himfelf  he  muftj 
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TA  urge  him  with  the  lafl;  Neceflity. 
Better  give  up  my  Miftrefs  than  my  Life. 
His  Force  is  much  unequal  to  his  Rival; 

Tj-ue;- But  I'll  help  him  with  my  utmoft  Art, 

And  try  t'unravel  Fate.  ^Exh  Ofmond, 

Enter  Arthur,  Conon,  Aurelius,  Albanad},  and  Soldiers. 
Con.  Now  there  remains  but  this  one  Labour  morej 
And  if  we  have  the  Hearts  of  true-born  Britms, 
The  forcing  of  that  Caftle  crowns  the  Day, 

Aurel.  The  Works  are  weak,  the  Garriibn  but  thin, 
Difpirited  with  frequent  Overthrows, 
Already  wavering  on  their  ill-mann'd  Walls. 

Mb.  They  {hift  their  Plices  oft,  and  skulk  from  War, 
Sure  Signs  of  pale  Defpair,  and  eafie  Rout; 
It  fhews  they  place  their  Confidence  in  Magick. 
And  when  their  Devils  fail,  their  Hearts  are  dead,  [tion, 
uirth.  Then,  where  you  fee  'cm  clufl'ring  moft,  in  Mo- 
And  ftuggering  in  their  Ranks,  there  prefs  'em  homci 
For  that's  a  Coward  Heap-  How's  this,  a  Saily?' 

Enter  Ofwald,  Guillamar,  arj.  Soldiers  on  the  othtr  Sitie. 
Beyond  my  Hopes,  to  meet  'em  on  the  Square, 

Ofw.  Braye  Britons  hold;  and  thoa  their  famous  Chief 

[^Advancing. 
Attend  what  Saxon  Ofvald  will  propofe. 
He  owns  your  Viclory ;  but  whether  owing 
To  Valour,  or  to  Fortune,   that  he  doubts. 
If  Arthur  dares  afcribe  it  to  the  firft, 
And  lingi  d  from  a  Crowd,  v/il!  tempt  a  Conqueft, 
This  Ofwald  offers,  let  our  Troops  retire. 
And  Hand  tp  Hand,  let  us  decide  our  Strife  -. 
This  if.  refus'd,  bear  Witnefs  Earth,  and  Heav'n,- 
Thou  ftcai'ft  a  Crown  and  Miftrefs  undeferv'd. 
jirth.  Til  not  ufurp  thy  Title  of  a  Robber, 
Nor  will  uplraid  thee,  that  before  I  proffer'd 
Thic  fi  gle  Combat,  which  thou  didft  avoid j 
So  glad  I  am,  on  any  Teims  'o  meet  thee, 
And  not  difcourage  thy  reptnting^  Shame  j 
As  once  JEneas  iny  Fam'd  Anceftor, 
Betwixt  the  Trojan  ai.d  Rutiliaa  Bands, 
Fought  for  a  Crown,  and  bright  Lavinia's  Bed, 
So  will  I  meet  thee,  Hand  to  Hand  oppos'd : 
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My  Auguring  Mind  aflures  the  fame  Succefs, 

\Tohis  Mf».]  Hence  out  of  Vicwj  if  I  am  Slain,  or 

Renounce  me,  Brittm,  for  a  Recreant  Knight,       (yield* 

And  let  the  Saxen  peacefully  enjoy 

His  former  footing  in  our  famous  Ifle. 

To  ratify    thcle  Terms,  I  fwear— — 
Ofm.  You  need  not  j 

Your  Honour  is  of  Force,  without  your  Oath. 

I  only  add,  that  if  I  fall,  or  yield* 

Yours  be  the  Crown,  and  Emmelm. 
Arth.  That's  two  Crowns. 

No  more ;  we  keep  the  looking  Heav'ns  and  Sua 

Too  long  in  Expedation  cf  our  Arms. 

{Both  Armies  go  clear  off  the  Stagil 

They  fight  with  Spunges  in  their  Hands,  dipt  in  Blood:  ofier 
fome  equal  Paffes  and  Clojing,  they  appear  loth  Wounded  : 
Anhar  fiumbles  among  the  Trees,  OiXyild  falls  ozer  him, 
they  both  Rife ;  Arthur  rcoirnds  him  again,  then  Ofwald 
Retreats.  Inter  Ofmond  from  among  the  Trees,  and  viik 
his  Wand,  firikes  Arthur'*  Sword  out  of  his  Hand,  and  Ex« 
it.  0£wz\d  purfues  Arthur.  Merlin  enters,  and  giies 
Arthur  his  Sword,  and  Exitj  they  clofr,  mi  Arthur  m  th» 
Tall,  difarms  Ofwald. 

Arth.  Confefs  thy  felf  o'er  come,  and  ask  thy  Life. 

O/tp.  'Tis  not  worth  asking,  when  'tis  in  thy  Power,". 

Arth.  Then  take  it  as  my  Gift. 

OfvD.  A  wretched  Gift, 
With  Lofs  of  Empire,  Liberty,  and  Love. 

\_A  Confort  of  Trumpets  within,  proclaiming  Arthur'*  Vi30' 
ry;  while  they  Sound,  Arthur  and  O^wAdfeem  to  confer. 
*Tis  too  much  Bounty  to  a  vanquifh'd  Foej 
Yet  not  enough  to  make  me  Forrunate. 

Arth.  Thy  Life,  thy  Liberty,  thy  Honour  iafc. 
Lead  back  thy    Saxons  to  their  Ancient  Elb: 
I  wou'd  reicore  thee  fruitful  Kent,  the  Gift 
O'iVoi-tigern  for  Hengiji's  ill-boaght  Aid, 
But  tlia.  uiy  Britons  brook  no  Foreign  Power, 
To  loid  It  in  a  Land,  lacrcd  to  Freedom; 
Aod  of  its  Rights,  tenacious  to  the  iaft, 

0^. 
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O/w.  Nor  more  than  thou  haft  ofFer'd  wou'd  I  take, 
I  would  refufe  all  Britain,  hell  in  Homage  j 
And  own  no  other  Mafters  but  the  Gc<l5, 
Enter  on  one  Sid* i  Merlin,  Emmeline, /»m</   Matilda,     Co-» 

noD,  Aurclius,   Albanadt,  icith   Britijh  Soldiers,   bearing- 
King  Arthur'/  Sttmdard  diffliiy'd. 
On  the  other  Sidi,  Guilkmar  and  Ofmond,  vith  Saxon 

Soldiers,  dragging  their  Colours  on  the  Ground. 

[Arth.  going  to  Erame.  M;d emh-^chg  her.' 

Arth.  At  length,  at  length,  I  have  thee  in  my  Arms  j 
Tho'  our  Malevolent  Stars  have  ftrugglcd  hard. 
And  held  us  long  afunder. 

Em.  Wc  are  fo  fitted  for  each  other's  Hearts, 
That  Heav'n  had  err'd,  in  making  of  a  third. 
To  get  betwixt,  and  intercept  our  Loves. 

O^;  Were  there  but  this,  this  only  Sig't  to  fee. 
The  Price  of  Britain  fhou'd  not  iruy  my  Stay. 

hter.  Take  hence-  that  Monfler  of  Ingratitude, 
Hirn  who  betray 'd  his  Mafler,    bear  him  h:'nce 
And  in  that  loathfome  Dungeon  plunge  him  deep,. 
Where  he  plung'd  Noble  Ofvald. 

Ofm.  That  indeed  is  fitteft  for  me, 
For  there  I  fhall  be  near  my  Kindred  Fiends, 
And  fpare  my  Grirrjbdd\  Pains  to  bear  me  to  'em. 

[7f  carried  off". 

Mer.'  [w  Arth^  For  this  Day's  Palm,   and  for  thy  for- 
Thy  Britain  freed,  and  Foreign  Force  expell'd,  (mer  A6ts, 
Thou,  Arthur,  haft  acquir'd  a  future  Fame, 
And  of  three  Chriftian  Worthies,  art  the  firft: 
And  now  at  once,  to  treat  thy  Sight  and  Sou], 
Behold  what  Rouling  Ages  (hall  produce: 
The  Wealth,  the  Loves,  the  Glories  of  our  Iflc, 
Which  yet  like  Golden  Oar,  unripe  in  Beds, 
Expedi  the  warm  Indulgency  of  Heav  n 
To  call  'em  forth  to  Light  (Triumphs; 

[To  O/w.]  Nor  thou,  brave  Saxon  Prfnce,  difdaia  our 
Britons    and  Saxons  fhall  be  once  one  People ; 
One  Common  Tongue,  one  Common  Faith  fliail  bind 
Our  Jarring  Bands,  in  a  perpetual  Peace. 
[Merlin  waieshis  WMid;  the  Scene  changes,  and  difiovers 
.the  Britijh  Ocean  in  a  Storm.     iEolus  m  a  Clond  above  z 

lE^itr  Wmds  hanging,    8cc.  iEolus 
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iEoLus  fingihg. 

te  hlufi'rhg  Brethren  of  the  Skies, 
Whofe  Breath  kas  ruffl'd  all  the  watry  Tla'n, 

Retire,  and  let  Britannia  rife. 
In  Triumph  oW  the  Main. 

Serene  and  calm,  and^void  of  Fear, 

The  ^lueen  of  IJIands.  mufi  appear  ; 

Serene  Of.  d  Calm,  as  when  the  Spring 

The  New-created  World  began, 

And  Birds  on  Boughs  did  foftly  fing. 

Their  peaceful  Homage  paid  to  Man,. 

While  Eurus  did  his  Blafts  forbear,  -i 

In  favour  of  the  tender  Tear. 
Retreat,  rude  Winds,  Retreat, 
To  hollow  Rocks,  your  for  my  Seat; 
7hire  fvell  your  Lungs,  atd  vainly,  vainly  threat, 

^olus  afcends,  and  the  four  Winds  fly  off.  The  Scene 
opens,  and  difcovers  a  calm  Sea,  to  the  end  of  the 
Houfe.  An  Ifland  arifes,  to  a  fcft  Tune;  Britannia 
feated  in  the  Ifland,  with  Fifhermen  at  her  Feet,  Qr>c, 
The  Tune  change?,  the  Fifhermen  come  afhore,  and> 
Dance  awhile;  after  which.  Fan  and  z  Nereid e  come 
on  the  Stage,  and  fing. 

Fail  and  Nereide  fing, 
Rottful  thy  Coafis,  fair  Nymph  of  Britain, 

Tor  th^  Guard  our  Waters  fiow: 
Pioteus  all  his  Herd  admitting. 

On  thy  Greens  to  graz.e  belovo. 
Toreign  Lands  thy  lifhes  tafling. 
Learn  from  thee  Luxurious  Fajling. 

Song  of  three  Parts. 
Tor  folded  Flocks,  on  fruitful  Flains, 
Jhe  Shepherds  and  the  Farmers  Gains, 
Fair  Britain  all  the  World  outvies; 
And  Pan,  as  in  Arcadia  reigns. 
Where  Vleafure  mixt  with  Profit  lyes. 

II.  If^oug^' 
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II- 

Though  Jafon'j  Tleece  was  fanid  of  old, 
Ihe  Britifti  Wool  is  groving  Gold--, 

No  Mints  CKn  more  of  Wealth  fu^fly  t 
It  keepi  ths  Peafant  from  the  Cold, 

Ami  t;Tkes  for  Kings  the  Tyrian  Dye. 

[The  laft  Stmiza  fung  over  again  betwixt  Van  and  the  Ne- 
reide.  After  which  the  former  Dance  is  varied,  and 
goesoa. 

Enter  Comus  with  three  Peafkits,  who  fing  the  following 
Song  in  Parts. 

Com.    ICo.ir  Hay  it  ;>  imro'd,  andyonr  Com  is  reaped; 
Your  Barns  wnL  be  full,  and  your  Hovels  heap'd : 
Cum.  7ny  £o/s,  come-y 
Come,  rm  Beys,  come; 
And  Tuerrily  Rotr  out  Harveji  Homti 
IL^rviji  Home, 
Harvefl  Home  j 
A>id  merrily  Roar  out  Harvefl  Bome. 
Cher.  Come,  my  Boys,  come,  gcCi 

I  K-  :.n.  Mi  ha'  cheated  the  Par  fori,  ve'll  cheat  him  again. 
For  why  (Ijou'd  a  Blockhead  ha'  One  in  Ten* 
One  in  Ten, 
One  in  Ten. 
Tor  -why  fhtud  a  Blockhead  ha' One  in  Ten  i, 
Ghorus.    One  in  Ten, 
One  in  Ten; 
For  vhy  fhoud  a  Blockhead  hiC  Owe  m  Ten  I 

a  Man.  For  f  rating  fo  long  like  a  Book-harn'd  Sot, 
Till  Puduing  and  DHmpiin  burn  to  Fotf 
Bnrn  to  Pot, 
Bum  to  Pot; 
Till  Pudding  and  DumpUn  bum  to  Tot. 
Ghorus.  ■  Burn  to  Pot,  Sue, 

3  Mans 
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3  Man.  We'll  ffs  off  our  Ale  till  we  camo*  ftand. 

And  Hoigh  for  the  Honour  of  Old  England : 
Old  England, 
'Old  England; 
A}%d  Hoigh  for  the  Honour  0/ 04/ England. 
Chorus.  Old  England,  (^c. 

[The  Dance  vary'd  into  a  round  Country-Danced 

Enter  Verms, 
Venus.  Fairejl  IfU,  all  Jfles  ettcelUng, 

Seat  of  Fkafures,  and  of  Loves  y 
Venus  here  will  chufe  her  Dwelling, 
Andforfake  her  Cyprian  Groves. 
II. 
Cupid,  from  his  Fav'rite  Nation, 

Care  and  Envy  will  remove  ^ 
Jealoufk,  that  poifons  fa^fpon. 
And  Defpair  that  dies  for  Love. 
III. 
Gentle  Murmurs,  fweet  Complaimngy 
Sighs  that  i>loT»  the  Fire  of  Love  i 
Soft  Repulfes,  kind  Difdaining, 
shall  be  all  the  Fains  you  prove. 
IV. 
£very  Swain  fjall  pay  his  Duty, 

Grateful  every  Nyntph  fjall prove; 
j^nd  as  thefe  excel  in  Beauty, 
Thofefhall  be  renowned  for  Lovt. 

S  O  N  G  by  Mr.  HOfTE, 

I. 

She.  Tou  fay,  Tts  Love  creates  the  Pain, 
Of  which  fo  fadly  you  complain ; 
And  yet  wou'd  fain  engage  my  Heart 
In  that  uneafie  cruel  Part : 
But  how,  alas !  think  you,  that  I 
Caa  bear  the  iVound,  of  which  you  dJet 

II.  He. 


4o6  King  Arthur:  Or^ 

II. 

He.    lis  not  my  Tajfton  nmkes  my  Care,  , 

But  your  Indijf'rence  ghes  Def^air : 
The  lujly  Sun  begets  no  Spring, 
Till  gentle  Shonv'rs  AJJiftance  bring: 
So  Love  that  fcorches  and  dejlroys. 
Till  Kindnefs  aids,  cm  caufe  no  Joys. 
III. 
"She.  Love  has  a  thoufmd  Ways  tcpledfe, 
But  more  to  rob  ms  of  our  Ea/e : 
For  wakeful  Nighs,  and  careful  D^s, 
Some  Hours  of  I'leafure  he  reptys  \ 
But  Ab fence  foon,  or fectiomleixrs, 
O'erjloro  the  Joys  roith  Hoods  of  Tears. 
IV. 
He.  By  vain  and  fenfelefs  Terms  betray  dt 
Harmlefs  Love's  th'O^ender  made; 
While  we  no  other  Fains  emlure, 
Than  thofe,  that  we  our  felves  procure : 
But  one  foff  Moment  makes  amends 
For  all  the  Torment  that  mends. 
V. 
Chorus  of  Both. 
Let\  us  love,  let  us  love,  and  to  Huppinefs  ha/iei 
Age  and  Wtfdom  come  too  fajl : 
Youth  for  loving  was  deflgn'd. 
He  alone.   Vll  be  conflant,  you  be  kind. 
She  alone.  Tou  be  conjlant,  I'll  be  ki>id. 
Both.  Heav'n  can  give  no  greater  BleJJiig 

Than  faithful  Love,  and  kind  fojj'efjtng. 

[After  the  Dialogue,    a  warlike  Confort:    The  Sceae, 
opens  above,  and  difcovers  the  Order  of  the  Garter. 

Enter  Honour,  attended  by  Heroes. 
Merl.  Thefe  who  Jaft  enter'd,  are  our  valiant  Britons, 
Who  fliall  by  Sea  and  Land  repel  our  Foes. 
Now  look  above,  and  in  Heav'ns  high  Abyfs, 
Behold  wliat  Fame  attends  thole  future  Heroes, 

'^onour 
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Bonour,  who  leads  'em  to  that  fteepy  Height,- 
'Jn  her  immortal  Song,  fliall  tell  the  reft. 

HOKOUR    fing5. 
I. 

St.  George,  the  Tatren  of  our  JJkt 

A  Solaier,  and  a  Saint, 
..On  that  aufflcious  OrJer  fmile. 

Which  Love  and  Arms  -will  plmtt. 

II. 

Oht  Natives  not  alone  appear 

To  court  this  Martial  Prize ; 
But  Foreign  Kin^s,  adopted  here. 

Their  Crowns  at  home  defpift. 

III. 

Our  Sovereign  High,  in  awful  State, 

His  Honours  fmll  beftow ; 
And  fee  his  Scepter'd  Subjeils  wait 

On  his  Commands  below. 

[A  full  Chorus  of  the  whole  Song ;   After  which 
the  grand  Dance. 

Arth.  [to  Merl.]  Wifely  you  have,  whate'er  will  pleafe,  re- 
What  wou'd  difpleafe,  as  wifely  have  couceal'd:    [vcal'd. 
Triumphs  of  War  and  Peace,  at  full  ye  {how. 
But  fwiftly  turn  the  Pages  of  our  Wo. 
Reft  we  contented  with  our  prefent  State ; 
'Tis  anxious  to  enquire  of  future  Fate, 
That  Race  of  Heroes  is  enough  alone 
For  all  unfeen  Difafters  to  atone. 
i.et  us  make  hafte  betimes  to  reap  our  Share,    ' 
And  not  refign  them  all  the  Praife  of  War. 
But  fet  th'  Example ;  and  their  Souls  inflame. 
To  Copy  out  tlieir  great  Forefathers  Fame. 


EPU 


E  P  I  L   O  G .U  E, 


Spoken  by  Mrs.  Bracegirdle. 


I  YE  had  to  Day  a  Dozen  BiUet-Doux 
From  Fops,  and  Wits,  and  Cits,  <»>a</Bou-rtreet-Bcaux  j 
Seme  from  'Whiteball,  but  from  the  Temple  more-y 
A  Covent-Garden  Yorter  brought  me  four. 
J  huve  not  yet  read  all:  But,  without  feigning, 
fVe  Maids  can  make  (Inewd  Cuejfes  at  your  Meaning, 
What  if,  to  JJtewyour  Styles,  I  read  'cm  Inre  ?  7 

hlethinks  I  hear  one  cry,  O  Lord,  forbear :  ^ 

No,  Madain,  no  -,  by  Heav'n,  that's  too  fcvcfc.  \ 

fVell  then,  he  fafe—  •    •  • 
But  fwear  henceforward}  to  renounce  all  Writmg,  "^ 

A)id  take  this  Solemn  Oath  of  my  Inditing,  S 

As  you  love  Eafc,  and  hate  Carapagnes  and  Fighting.    \ 

ICet,  Faith,  'tisjufi  to  make  fame  fev  Examples: 

Uloat  if  I  fljtrto'd  you  one  or  two  for  Samples  i 

Here's  one  dejires  my  LadyfJiip  to  meet         [Pulls  out  one. 

At  the  kind  Cotuh  above  in  Bridges-Street. 

Oh  Sharping  Ktume  !  That  wou'd  have  you  know  what, 

'For  a  poor  Sneaking  Treat  of  Chocokt. 

NoTV,in  the  Name  of  Luck,  I'll  break  this  open,    ^  Pulls  out 

Secaufe  I  dreamt  lafi  Ni^ht  I  had  a  Tokens         "^  anotiier. 

The  Sup.rfcription  is  exceeding  pretty. 

To  the  Defuc  of  all  the  Town  and  City. 

Novff,  Gallants,  you  muji  know,  this  precious  Fop, 

Is  Foreman  of  a  Haberdafljers-Shop : 

One  who  devoutly  cheats;  demure  in  Carriage -y 

And  courts  rm  to  the  Holy  Bands  of  Marriage -y 

But  with  a  Civil  Innuendo  too, 

My  Overplus  ofLoveJhall  be  for  you. 

Madam, 


EPILOGUE. 

Mauam,  I  fwear  your  Looks  are  fo  Divine,       [Re^ds. 
Vhen  I  fet  up,  your  Face  fV,a!l  be  my  Sign: 
Tho'  Times  arc  hard ;  to  {hew  haw  I  adore  you, 
Here's  my  whole  Heart,  and  half  a  Guinea  tor  you. 
But  have  a  care  of  Beaux;  They're  falfe,    rAy  Honey  j 
And  which  iv  worie,  have  not  one  Rag  of  Alony. 

Ste  hew  >miIkior-iJIy  the  Rogue  wohUI  wro/jg  ye  j 
B:tt  I  hiO'V  better  Things  of  feme  a^nong  ye. 
My  wifijl  "oest/y  will  be  to  keep  the  Stage, 
And  trift  to  the  G  o  l-Nature  of  the  Age-y 
And  he  that  likes  th  ■  Mtifick  and  the  Piay, 
Shall  he  my  Ixuoi,  rite  Gdlant  to  Dny. 


'  1/ 


-^ 


Vol.  VI, 


Lova 


,V\w^^^\V 


<:!  TT  »^ 
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Love  Triumphant; 

O  R, 

Nature  mllPrevaiL 

A 

Tragi-Comcdy. 

As  it  is  A£led  at  tiie 

THEATRE-ROYAL, 

By  Their  Majesties  Servants. 


i 

^Hod  optanti  Dhutn  pomittere  nemo 

jiuderet,  volvendo  dies,  en,  attttllt  ultra.  Virg. 
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To  the  Right  Honourable 

JAMES 

Earl  of  Salisbury',  &c. 


ik^  Lord, 

|HIS  Poem  being  tie  laft  which  I  in- 
tend for  the  Theatre,  ought  to  have 
the  fame  Proviiion  made  for  it,  which 
old  Men  make  for  their  youngefl 
Child,  which  is  commonly  a  Favou- 
rite :  They  who  were  BTirn  before  it, 
carry  away  the  Patrimony  by  Right  of  Elderlhip. 
This  is  to  make  its  Fortune  in  the  World ;  and 
fince  I  can  do  little  for  it,  natural  Affedtion  calls 
upon  me  to  put  it  out,  at  leaft,  into  the  beft  Ser- 
vice which  1  can  procure  for  it.  And  as  it  is  the 
ufual  PraiStice  of  our  decay'd  Gentry,  to  look  a- 
bout  them  for  fome  illnftrious  Family,  and  there 
endeavour  to  fix  their  young  Darling,  where  he 
may  be  both  well  Educated,  and  Suppc  rted  :  I 
have  herein  alfo  fi'llowM  theCuftom  of  the  World, 
and  am  l;iii8i)'ci  in  my  Jirdgmtnt,  that  I  cou'd  not 
have  made  a  m^re  woruiy  Choice.  'Tis  true,  I 
am  not  vain  enou^n  t^  think  that  any  thing  of 
S  3  mine 


The  Epiflle  Dedicatory. 

mine  cin  in  any  Meafure  be  worthy  of  ymff  lLdr<J- 
fhip's  Patronage :  And  yet  I  fhou'd  be  a(ham'd  to 
leave  the  Stage,  without  fome  Acknowledgement 
of  your  former  Favours,  which  I  have  more  than 
once   experienc'd.    Befides    the    Honour  of  my 
Wife's  Relation  to  your  noble  Houfe,  to  which 
joy  Sons  may  plead  feme  Title,  though  I  cannot ; 
you  have  been  pleas'd  to  take  a  particular  Notice 
of  me,  even  in  this  lownefs  of  my  Fortunes,  to 
which  I  have  voluntarily  reduc'd  my  felf:  and  of 
which  I  have  no  reafon  to  be  afham'd.  This  Conde- 
fcenfion,  my  Lord,  is  not  only  becoming  of  your 
Andent  Family,  but  of  your  Perfonal  Charader 
iu  the  World.    And  if  I  value  my  felf  the  more 
for  yourjndulgence  tome,  and  your  Opinion  of 
me;  'tis  becaufe any  thing^  which  you  like,  ought 
to  be.  confiderM  as  fomethmg  in  it  felf.  And  there- 
lore'  I  mult  not  undervalue  my  prefent  Labours, 
becaufe  I  have  prcfum'd  to  make  you' my  Patron. 
A  Man  may  be  jurt  to  himfelf,  tho'  he  ought  not 
to  be  partial.    And  I  dare  affirm,  that  the  feveral 
Manners  which  I  have  given  to  the  Perfpns  of  t^is 
prama^  are  truly  drawn  from  Nature  ;  all  perfeift- 
"ly  diflinguinrd  from  each  other.    That  the  Fable 
jsnotinjudicioufly  contriv'd;  that  the  turns  of  For- 
tune are  not  manag'd  unartful ly  ;  and  that    the 
laft    Revolution    is    happily    enough    invented. 
Arifiotle^  I  acknowledge,   has  declar'd,   that  the 
Cataftrophe  which  is  made  from  the  change  of 
Will,- is  not  of  [the  fii:ft  Order  for  Beauty:  but  it 
ipay  reafonably  be  alledg'd,   in.  Defence  of  this 
Play,  as  well  as  of  the  Ctnna,  (w^hich  I  take  to  be 
the  very  bid  of  Cor»e/7/?'s  )<  that  the  Philofopher 
wI'iO  made  the  Rule,  copy'd  all  the  Laws,  which 
he  gave  for  the  Theatre^  (xom  the  Authorities  and 
Examples  of  the  Greek  Poets,  which  he  had  read  : 
And  from  their  Poverty  of  Invention  he  cou'd  get 

nothing 


Th  Epifile  De^icator^^ 
nothing  but  mean  Conciufions  of  wretched  Tales* 
Where  the  Mind  of  the  chief  Ador  was  for  thp^ 
moft  part  chang'd  without  Art  or  Preparation  J 
only  becaufe  the  Poet  could  not  otherwife  end' 
his  Play.  Had  it  been  polTible  for  Ariflotle  to  have 
feen  the  Cinna^  I  am  confident  he  would  have  al-' 
ter'd  his  Opinion ;  and  concluded,  that  a  fimple- 
change  of  Will  might,  be  manag'd  with  fo  much' 
Judgment,  as  to  render  it  the  moft  agreeable,  as 
well  as  the  moft  furprizing  Part  of  the  whole  Fa- 
ble :  Let  D'Ac'ter,  and  all  the  reft  of  the  Modern 
Criticks,  who  are  too  much  bigotted  to  the  An- 
cients, contend  never  fo  much  to  the  contrary.  T 
was  afraid  that  I  had  been  the  Inventor  of  a  ne\^- 
fort  of  defigning,  when  in  my  third  A6t,  I  makf^ 
a  Difcovery  of  my  Alphonfo's  true  Parentage.    If' 
it  were  fo,  what  wonder  had  it  been,  that  Drama-' 
lick  Poetry,  tho'  a  limited  Art,  yet  might  be  ck.-* 
pable of  receiving  fome  Innovations  for  the  better? 
But.  after  wards  I  cafually  found,  that  Memviler- 
and   T'erence^    in  the  He-autontimoroumenos^   had^ 
Ibeeu'  before  me  ;    and   made  the  faftne  kind^f^ 
^©ifcovery  in  the  fame  A6t.    As  for  the  Mecfj-' 
jilck  Unities,  that  of  Time  is  much  within  tnfe 
^Gompafs  of  an  aftrological  Day,  which  begins  ^v 
"Twelve,  and  ends  at  the  fame  Hour  the  Day  fol-  • 
lowing.    That  of  Place  is  not  obftrv'd  Co  juftly- 
by  me,  as  by  the  Ancients ;  for  thtir  Scene  was 
always  one,  and  almoft  conftantly  fome  Publick' 
Place.    Some  of  the  late  French  Poets,   and   a-- 
mongft  the  Englijh^  my  moft  ingenious  Friend, 
Mr.  CongreDe,   have  obferv'd  this  Rule  ftriaiy  r 
though  the  Place  was  not  altogether  fo  publick 
as  a  Street.    I  have  follow'd  the  Example  of  Cor- 
neille,  and  ftretch'd  the  Latitude  to  a  Street  and 
Palace,  not  far  diftant  from  each  other  in  the  fame 
City.    They- who  will  not  allow  this  Liberty  tO' 
a  Poet,  make  it  a  very  ridiculous  thing,  for  ati- 
S'4  Audience' 


.  Atrdi'ence  -to  fuppofc  th(3iifl'lve»,  firfnddiics-tQtc, 
in  a  Kicld^  fonKtimts  inja  Gafd^np  3iidiat.x>rtier 
times  io-^a  Chamber^    There  [^re  not- in<teed::^o 
many  Abfurdhies  in  their  SuppoiitJon,  as  in  <c.tir«  ; 
^bur,'iLS  a^  Orip;in3lcAblhr.^"ty,i;rQr  Jlie  j^kiidififloftflo 
^iUppofe  ihcmfelv^  iabi  in  ai^y;  other .^4ace,otit8in 
2  jiii  4  h£  very  itbtainf^x  in .  wiich  .Aey  r;fit)P wtode  is 
.-  neitber^tjJwBBen/^WHr  :!Gardq7,.inor  grctv«i^Mrf>iHlj 
<,i^i.vcbf*i:\any/BuJtnef$,  ^^btit^tiiaH  -ssr  ih?  iK^oKf- 
.,..-.•  .^     i 'ocirrtjf  A£lioi^,':ftifjpvfdeot]^ ddubK  ; 
at  I  have  thcHJoftof  thcLAacienttifor 
lipks.  Yet  I,  dare  not  defend  this  ;way  iky 
rnnch  left  b^  their  Auchoiity:  For  tii'eiir 
'     v:gh  dj^ubl  e,  were  of  the  laine  Specits  ; 
-i'^:     :       ;,  irt their 6"'(?»?«*//<'J.twD Amours i, Arid 
-their  ikr^w  weie;  bett,«r  Jink'jd  in  Jnlerefts  --than 
iijiae*    Yet  even  this  is  a  F^ult  which  IJiouUof- 
'Uio  praft'fe^  if  I  were  to. write  again;  becaufe  *i?is 
;agreefttile  to  [XyiEngVtp,  Gtnim.    We  lovd  l Variety 
. more  than.  iSJiy  other  Nation ;  and  fo  long  as  \ the 
Audience  .will  noi  be  pleas'd  without  it,  thd  Pott 
As  oi)hg*ii  tO;  humour  them. i   On  Gondkion  they 
^werfccuB'd' of  this  publirfc  ¥ice,..l(6ou'd  be  con- 
tent tO'.jchange  my  Method,  and  gladdjy  givetherti 
a  more  reafoinabk-  Pleifare-,   This  Digrciffion,  iny 
Lard',i;is  not  ai together  theipufpofe  of  an  Epiftle 
Dsd i catoty  :   Yet  .'tis   €xpe<9;ed    that    foine what 
Ihou'dbe  &id  even  here,  iiirdaiion  to  CrjVzV{/i«ff; 
at  leaiJ  iu  Yinditation  of  my  Addrefs,   thai  y^oli 
may  Qot.jjc  d^jfirMto  Patronize  a  Poem  which  is 
wholly  unwortby;ofjyouc  Pxoteclion.,  l{)o'  after 
all,  I  doubt  not  but  fome  will  liken  me  to  the 
Lover  in  a  Modern  Comedy,  who -^^as  oorhbing 
his  Peiuke,  andv(etting  his  Cravate  before  his  Mi- 
ftrefs:  and  b(.in|;.ask'4  by  ,htr,  vvhen  he  intended 
to  begin  his  Court?  repiy'd,'he  had  been  doing  it 
all  this,  while.  ^  ."^^'t.^tfius  it  happens,   my  Lord, 
that  Self  will  come  into  all  AddrefTes  of  this  Na- 
ture, 


jtjatc,  )t^b?.^i%  t*ie  -finbft  utin^aiteriy  Wttrd  of  the 
'i^Worldl'in-  ciwll  Goh^rerfation;"  and  the  mc/a  un- 
dir'atenri  tO  •  all-Heamsi,    Fnf  Trvhieh  Reaforrv ^ *J, 
:  mho  -have  nothing  ro/boalt  of,   hut  my  Misfot- 
otiiaesy :ou§ht  tote  t\ie finft'tcvbanifh  it.    Elpccially 
«fiftc^:i.hnve.lh-l«i^"a  Field  before wfc,  as  your 
eiBbof  n-  Qo6dae&,.-'V-^af  eveiineft  of  Temper,  your 
5lHlim5li£y;i|i  fe-anif^le-aiiSiareof  Fortune  as  you 
.f)e|flHs  jdycmr  Hari^^firty  tt>  .^11   Men,  and  yeiar 
•  linidriefsi'to  ynut  Frft^ads^  Befides:  your  natural 
land' acquired   EiidoWmentsi   and  your   brotherly 
Love  to  your'  Relations.  '  Noif^i  in  Fratres  ammo 
Paterm^   was  the    great    Gommendation  which 
Horace  gave  toO«e  of  his  Patrons:  And  'tis. that 
Praito  which'  pa-rtJcaVarly  crowns  your  other  Vlr- 
(imes.  tiBut  here,  rriy  Lord,  I  am  oblig'd  in  cont^ 
-tnon  Prudence  to  ftop  fhort;  and  to  caft  urtder^ 
Veil  fome  other  of  your  Pr^ifes;  as  the  ChymilTs 
ufe  to  fhadow  the  Secret  of  their  great  Elixir;  left 
if  it  were  made  publick,  the  World  fliou'd  make  a 
bad  Ufe  of  it.    To  enjoy  our  own  Quiet,  With^ 
yout  dirturbing  that  of  others,  is  the  Praaice  of  e- 
Wy  Moral  Man:  And  for  the  reft,  to  live  chear- 
rfiilly  and  fplendidly,  as  it  is  becoming  your  illu- 
strious Birth,   fo'tis  likewife  to  thank  God  for  hifr 
Benefits  in  the  beft  Manner.    'Tis  unneceflary  to 
^ifh  you  more  worldly  Happinefs,  or  Content  of 
Mind,  than  you  enjoy  :  But  the  Continuance  of 
iboth,  to  yout  Self,  and  your  Pofterity,  is  earneftly 
.defu'd  by  all  whoha^e  the  Honour  te  be  known 
to  you,  and  more  particularly  by, 

My  LoR%,v    7 

Tour  Lbrdjhifs  mofi  ObecUeKt 

and  mofi  Humbly  Demted  Servant^ 

.--'    -  .     .     •     ,      Jq.hn   Dri^den. 

?inf  S^  >  PRO- 


PROLOGUE 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Bbtterton, 

AS  rohen  fome  Treafurer  lays  down  the  Sticl; , 
Warrants  are  Jigt'd  for  ready  Mony  thick: 
And  many  defter  ate  Debentures  paid; 
WrAch  nezier  had  been,  had  his  Lor djhip  fluid: 
So  norp,  this  Poet,  who  for  fakes  the  Stage, 
Intends  to  gratifie  the  prefent  Age. 
One  IVarmnt  fhall  be  fignd  for  every  Man ; 
■Mlflmll  be  Wits  th.it  will;   and  Beaux  th^t  can: 
Provided  flili  this  Warrant  be  720t  fljown. 
And  you  be  Wits,  but  to  your  felves  alone^ 
Provided  too-y  you  rail  at  one  ar.other: 
Tor  there's  no  one  Wit,  will  allow  a  Brother. 
IroviJed  alfo;  that  you  fp:,re  this  Story, 
Damn  all  the  Flays  that  e'er  fJmll  come  before  ye, 
if  one  by  chance  preve  good  in  half  afcore, 
Let  that  one  pay  for  all;  ar.d  Danrnjt  mare, 
^cr  if  a  good  One  fcape  among  the  Crew,  J 

Ar.d  you  continue  jsidging  as  you  do;  > 

'E'very  bad  Flay  will  hope  for  damning  too.  3 

Iton  might  damn  this,   if  it  were  worth  your  Fains,  J* 

Here's  nothing  you  will  like;  no  fuftian  Scenes,  5^ 

Ar.dnoth'mg  too  of  —  you  know  what  he  means.  \ 

tl*^^ double  Entendres,  which  you  Sparks  allow -^ 
^0  nmke  the  Ladies  look  they  know  not  how. 
Simply  as  'twere,  and  knowing,  both  together t 
Seeming  to  fan  their  Faces  in  cold  Weather. 
But  here's  a  Story  which  no  Books  relate ; 
Coin' d  from  o;ir  own  old  Foet's  Addle-pate. 
The  Fabk  has  a  Moral  too,  if  fought : 
Buf  let  that  go;  for  upon  fecond  Thought. .  . 
He  fears  but  few  come  hither  to  be  tnughf. 

ISet 
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Xet  if  you  will  be  profited,  you  mny; 

And  he  -would  bribe  you  too,  to  like  his  Flay. 

He  dies,  at  leaji  to  us,  and  to  the  Stage, 

And  what  he  has,  he  leaves  this  noble  Age.  ■ 

He  leaves  you  firji,  all  Plays  of  his  Inditing, 

The  whole  Ejlate,  which  he  has  got  by  Writing. 

The  Beaux  may  think  this  nothing  but  vain  fraife, 

They'll  fnd  it  fomething ;  the  Tefiator  fays: 

For  half  their  Love  is  made  from  fcraps  of  Plays. 

Ta  his  worfl  foes,  he  leaves  his  Honefly  j 

Thut  they  may  (fmve  upont  as  much  as  he. 

He  leazes  his  Maimsrs  to  the  roaring  Boys, 

Ulob  come  in  Drunk,  and  fill  the  Houfe  with  Noife. 

Hi  leaves  to  the  dire  Critiques  of  his  Wit, 

His  Silence  and  Contempt  of  all  they  Writ. 

To  Shakelpear'^  Critique,  he  bequeaths  the  Curfe, 

To  find  his  Faults ;  and  yet  himfelfmake  worfe. 

A  precious  Reader  in  poetique  Schools, 

l1%o  by  his  own  Examples  damns  his  Rules. 

Lajl,for  the  Fair,  he  wifijesyou  may  be. 

From  your  dull  Critiques,  the  Lampomers,fiee. 

Tho'  he  pretends  no  Legacy  to  leave  you. 

An  old  Man  may  at  leafl  good  Wifiscs  give  you. 

Tow  Beauty  names  the  Vlay,  and  may  it  provs 

To  gach,  m  Omen  oftriwnphm  Love, 
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M    E     N. 

Veramond,  Khg  of  Arragon:  Mv.  Kyn?iajhn. 

Alpf.oiifo,  his  fuppos*ci  Sotf.  Mx^  BlettertQi^ 

Gaicia,  King  of  Navarre.  Mr.  IVilltams. 

Ramirez,  Kwg  o/Caftile.  Mr.  Alexander^ 

Sancho,  ^  <j^      q  j     j  M""-  ^'SS'^' 
Cark>s,  <  .  "^.J:^^  K>i\^^M,, 

Lope2j  An  old  CouriUn  Mr.  UnderbsL 


wo  MEtJ.T    D 


\  ),\:\:.  :*^  King  and  Queen^         ->  •      •■^■^ 

Oelideaj  HerStJter. ,  Mrs, BraugirdU. 

Daiiiida,  Daughter  ia  Lopei.       Mrs.  Montfort, 
A  NurfeyVi'ttb  two  Chi/d/(»,  ^  ,^I^,-  Kent. 
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Nature  vjUI  Prelum f:^ 

ACT  t;1.3.  a  cC  xE    N   E     f. 


A(-t}}iDmti>tn^,t$p  of  the  Qirtain,  V^cxzmoni,  Kingfif  fi^rz- 
gon  appears:  Xiraena  th'e^ueen  by  him:  Viftoiia  their 
elMfi/Dmghfer  on  thi  right  Hand:!  <iz^i/'Ccltdea  thejr. loun- 
ger Daughter  on  the  lefo:  Ceunitrs  jtand  attending  in  File 
m  wkfde  «f  the  Stage.  The  M'en  on  the  one  Hatiil,)the 
Zddies  one  t%c  other,  .^ongfi  the  Men,  Don  Lo^cz,  amongfi 
^'^Hhi  W^nwfti  'IJalinda  ifctf  thht^tet. 

■^i-_/>    fi/i- :  ■    »  i"  .    ■  ■   •  ' 

The  SCENE  is  fuppos'd  a  Trefmee-Chamier. 

Veramond. 

jOW  the  long  Wars  betwixt  Caftile  and 

And  fierce  Ramirez.,  the  Cajiilian  King, 
Who  tugg'd  for  Empire  with  our  war- 
like Son, 

In  lingle  Combat  taken,  adds  his  Lawrds 
To  the  young  Vigor's  Brow :  Our  tender  Maids 

^  Ana 
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And  trembling  Children,  fliall  with  Scorn  behold 

The  haughty  Captive,  who  had  made  his  Vaunts 

To  lay  their  Dwellings  level  j  and  with  Salt 

To  fow  the  Place,  where  Sarrngojfa  flood. 
Xim.  Proceflions,  Prayers,  and  PUblick  Thanks  to  Heav'n» 

Were  fit  to  be  decreed. 

Vera.  Your  Sex  is  ever  foremoft  in  Devotion. 

But  for  our  brave  Confederate,  young  N»varre, 

He  fhall  receive  the  Prize  referv'd  within 

My  Breafl:  j  and  fuch  a  one, 

His  Youth  and  Valour  have  right-well  deferv'd. 
X'tm.  I  hear  he  comes  along  with  our  Alphoiijo, 

And  next  our  Son,  did  bcft. 
Vera.  Perhaps  as  well ; 

jilphonfo's  Aftion  was  indeed  more  glorious. 

To  buckle  vvith  a  King  in  fingle  Fight, 

And  take  him  Prifoner;  but  his  fiery  Temper 

Still  hurries  him  to  daring  rafh  Attempts. 
Xim.  Alpkonfi  is  impetuous,  but  he's  Noble  ; 

He  will  not  take  one  Atome  from  Navarre 

Of  what's  his  Right,  nor  needs  he. 

Vera.  If  he  fhou'd 

Xhn.  You  take  too  bad  ImpreiVions  of  your  Sen, 
Vera.  No  more,  Ximena,  tor  1  hear  their  Trumpets 

Proclaim  their  Entry :  And  our  own  their  Welcome.    . 

[Trumpets  from  each  fide  of  the  Stage. 

Enter  Alphonfo  and  Garcia,  hand  in  hand.  After  them,,  the 
Frifoner,  K.  K^mivez  alone:  Then  the  two  Colonels,  San- 
cho  and  Carlos:  After  them,  other  Officers  of  the  Army. 
Veramond  advances  to  meet  them :  The  ^ueen  and  the 
fwo  Vrinceffes  follow  him.  Alphonfo  firfl  kneels  to  his  Fa- 
ther and  Mother,  and  itnmedtately  runs  to  falute  his  Sifler 
V\£kox\^  tenderly,  then  flightly  falutes  Celidea,  and  rcttm.s 
to  Vidoria.  In  the  mean  time  Veramond  embraces  Dm 
Garcia,  who  afterwards  kiffes  the  ^een's  Hand. 
Vera.  The  Triumphs  of  this  Day,  aufpicious  Prince, 

Proclaim  themfelves  your  Gift,  to  us  and  Arragon : 

From  you  they  are  deriv'd ;  to  you  return ; 

For  what  we  are,  you  make  us. 

Car.  May  Heav'n  and  your  brave  Son,  and,  above  all, 
^our  own  prevailing  Genius,  guard  your  Age 

From 
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From  fuch  aftother  Day  of  doubtful  Fate : 
But  if  it  comes,  then  Garcia  will  be  proud 
To  be  again  the  Foil  of  great  AlphonJ«. 

Vera.  It  might,  and  well  it  had  become  my  Son 

[Looking  aif out  for  AlTphonfo. 
To  fpeak  your  Words ;  but  you  are  ftill  before  him. 
As  in  the  Fight  you  were. 
Xim.  Turn  to  your  Father,  and  prefent  your  Dutvj 

[Pulling  Alphonfo  iy  the  Sleeve. 
He  thinks  himfelf  negle£ted,  and  obferves  ye. 
[Here  Garcia,  after  Sowing  to  the  King  and  ^ueen,  goes 
to  the  two  Vrinceffes  and  falutes  them,  ^fter  attttle  dumb 
Courtpip,  he  leads  out  Vi<ftoria  and  Cejidea,  the  Ladies 
follow ;   Alphonfo  ebftrves  H  with  Difcontent,  and'-  then 
turns  to  his  Father. 
Alph.  I  faw  you.  Sir,  engag'd  in  Ceremonies, 
And  therefore  thought  \  might  defer  this  Office, 
To  give  you  time  for  decent  Thanks  to  Garcia. 

Vera.  You  rather  went  where  more  Affcdlion  call'd  ye; 
Alph.  I  may  have  been  too  flack  in  outward  fliow, 
"But  when  your  Service,  and  my  Honour  call'dj 
None  was  more  forward  in  the  fighting  part. 

Vera.  The  rugged  Bulinefs  of  the  War  is  o'er: 
Softnefs  and  Sweetnefs,  and  a  gentler  Air 
Wou'd  make  a  Mixture,  that  wou'd  temper  well 
That  inborn  Ficrcenefs  of  your  boyling  Mind. 

Alph.  I  (land  corre£ted.  Sir,  and  let  me  tell  ye  now. 
That  Sweetnefs  which  lb  well  you  have  advis'd, 
Fortune  has  put  in  your  own  Hand  to  pradlife 
Upon  t  his  Royal  Soldier  j  till  we  fought  [Showing  Ramirez ,' 
Your  Equal,  now  your  Prifonei;  of  War  j 
And  once,  (alas !  that  Ifill  it  is  not  fo) 
The  Partner  of  your  Thoughts,  and  Bofom  Friend. 
.   Xim.  [AJide.']  Heav'n  that  infpir'd  thee  with  this  pious 
Add  Virtue  and  Perfwafion  to  thy  Words,        [Thought, 
And  bend  my  ftubborn  Lord. 

Vera.  Say,  have  you  more  to  fpeak  on  his  behalf? 
Alph.  Much  more,  his  fair  Behaviour  in  the  War, 
Not  plundering  Towns,  nor  burning  Villages  j 
His  Bravery  of  Mind,  his  da«ntl«fs  Courage, 
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Wh  en  Hand  to  Hand,  Ire  made  mc  (loop  ben  eStli        '  '^ 
His  weighty  Blows,  and  often  forcM,  to  doubt 
The  Fortune  rf  rny  Yoiith,  againA  Hs  Age. 

Vera.  Proceed,  proceed,  for  this  isbuttb  lay, 
*rhat  thou  werf  aimoft  wdrfted  in  the  Combat,'     ' 

Alph.l  have  already  faid  hiucli- more,  thait  "heed J    ' 
To  move  a  Noble  Mind,  .  '"'• 

Such  as  my  Father's  is,  or  btlSglit'to  be. 

Vern.  Come,  let  me^lTcarnly  Dutj  from  ri^y  Son.   -.^ 

^l^h.  If  more  be  wanting  on  fo  plain  a  Thcam,      ' 
Think  on  the  (lippery  State  of  Humane  Things,         '^^ 
The  flrange  VicilTitudcs,  and  fudden  Turns  ^ 

Of  War,  and  Fate  recoiling  on  the  Proud,^ 
To  crufh  a  Mcrc'lefs  and  Cruel  Vidor. 
Think  there  are  Bounds  of  Fortune,  fefaborpj. 
Periods  of  Time,  and  Progrefs  of  Succcfs,  '  'i 

Which  none  can  ftop  before  th' appointed  Limits         ^ 
And  none  can  pufli  beyond.  ^ 

Xim.  He  rcalbns  juftly,  Sir.  '■^ 

Alph.  Ramirez,  is  an  Honourable  Foe, 
Uic  him  like  what  he  is,  and  make  him  yours. 

Vera.  By  Heav'n  I  think. 
That  when  you  cop'd  with  him  in  fingle  Fight, 
You  had  fo  much  ado  to  conquer  then. 
You  fear  t'ingage  him  in  a  fecond  Combat. 

udlph.  The  World  kriows  how  I  fought: 
But  old  Men  have  Prerogative  of  Tongue, 
And  Kings  of  Power,  and  Parents  that  of  N^Je.   ' 
Yoyr  Pardon,  Royal  Sir.  .''■_' 

Vera.  1  give  it  you ;      ^ 
Your  Battel  now  is  paid  at  the  full  Price. 

-     [Ximena  whifpers  Alf  honfb  for  a  hti^menf^ 
/''ia?;«^.  Fear  not,  I  curb  my  felf.  \ToX\mtnif: 

Ram.  \to  Vera.']  Your  Son  has  mentioa*d  Hgnoiarabje 
Proppfe  'em,  Vefamotid,  and  for  his  Sak^        '    [Terms, 
(So  much  his  Valour  and  rare  Courtefie 
Have  wrought  upon  my  Soul,)  I  will  accept  'em. 

Vera.  Who  gave  you  leave 
To  fpeak  of  Terms,  or  even  to  fpeiiak  at  all? 
£«?».  And  who  fhou'd  give  me  liberty  of  Ipicaking-. 

P::t 


But  Hcav'ji,  who^ve  3;ne  Speech?  --     . 

Vera,  flow  dares  my  Captive 
Affume  this  BpWnefs  to  his  Conqueror  ?  I'^eramrJ. 

UiiDi.  You  have  not;  corjquer'd  me,    you  cou'd  nplV 
Tis  to  Al^kmfi's  Arms  that  I.arp;  Prifdner, 

Ver».  Under  my  ^uipiccs  Al^honfa  /pugn.t> 
He  led  my  Forces. 

Ram.  Yes,  and  n^e  *,ejB  too 
By  his,  Example,  elle  they  ne'er,  had  conquer'd. 

Vera.  A  Bargain}  A  plain  Compa£t!.A  CoufeJcracy, 
Betwixt  my.  Son  and  thee,  to  give  me  part, 
Of  what  my  better  Stars  ma,ke  all  my  own. 

Alph.  Sir,  i  muft  ipeak — — ■. 

Vera.  Dcrc  not,  I  diarge  tJice,  dare  not. 

Aiph.  No£. vindicate  my  tionour .? 
By  Heav'n  i  will,  toall  the  World,  to  youj 
My  Honour  is, ni^y  own,,ajid  not  deriv'd 
From  this  frail^ody,  and  this  Eartjbi  you  gave  mcj 
But  that  iEtherial  Spark,  which  Heav'ainlpir'd, 
And  kindl'd  in  my  ,iiew-*crcated  Spul, 
You  tell  me,  I  Jiave  bargain'd  y<r\th. 'Ramirez,,  ^,y 

To  make  his  Ranfome  cheap. 

Vera.  To  make;  it  jjothingj 
To  rob  thy  Father  pjf^his  Vidpry, 
And,  at  my  Cofti  ofclige  ray  Mortal  Fog^, 
Fool,  doft  thoUikfliovy-  the  Value  of  a  Kingdom? 

Alph.  I  think^Idoibecaufei  won  a  Kingdom.      .^ 

Fer^.  v^ivi  kiipvv'ft.not  how  to  keep  it.  ...ix 

Ram.  what  Claim  have  you  ?  Wliat  Right  to  my  Cafi'th  f 

Vera.The  Right  of  Conqueft,  for  when  Kings  make  War, 
No  Law  betwixt  two.Spveraigns  can  dec/de,      ,  ,y> 

But  tbat  pf  Arms,  where  Fortune  is  the  juige, 
Sol4iers,toe  Lawyers,  and  the  Bar  the  F;eld._,  -,  Gmyvn, 

.r?/^^.  But  with .  what   Confcience  can.  «e  kec;p ,  tliat 
To,;which  ye  claim  no  Title  but  the  SworcO  '.    • 

Vera.  Then  ask  that  Queftion  of  thy  iclf^,  When  thbii 
Thy  felf  art  Kingj  I  will  retain  my  Conqueft  j 
And  if  thou  art  lo  mean,  fo  poor  of  Soul, 
A";  to  refufe  thy  Sword  JA  keeping  it  j 
Then  C«'q;»>4i^^,,,  .oi  .y.g  uuoaiou^^  ,.bj,    ^.^ 
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Whofe  fhare  of  Honour,  in"  that  glorious  Day, 

Was  more  than  thme  j  during  my  Life,  fliall  guard  it> 

And  at  my  Death,  fhail  Heir  it. 

-Alph.  Bon  Garcia,  is  indeed  a  valiant  Prince, 
But  thi?  large  Courteile,  this  Over-praife 
You  give  his  Worth,  in  any  other  Mouth, 
Were  Viihny  to  me. 

Xim.  That  \vas  too  much,  u^l^honjiitfnsw  the  Reverence 
That  Sons  fl.ou'd  bear  to  Fathers. 

-^Iph.  {To  her.}  Did  I  not  fay,  in  any  other  Mouth, 
The  King  excepted  ftill? 

Ram.  Had  I  a  Son;  a  Son  like  your  Mphonfo, 
The  Pride  of  War,  and  Darling  of  the  Field; 
I  fhou'd  not  thus  receive  him,  nor  detraft 
From  fuch  High  Adiions  -.  Let  me  tell  you,  Sir, 
(For  I  who  felt  his  Arm,  can  beft  report  him :) 
There  lives  not  one,  who  breaths  this  Vital  Air, 
That  e'er  cou'd  boaft,  he  made  Ramirez,  bend. 
Before  Alphonfo  undertook  the  Task. 

Vera.  Confederacy  again !  How  they  enhance 
Their  mutual  Worth,  and  bandy  Fame  betwixt  *em. 

Into  each  other's  Hand. 

[^Locks  on  Ramirez,  ortdfittrts  bAck. 
What's  this  I  fee? 

Nay,  now  I  wonder  not,  the  Captive  prates 
With  £o  iecure  Prefumption  to  his  King, 
Well  may  he  brave  me,  while  his  murd'ring  SworJ 
Sits  as  before,  infulting  on  his  fide. 
^Who  gave  thee  back  that  Weapon  ? 
Alph.  I,  who  took  it. 

Vera.  A  careful  Son,  to  truft  a  Foe  with  Arras 
So  near  his  Father.    Haite,  difarm  the  Pi  ifoncr. 

Alph.  Ere  you  diflibnour  me,  firft  hear  me  fpeak  i 
I  took  his  Royal  Word,  to  be  my  Prifoner  j 
And  on  his  Honour,  1  reftor'd  his  Sword, 
Becaule  I  thought,  that  Mark  of  Sovereign  Juftice, 
And  awful  Power,  fhou'd  not  for  one  fliort  Momenr 
Be  v.'anting  to  a  Monarch. 

Vera.  Then  when  he  loft  the  Power,  he  bft  the  Claim, 
And  Marks  of  Sovereign  Right: 

Nor 
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Nor  without  my  Confent,  cou'dft  thou  difpofe 
Of  him,  or  of  his  Sword,  or  of  his  Life : 
Once  more  difarm  him  -.  What,  am  I  betray'd  ? 

IG liar 4s  bok  amat'd,  butflir  no^^ 
Have  I  no  Subjeft  left  P 

Xim.  Submit,  Alphonfo. 
I,  who  am  partial  to  you,  mufi:  condemn 
This  Carriage,  as  unduteous  to  your  Father.  [Caufe, 

Ram.  [to  AlphJ]  Brave  Prince,  too  warmly  you  affert  my 
Tho'  'tis  indeed  the  common  Cauib  of  Kings : 
But  to  prevent  what  Ills  on  my  Account 
May  hence  enfue  betwixt  a  Son  and  Parent, 
Take  here  the  Sword,  you  trufted  in  my  Hands, 
Which  you  alone  cou'd  take  Now,  Veramond, 

[Prefects  his  Sword  to  Alphonfo." 
Difpofe  of  old  Ramirez,  as  thou  pleafcfti 

[He  pre  ferns  is  fitllerdy  to  Veramond,   who  puU  it  inM 
the  Harkl  of  m  Officer. 
Secure  thy  Hate,  Ambition,  and  thy  Fear, 
And  give  Bjtmirez,  Death,  who  fcorns  a  Life 
JVhich  he  muft  ov/e  to  thee,  [Leifure 

Vera,  [to  the  Guards?^  GobearhimtotheCaftlej  at  more 
His  Doom  fhall  be  decreed. 

Ram.  Whene" er  it  comes  'tis  welcome ;  only  this 
(If  Enemies  be  fuffer'd  to  requeft) 
Forgive  th' imprudent  Zeal  thy  Son  has  (liown 
On  my  Behalf,  and  take  him  to  thy  Bofom : 
A  noble  Temper  ftiines  even  through  his  Faults, 
And  gilds  them  into  Virtues. 

Vera.  Take  him  hence 

[Ramirez  isled  off  by  Sancho  and  Carlos,  and  folloto'd 
by  the  Guards.  Alphonfo  hoking  frowningly .  Th» 
rejljlay. 

Alph.  [Ajtde.']  How  I  abhor  this  bafe  inhumane  h€i\ 
But  Patience !  he's  my  Father. 

Vera.  Thus  all  his  Praifes,  are  thy  Accufctions, 
And  even  that  very  Sword, 
Punifli  mc  Heav'n,  if  I  believe  not  fo. 
Is  far  lefs  dangerous  in  his  Hand  than  thine. 

Xim.  Forgive  the  hafty  Sallies  of  his  Youth. 

Vera.  He  never  lov'd  me. 
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Xim.  {to'Ai 

at  both  were  ^ _,     ^   .  _  ,        ,         ,     _  ^._ 
lis  Silence  ft-i0wsx,|}ejfoi5^s  to  pardon  you. 


jBut  both  were  leflo^s  of  eadi  other *5  ^ih(3n'efs. 

Hisr*         "  "'  ' 

And 

How,  tho'^at  firft  he.cpu'd  rot  rule  . 

Not  at  the  very  firfc,  for  that's  imp -  ,  , 

To  hafty  Blocd.  like  his  and  yours,  my  Lordj  .  ■  "  ,  I     . 
Yet  in  the  fccona  Moment,  he  repented, 
/s  foon  as  Thought  had  Leifure  to  be  born. 

Vet.  For  ought  I  fee,  you  do  him  better  OHice 
Than  ho  dcfues,  Ximena. 

yilfh.  [Kneeling^  Sir,  your  Pardon 3 
And  if  you  pleafe,  your  Love. 

Ver.  Receive  the  fiift. 
The  laft,  ^'s  you  deferve. 

he- enter  Don  Garcia,  w/V^  Vi£h>ria,  Celidea,  and  the  Lffdas, 
y erziV.otid  Jees  'em  at  a  DiJfoKce. 

Ver.  This  had  net  been  thus  eafily  o'er-paft. 
But  that  I  fee  Don  G.trcia  with  your  Sifters  j 
A  fair  Occafion  offers  you  this  Hour 
To  cancel  your  Offences ;  mark,  and  take  it. 
[JJbe  K.  J^  ami  Alphonfo  entertain  Garcia  in  du))>h  SkoT», 
vhile  Viftoria  and  Ce]\dea.fpep.k  at  a  Diftance. 

Cel.  What  think  you.  Siller,  of  tliis '5[putiif^_ll«o? 

Viff.  Our  dear  Alfhonfo}  '     ''-'.'':.'■  "-'".', 

Cel.  Np ;  I  mean  Navarre. 

ViB.  As  of  a  Valiant  Prince;   what  wou'd  you  more  ? 

Cel.  Methinks  you  give  him  a  fhort  CorpQfip^»tf^Bj 
Yet  all  his  Applications  were  to  you.  ,    i  r 

Vtcl.  !  minded  not  his  Words. 

Cel.  He  made  a  warm  Beginning  of  a  Love. 

Vicl.  It  icems  my  Thoughts  were  otherways  employ'd, 

Cel.  Nehher  your  Thoughts,  nor  Eyes  cou'd  '  e  em- 
Upon  a  Nobler  Obje£t.  [ploy'd 

F;<??.  That's  your  Judgment. 

Cel.  His  every  Adiion,  nay,  his  every  Motion 
"Were  graceful,  and  becoming  his  high  Birth. 

Via.  All  of  a  Piece,  and  aU  like  otitcr  Men : 

He 


He  feems  to  me  a  comoioa  kind  of  Creature^ 
One  that  may  p^s  among  a  Crowd  of  Courtiers, 
And  not  be  knowji  for  Kin^ .     ,         |' 

Cel.  Sure  you  forget  the  ^"froo^s  Kft  brought  ot^r  Fa- 
Bclides  his  Pafonal  Valour, in  the  FigHt.    '  (ther, 

Vicl. ^Yovi  more  forget  ^iphonjb's  great^  A&ions, 
when  the  youfig  Hero,,  yet  unfledg'J  in  Arms^. 
Made  the  tough  Age  ot  bold  Ramirez,  bend,,:  ' 
He  fojght  lijie  A/^^'r/,  defending  ftp m  the  Ski^a, 
And  looked  UUei'enus  rifing  from  the  Waves. 

Cel.  Navarre  had  done  the'lamej  'twas  Fpr.tune's  fault 
That  fliovv'd  iiim  not  l^iimsrex,. 

Vici.  You  are  too  ybung  to  judge  of  Men  or,  Meritsj  ' 
You  praile  the  Vulgar  Flight  :^  Fauicon  makes. 
When  Rove's  Imperial  Bird,  that  bears  the  Thunder, 
Is  to w'ring  far  above,  him. 

Re-enter  Carlos,  Sancho,  and  the  reji  of  the  Officers, 

Ffr.- Are  my  Commands  pcrform'd? 

Cart.  With  all  Exadnefs. 

Ver.  Approach  ViSforia,  and  you  Celuka, 
That  in  your  Prefeoce  I  may  pay  fome  Part 
Of  what  I  owe  your  brave  Deliverer.  „ 

Cel.  We  cannot  (how  too  much  of  Gratitude. 

Ver.  Vi^ora,  what  fay  you? 

Vici.  He  did  the  Duty  of  a  brave  Alh'e: 
I  do  not  knov/  the  War,  nor  dare  I  load  ,    ,   , 

His  Modcfty  with  larger  Commendations.  (}(^i 

Car.  Even  thofe  are  much  too  Jarge,  when  given  by 
To  whom  ijiy  Soul,  with  all 'my  future  Service, 
Are  with  Devotion  offer 'd. 

Ver.  I  have  indeed  difclos'd  to  her  alone 
Th' important  Secret  of  th' intended  Match. 
Ard  that  perhaps  has  made  her  fear  to  praife 
A  Prince,  who  fliortly  is  to  be  her  own. 

jilph.  [«/</<?.]  OhHe^ven's !  what  bode  theft  Words? 

\Th&.'^i^en  and  dtMty  p}ei»  Atnaiurmm,  Alphonfo  avd 
V  \ti0n3.  difcontent. 

Ver.  Now  therefore  1  declare  the  ■^iftit  Alliance j 
XimeiM,  you  rnay  give  your  Daughter  Joy;    ' 
And  you  youf  Sifter,  of  tfc' flnpcriai  Crown;  ■    to  Celid. 
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which  Garcia  puts  on  our  ViHoria's  Head. 

Your  Share,  Alphmtfo,  in  this  happy  Day  [1<»  Alph. 

Is  not  the  leaft,  nor  will  you  be  the  lail 

T' applaud  my  worthy  Choice  of  fuch  a  Son. 

Al^h.  A  fudden  Damp  has  feiz'd  my  Vital  Spirits; 
I  fee  but  through  a  Mift,  and  hear  far  o£f :  . 
Nay,  trouble  not  your  felves,  a  little  Time 
Of  needfiil  Reft,  and  folitary  Thought, 
Will  mend  my  Health,  'till  when  excuft  my  Prejfincc- 

[Exit  Ajphonfb,  and  looks  back  on  Viftoria. 

"Xim.  {Afide^  He's  much  difturb'd,  a  Sicknefs  of  the 
Or 4  miftake,  he  does  not  like  this  Marriage.     *    [Soul; 
Aflift  us,  Heav'n,  if  I  Divine  aright. 
And  profper  thy  own  Work. 

Ver.  [Ajule^  I  like  not  this. 
But  muft  diflemble,  till  I  clear  my  Doubts. 
Fortune,  brave  Prince,  has  given  us  this  Allay ;  \To  Gar. 
Our  Joys  were  elfe  too  full : 
An  Hour  of  Sleep  will  bring  him  back  reftor'dj 
Mean  Time  we  may  withdraw. 

Gar.  \To  Vift.]  Come,  my  fair  Miftrefs,  by  your  Fa- 
I  feize  this  precious  Gage.  (ther's  Leave 

K/(3.  Then  thank  my  Father ;  ,    //.., 

He  may  difpofe  of  all  things  but  my  Heart,   • ' ,      ' ,' ,, 

And  that's  my  own [afide^  —  Alas !  I  wifli  it  wpre, 

[Exeunt  Ver.  Xim.  CcL  Gar.  V'lGt.  and  all  the  Q>urtiers. 

Mm  and  Women.    The  Guards  followj  San.  and  Carl,  re- 

.   '   ,  ^^      ,    .  :{mmf. 

San.  Good  News,  Carlos,  the  old  J<?w  is  dead. 

Carl.  What  Jew?  .    , 

San.  Why  the  rich  Jew,  my  Father, 
He's  gone  to  the  Bofom  of  Abraham  his  Father,  and  L^ 
iis  Chriflian  Son,  am  left  fole  Heir.    Now, do  I  intend  , 
to  be  monftroufly  in  Love. 
'     Car/.  With  whom,  Colonel?  .^^ 

San.  That's  not  yet  refolv'd,  Colonel;  but  with  aofi 
of  the  Court  Lad-ies.  You  may  ftand  a  Man's  Friend, 
Corks,  in  fuch  a  Buiinefs. 

Carl.  You  may  depend  on  mc,  Sancho,  becaufe  my  De- 
pendance  is  on  you;   You  got  Plunder  in  the  Battle; 

white 
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■jvhile  I  was  hack'd  and  hew'd,  and  almoft  laid  afleep  in 
the  damn'd  Bed  of  Honour. 

San.  Nay,  I  confefs  I  am  a  lucky  Rogue,  for  I  was 
born  with  a  Caul  upon  my  Head. 

Carl.  I'm  fure  I  came  bare  enough  into  the  World,  and 
five  as  barely  in  it. 

San.  Make  me  but  luftily  in  Love,  and  I'll  adopt  thee 
into  rny  Fortune;  but  thou  ftand'ft  (hall  I,  (hall  I,  till  all 
the  LadieS'are'out  of  Sight:  Here,  take  that  Billet  Doux 
which  lliave  puli'd  out  by  Chance  fromamongft  twenty, 
that  I  always  wear  about  mc  for  fuch  Occafions. 

Carl.  But  to  which  of 'em  fhall  I  deliver  it? 

San.  Even  to  her  thou  can'ft  firft  overtake. 
Nay,  do  not  lofe  thy  Time  in  looking  oii't,  there's  no 
particular  Dire<flion,  Man;  Fortune  ever  fuperfcribes  my 
Letters  to  the  Fair  Sex ;  I  let  her  alone  to  find  me  out  a 
handfome  Miftrefsj  and  let  me  alone,  to  make  her  kind 
afterwards. 

Carl.  But  fuppofe  I  fhou'd  happen  to  deliver  it  to  my. 
own  Miftrefs,  for  fhe  was  in  the  Preftnce  with  her  Fa-' 
ther. 

San.  Then  I  fuppofe  thou  wilt  be  the  firft  that  {halt 
repent  it,  for  fhe  will  cerrainly  fall  in  Love  with  me. 
[Lopez  <»»<if.Dalinda  re-enter,  and  walk  fiftly  over  the  Stage. 
Look,  there's  one  of  'em  already ;  my  Heart  beats  at  the 
very  Sight  of  her ;  this  muft  and  (hall  be  {he,  by  Cupid. 

Carl,  And  by  Vtrtus  the  very  {lie  I  love.  [it  fb. 

San.  Prithee  no  more  Words  then,  for  Fate  will  have 

Carl,  [ajide.j  I  know  it's  impolTible  for  her  Father  to 
receive  him,  or  her  to  love  him,  and  yet  his  good  For- 
tune, and  my  Rafcally  three-Penny  Planet,  make  me 
fufpicious  without  Reafon:  But  hang  Superflition,  I'll 
draw  fuch  a  Pifture  of  him  as  {hall  do  his  Bufinefs. 

San.  Now  will  I  ftand  Incognito,  like  fome  mighty  Po- 
tentate, and  fee  my  own  Embafly  deliver'd, 
.  [Carlos  overtakes  Lopez  and  Dalindaja/^  going  off,  and 
Jalutes  them. 

Lop.  Cozen  Carlos,  you  are  welcome  from  the  Wars  j  I 
think  I  faw  you  in  the  Show  to  Day. 

Carl.  The  Ceremony  hinder'd  me  from  paiying  my  Re- 
fpc^sj  but  I  made  Hailed  you  fee—-— 
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Lop.  I  hope  you'll  no  more  be  a  Stranger  to  my 
Houfe,  than  you  have  been  formerly :  Tour  Miftrels  here 
wUi  be  proud  to  entertain  you ;  arkl  then  you  fliail  tcH 
me  the  whole  Expechtion :  I  love  Battels  wonderfully,, 
when  a  Man  may  hear  'em  without  Peril  of  his  Perfon. 

San.  [A/iile.J  Nothing  of  my   Letter  all  th-  v/hilci 

why,  VfhcnCarhs  ?  [Whifpering  lUoud  lo  i.hn, 

Carl.  [Afde.l  Now  I  dare  not  but  deliver  it,  becauic 

he  fees  me. • — 

Don  Jjifez.t  \  hate  ^fooUOi  Kind  of  Petition  ta  you. 
•         '  ^  [To  Lope 

Htm  Lopez,.  Why  do  you  call  it  a  foolifh  Petition? 
Carl.  Bccaufe  I  bring  it  from  a  Fool.  There's  a  Friend 
of  mine,  of  a  plentiful  Fortune,  that's  defperatelv  -a 
Love  with  yom-  fair  Daughter,  Dalinda;  and.  lias  com- 
manded me,  by  your  Permiffxoi;,  to  deliver  this  Le-rer 
to  her, 
Lo^.  A  rich  Man's  Letter  may  be  deliver 'd. 

[Carlos  gives  her  the  Letter 
Dd.  What's  here?  A  Note  without  a  Supericription 
l^he  feems  to  Read.']  As  I  live,  a  Bill  of  Exchange  for  twu 
hundired  Piftoies,  charg'd  upon  a.  Banker,  and  payable  to 
the  Bearer;  an  accompiiih'd  Cavalier,  I  wairant  him;  he 
writes  finely,  and  in  the  beft  manner. 

Carl.  [Ajide.']  There's  the  covetous  Sex,  at  the  firil 
Syllable,  the  Fool's  good  Planet  begins  to  work  already  j 
but  I  fliall  flop  its  Influence. 

Lop.  Good  Coz,en  Colonel,    what  manner  of  Man  is 
my  Son-in-Law,  that  may  be  ? 
Carl.  D'ye  fee  that  fncaking  Fellow  yonder? 
Lop.  Who,  that  gallant  Cavalier  ? 
DcU.  I  wifh  it  were  no  worfe. 

Carl.  Plague,  ye  make  me  mad  betwixt  ye.    His  out-. 
fidc's  Tawdry,  and  his  infide's  Fool.     He's  an  Ufurer'.*? 
Son,  and  his  Father  was  a  few. 
Dd.  No  matter  for  all  that,  he's  rich. 
Carl.  He  v/as  begot  upon   the   Wife  of  a  defperate 
D«btor>  out  of  pure  good  Husbandry,  to  five  fomcthir./- 
He's  covetous  by  the  Father's  fidcj  a  Blockhead  by  ;  .^  - 
MQtljcr'si  aad  a  Knave  by  both. 
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^M  fee  nothing  like  your  Dcfcription  of  him.    at 
ttis  diftance.    Call  him  hither,  I  would  fain  fpeak  with 

^Carl  Come  hither,  Don  Sancbo,  and  make  good  tht 
Charader  I  have  given  of  you.  ^ 

up.  Cavalier, .  J  fhall  be  glad  to  be  better  known  to 

?"■/  ?!,S^'-°';^  '^**"  ^"^  ^  ^^'^  ^"'^^  ^'n  a  Bag,  c^/,, 

C^r/.  [4X/«.J  Ay,  in  a  Bag  of  Mony,  I  fee  if  to  n^C' 
Sorrow-Try  his  Wit,  Signior,  you'll  find  him  as  heaJI 
*s  Lead,  T^ftA  t   \ 

Lop.  ITo  Sancho  ]  So  his  Mony  be  Silvk^  i  e^Je  ^o^^!!- 
Come  Cavalier,  what  fay  you  to  my  Daughter ' 

^^»  Why,  I  fay,  I  was  refolv'd  to  love  the  firil  faij- 
Lady  that  I  met.  ^ 

Dal.  Oh  Lord,  Sir! 

Carl.  [To  Lopez.]  Do  but  mark  his  Breeding 

■hit'  m'^'.  ^f  °'T  '?^  T'^^  ^°^  ^'^  Plain-dealing 
Dal,  Bluntnefs,  methmks,  becomes  a  Soldier 

Carl.  [Aftde.}  How  naturally  old  Men  take  to  Rirh^c 
and  Women  to  Fools.  /  -kc  co  Kiches, 

Lop,  [To  Sancho.]  You  have  made  a  noble  Declaration 

d  r'erjifior '""' ""' '  """"^"^  ^^^^'^'"  °^:  '-o"^^^^^ 

S/r«.  What,  f  hope  I  have  not  miftaken  Paoer.  onJ 
fent  you  my  Lettj-  of  Exchange  for  two  ^unTed  Piftd^^ 
charg'd  upon  the  Banker  Porto  C^rrero  ■  Pr,„  »  , '  ' 
Lctlr,  I^adam;  and  I'll  look  ourZ\^Z  Z  «  " 
.re«  only  «f  d,,  Lo«.  wichout  thofe'tSle' A^F- 

D4i.  Come,  you  belie  your  noble  Naturej   look  un^?^" 
me  again  Cavalier,  [She  makes  the  Doux  Ycux  tf  h^^ 
and^d.en  examine  your  own  Heart,  if  you  mTonf  if  l^, 

Vol.  VL  t 

San. 
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San.  Nay,  I  confefs  my  Heart  beats  a  Charge  towards 
ye:  [To  Carlos.]  And  yet  two  hundred  Piftois  is  a 
iwinging  Sum  for  one  kind  Look,  Carlos! 

Carl.  [To  him.']  A  damnable  hard  Penny-worth!  hold 
you  there,  Don  Sancho. 

[Da\inda  hoks  upon  him  again,  more  fweetly. 

San,  She  has  two  Devils  in  her  Eyes,  that  laftOglew^s 
a  Lick-penny.  Well,  Madam,  1  dedicate  thofe  fair  two 
hundred  Piftois,  to  your  more  fair  Hand :  And  now  you 
have  receiv'd  *em,  I  meant  'em  to  you. 

Dal.  And,  in  requital,  I  receive  you  for  my  Servant, 
Cavalier. 

Carl.  [Afide^  Damn  him  for  his  awkward  Liberality, 
he's  always  Covetous,  but  wJien  'tis  to  do  me  a  Mif- 
chief. 

Lop.  [To  Dalinda.]  He's  come  on  again,  my  Heart  was 
almoft  at  rr  y  Mouth.  Now,  Mrs.  Minion,  let  me  take 
you  to  task  in  private.  [Drams  her  afide  a  little?^  What 
hope  have  you  of  the  Cmde  Don  Alonzo  De  Cardona  i 

Dal.  Little  or  nonej  a  bare  poflibility.  You  know 
what  has  pafs'd  betwixt  us. 

Lop.  But  luppofe  he  fhould  renew  his  Love;  had  you 
rather  marry  that  rich  old  Cvade,  or  this  poor  young 
jioguc,  Don  Carloi  I 

Dal.  This  poor  young  Rogue,  if  you  pleafe.  Fa- 
ther. 

Lop.  I  thought  as  much,  good  Madam  ;  but  to  come 
clofer  to  the  prefcnt  Bufinefs,  betwixt  Don  Carles  and  Don 
S.^ncho,  that  is  to  iay,  a  poor  young  Wit,  and  a  rich 
young  Fool;  put  the  Cafe,  Gentlewoman,  which  ot  'em 
wou'd  you  chule  ? 

D«/.'lf  it  were  not  for  mcer  Necefllty,  I  have  a  kind 
of  a  loathing  to  a  Fool. 

Lop.  The  more  Fool  you.  Madam . 

Dal.  Wou'd  you  have  a  Race  of  Booby  Grandfbns? 

Lop.  That's  as  your  Confcience  ferves  ye  ;  I  iay  only, 
that  your  Husband  fhall  be  a  Fco),  I  fay  not,  your  Child- 
rsns  Father  fbail  be  one. 

Siiy. 
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San.  [To  Carlos.]  This  is  a  plaguy  long  Whifper,  I  do 
not  like  it.  And  yet  now  I  think  on't,  my  left  Eye 
itches,  fome  good  luck  is  coming  towards  me. 

Lof.  [To  them.']  I'll  be  (hort  and  pithy  with  ye,  Doa 
S/tncbo,  I  think  they  call  ye?  Tfoutof  my  abundant  Love, 
1  fliou'd  beftow  my  dutiful  Daughter  on  you,  what  kind 
of  Husband  wou'd  you  make? 

Sm.  Husband,  Sennor?  Why,  none  at  all.  None  of 
my  Predeceflbrs  were  ever  marry'd :  My  Father  and  my 
Mother  never  were,  and  I  will  not  be  the  firft  of  my  Fa- 
mily that  fhall  degenerate ;  I  thought  my  two  hundred 
Fiftols  would  have  done  my  Bufinefs  with  Dalinda,  and 
a  little  winking  Mony  with  you. 

Lop.  "What,  wou'd  you  make  me  a  Pimp  to  my  own 
Daughter? 

Dal.  And  imagine  my  Chaftity  cou'd  be  corrupted 
with  a  petty  Bribe? 

San.  Nay,  I  am  not  fo  obftinate  neither,  againft  Mar- 
riage j  C<Jr/w  gave  me  this  wicked  Counfel,  on  purpolc 
to  banifli  mej  and  in  revenge  to  him,  I  will  marry. 

Lop.  I  hope  you'll  ask  her  leave  firft  ? 

San.  Phoo !  I  take  that  for  granted ;  no  Woman  has 
the  Power  to  refift  my  Court fhip. 

Lop.  Suppofe  then,  as  before  fuppos'd;  what  kind -of 
Husband  would  you  make  ? 

San.  Then  to  deal  roundly  with  youj  I  would  run  a 
Rambling  my  felf,  and  leave  the  Drudgery  of  my  Houfe 
to  her  Iv^nageir^ent:  All  things  fliould  go  at  Sixes  and 
Seven?,  for  Sancho  ■■,  in  fhort,  Sennor,  I  tvLII  be  as  Abfo- 
lute,  as  the  great  Turk,  and  take  as  little  care  of  my  Peo-_ 
pie,  as  a  Heathen  God. 

Lop.  Now,  Don  Carlos,  what  fay  you  ? 

Carl,  l^/rde.']  I'll  fit  'em  for  a  Husband :  [To  Lopez.] 
Why,  Sennor,  I  would  be  the  moft  careful  Creature  of 
her  Bufinefs }  I  would  infpeft  every  thing,  would  ma- 
nage the  whole  Eftate  to  fave  her  the  Trouble;  I  would 
be  careful  of  her  Health,  by  keeping  her  within  Doors ; 
flie  fhould  neither  give  nor  receive  VifitSj  nor  kneel  at 
Church  among  the  Fops,  that  look  one  way,  ai-d  Piay 
aQother. 

T  z  Dal. 
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Bed.  Oh  abominable ! 

Lop.  Why,  thou  ungrateful  Fellow  !  would'ft  thou 
make  a  Slave  of  my  Daughter  ?  And  leave  her  no  Bufi- 
ncfs;  that  is  to  fiiy,  no  Authority  in  her  own  Houfe? 

Bd.  Ay,  and  to  call  fine  young  Gentlemen  Fops  too  ? 
To  lock  me  up  from  Vifitants,  which  are  the  only  Com- 
fort of  a  difconfolate,  miferabie,  married  Woman ! 

Lop.  And  'twere  not  for  fear  thou  fliould'ft  beat  me,  I 

could  find  in  my  Heart  to  beat  thee,    Don  Sancho,  I  have 

an  Olla  at  home,  and  you  ftiali  be  welcome  to  it.     Fare- 

wol  Kinfman.  [To  Carlos. 

\Exeum  Lopez,  and  Sancho,  leading  out  Dalinda. 

Carl.  Now,  if  I  had  another  Head,  I  could  find  in  my 
Heart,  to  run  this  Head  againft  that  Wall.  Nature  has 
given  me  my  Portion  in  Senfe,  with  a  Pox  to  her,  and 
turn'd  me  out  into  the  wide  World  to  ftarve  upon  it.  She 
has  given  Sancho  an  empty  Noddle  j  but  Fortune  in  re- 
Tenge  has  fiU'd  his  Pockets :  Juft  a  Lord's  Eftate  in  Land 
and  Wit.  Well,  I  have  loft  Ddmdai  and  fomething  muft 
be  done  to  undermine  Sancho  in  her  good  Opinion :  Some 
pernicious  Counfel  muft  be  given  him :  He  is  my  Prince, 
and  I  am  his  Statefman;  and  when  our  two  Interefts 
come  to  clafti,  I  hope  to  make  a  meer  Monarch  of  him : 
And  my  Hunger  is  fomewhat  in  my  Way  to  quicken 
my  Invention. 

"Want  whets  the  Wit,  'tis  truej  but  Wit  not  bkft 

With  Fortune's  Aid,  makes  Beggars  at  the  beft. 

Wit  is  not  fed,  but  iharpen'd  with  Applaufe, 

For  Wealth  is  folid  Food,  and  Wit  but  hungry  Sauce. 


ACT 
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A   C    T    II.    S    C   E  N  E   I. 

The  S  C  E  N  E  /.r  a  Bed-Chamber^  a  Couch  pre^ 
par'd^  andfet  fo  near  the  Pit  that  the  Audience 
may  hear. 

Alphonfo  tr.ters  nith  a  Book  in  his  Hand,  and  fits\  reads  to 
himfelf  a  link  while:  Enter  Victor ia,  and  jits  by  him, 
then{feaks. 

Vifi.T  F  on  your  private  Bus'nefs  I  intrude, 

JL  Forgive  th'  Excefs  of  Love  that  makes  me  nidc: 
I  hope  your  Sicknefs  has  not  reach'd  your  Heart  i 
But  come  to  bear  a  fuff 'ring  Sifter's  Part : 
Yet,  Jeft  I  fliouid  offend  you  by  my  Stay, 
Command  me  to  depart,  and  I  obey. 

jiiph.  The  Patient  who  has  pafs'd  a  fleeplefs  Night, 
Is  far  lefs  pleas'd  with  his  Phyfician's  Sight : 
Welcome  thou  pleafing,  but  thou  fhort  Reprieve} 
To  eafe  my  Death,  but  not  to  make  me  live. 
Welcome,  but  welcome  as  a  Winter's  Sun, 
That  rifes  late,  and  is  too  quickly  gone. 

Vici.  You  are  the  Star  of  Day,  the  publick  Light : 
/nd  I  am  but  your  Sifter  of  the  Night : 
Eclips'd,   when  you  are  abfent  from  my  Sight. 

^Iph.  Death  will  for  ever  take  me  from  your  Eyesj 
But  grieve  not  you,  for  when  I  fet,  you  rife. 
Don  Garcia  has  deferv'd  to  be  your  Choice,  -y 

And  'tis  a  Brother's  Duty  to  rejoice.  v 

Fi<3.  And  yet  methought  you  gavehim  not  your  Voice.  ^ 

jilph.  You  faw  a  fudden  Sicknefs  left  me  weak  ^ 
I  had  no  Joy  to  give,  nor  Tongue  to  fpeak : 
And  therefore  I  withdrew,  to  fcek  Relief 
la  Book$>  the  fruitlefs  Remedies  of  Grief. 

T  3  rifl. 
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ViH.  But  tell  me  what  Philofopher  you  found 
To  cure  your  Pain? 

jilph.  The  firteft  for  my  Wound ; 
Who  beft  the  gentle  PalTions  knows  to  move  j 
Ovid^  the  ibk  Philofopher  of  Love:   "'       -  ■   ' 
His  Love  Epijiles  for  my  Friends  I  dioft- 
For  there  1  found  the  Kindred  of  my  Woes. 

ViH.  His  Nymphs  the  Vows  of  perjur'd  Mendepiorej 
One  in  the  Woods,  and  one  upon  the  Shore ; 
All  are  at  length  forfaken  or  betrayed; 
And  the  falfe  Hero  leaves  the  faithful  Maid. 

Alph.  Not  all :  For  Linus  kept  his  Conftancy : 
And  one,  perhaps,  who  more  refembled  me. 

Via.  That  Letter  would  I  view :  In  hope  to  find 
Some  Features  of  the  Fair  that  rules  your  Mind. 

jilfh.  Read,  for  the  guilty  Page  is  doubled  down:  i 
The  Love  too  foon  will  make  the  Lover  known.   , 

[Giving  her  the  Book! 
Read,  if  you  dare,  and  when  the  Crime  you  fee,  ^ 

Accufe  my  cruel  Fate,  but  pity  me.  ^ 

Via.  iJfde.}  'Tis  what  I  fear'd,  th' unhappy  Canacet  ^ 
Read  you;  for  to  a  Brother  'twas  defign'd,  [To  him. 

And  lent  him  by  a  Sifter  much  too  kind. 

Alphonfr  takes  the  Book,  and  reads. 
li^tjy  did  thy  Ilames  beyond  a  Brother's  move? 
fVhv  lov'd  I  thee  with  more  than  Sifter's  Love  ? 

IHe  looks  upon  her,  and  Ihe  holds  down  her  Head. 

He  reads  again. 
My  Cheeks  no  longer  did  their  Colour  boafl: 
My  ¥ocd  grew  loathfome,  and  my  Strength  I  loft : 
Still,  e're  I /poke,  a  Sigh  won' d  flop  my  Tongue: 
■  ahrt  were  my  Slumbers,  and  my  Nights  were  long,- 
]  knew  not  from  my  Love  thofe  Griefs  did  grow: 
Tet  was,  alas!  the  thing  I  did  not  know. 

[She  looks  on  him,  and  he  holds  down  his  Hcadf, 
lorc'd  at  the  laft,  my  flMmeful  Pain  I  tell. 
'/ici.  No  more:  We  know  our  mutual  Love  too  w^l. 

[Both  look  up,  and  meet  each  others  Eyes, 

Al^h^ 
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Alph.  Two  Lines  in  reading  had  efcap'd  my  Siglat:  . 
Shall  I  go  back,  and  do  the  Poet  right?  i 

l^tSi.  Already  we  have  read  too  far,  I  fear: 
But  read  no  inore  thadModefty  may  bear. 

Alphonfb  rending. 
Tor  I  loz'd  too,  and  Imowing  not  my  Wound, 
Afecret  Plea  fare  in  thy  Ktjfes  found. 
.[He  offers  to  kifs  her,  arid  fhe  turns  her  Head  away. 
May  we  not  reprcfent  the  ICifs  we  read  ? 
Vifi.  Atphonjb,  no:  Brother,  1  fliou'd  have  fatd! 

Alphonfb  reading  again. 

li'  hen  half  denying,  more  than  half  content, 

Ztnhrnces  v^iriTid  me  to  a  full  Confent : 

ihen,  with  tumultuous  Joys,  my  Heart  did  beat : 

And  Guilt  that  made  'em  Anxious,  made  'em  Gnat, 
[She  fnatches  the  Book,  and  throws  it  down,  thei^ 
rifes^  and  walks ;  he  rifes  alfo, 

ViSl.  Incendiary  Book,  polluted  Flame, 
Dare  not  to  tempt  the  Chafte  Vifforia's  Fame. 
I  love,  perhaps,  niore  than  a  Sifter  fiiou'd:     . 
And  Nature  prompts  j  but  I-leav'n  rcftrains  my  Blood. 
Heav'n  was  unkind,  to  fet  Co  ftri£i:  a  Bound: 
And  Love  v/ould  firuggle  to  forbidden  Ground. 
Oh  let  us  gain  a  Vnrtmaa  Vidlory ; 
Our  only  way  to  conquer,  is  to  fly. 

Al^.  No  more,  ViSoria ;  tho*  my  Love  afpires 
More  high  than  yours,  and  fiercer  arc  my  Fires , 
I  cannot  bear  your  Looks;  new  Flames  arife 
From  ev'ry  Glance;  and  kindle  from  your  Eyes, 
Pure  are  tne  Beams  which  from  thofe  Suns  you  daft> 
But  gather  Blacknefs  from  riiy  footy  Heart: 
Then  let  us  each  with  hafty  Steps  remove; 
Nor  fpread  Contagion,  where  wc  meant  but  Love. 

ViSi.  Hear  Heav'n  and  Earth,  and  witnefs  to  my  VowSj 
And  Love,  thou  greateft  Power  that  Nature  knows; 
This  Heart,  Alphorifd,  fTiall  be  firmly  thine  j 
This  Hand  fhall  never  with  another  join, 

T  4  J  Or 
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Or  if  by  force  my  Father  makes  me  wed ; 
Then  Death  (hall  be  the  Bridegroom  of  my  Bed. 
Now  let  us  both  our  Shares  or  Sorrow  take; 
>\nd  both  be  wretched  for  each  others  fake. 

'^Iph.  By  thofc  relentlefs  Powers  that  rule  the  Skies  j 
And  by  a  greater  Power,  Vtcioria's  Eyes, 
No  Love  but  yours  fliall  touch  Alphonfd's  Heart  j 
Nor  Time,  nor  Death,  my  vow'd  Affections  part. 
"Nor  fhall  my  hated  Rival  live  to  fee 
That  Hour  which  envious  Fate  denies  to  me. 
Now  feal  we  both  our  Vows  with  one  dear  Kifs. 

Vi^.  No,  'tis  a  hot,  and  an  inceftuous  Blifsl 
Let  both  be  fatisfy'd  with  what  we  fworej 
I  dare  not  give  it,  left  I  give  you  more. 

[^ExH  Viftoria  looking  back  on  him,  and  he  g(ix,lr.g  on  ker'. 
jilph.  Oh  raging,  impious,  and  yet  hopelefs  Fire  3 
Not  daring  to  poflefs  what  I  defire. 
Condemn'd  to  fuffer  what  T  cannot  bear; 
Toi  tur'd  with  Love,  and  furious  \vith  Defpair. 
Of  ail  the  Pains  which  wretched  Mortals  prove. 
The  feweft  Remedies  belong  to  Love : 
But  ours  has  none :  For  if  we  (liould  enjoy. 
Our  fatal  Cure  muft  borh  of  us  deftroy. 
Oh  dear  Vidorix,  caufe  of  all  my  Pain ! 
Oh  de-ar  Victoria,  whom  I  would  not  gain! 
Viiioria^  for  whofe  iake  I  would  furvive : 
Vtfioria,  for  whofe  fake  I  dare  not  live. 

Enter  Garcia  vith  ^ttendaras.    The  two  Vrinets  filute, 

bht  Alphonfo  very  coldly. 
Gar.  I  come  to  iTiev/  my  Grief  for  your  Diflemper: 
For  if  my  noble  Brother  fav/  my  Heart, 
Theie  fliould  you  find  a  plain,  a  holy  Friendniip, 
IJnmixt  with  Intereft,  equally  partaking 
Of  what  affedis  you,  both  ot  good  and  ill. 

Mph.  1  thank  you ;  but  my  Malady  increafes 
^t  your  Approach ;  I  have  no  more  to  fay, 
But  wifli  you  better  Health  than  I  can  boafl  j 
And  to  my  felf  a  lonely  Privacy. 
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Gar.  I  find  I  am  not  welcome  to  your  Sight:'^  ^'  ^ 
But  know  not  from  what  Caufe.  • 'Jv 

Alph.  [angrily.']  My  fureft  Remedy  is  in  your  Abfindi: 
*Tis  hard  my  Lodgings  cannot  be  my  own  j 
But  importun'd  with  Vifits,  undefir'd; 
And  therefore,  I  muft  tell  you,  troublefomc.  -^ 

Gar.  'Tis  an  odd  Way  ot  entertaining  Friends.  '^ 

But  fince  I  find  you  difcompos'd  with  Sicknefs, 
That  ftiall  excufe  your  Humours  j  where  I  go, 
I  hope  for  better  Welcome. 
Alph.  Sir,  I  muft  ask  whom  you  pretend  to  vifit? 
Gar.  My  Miftrels,  Prince. 
Alph.  Your  Miftrefs!  who's  that  Miftrcfs? 
Car.  What  need  I  name  ViSioria  ? 
Mph.  Who?  my  Sifter? 
Gar.  Whom  clfe  cou'd  you  imagine  ? 
Alph.  Any  other. 
Gar^  And  why  not  her  ? 

Al^h.  Bccaufe  I  know  not  if  ihe  will  admit  yoii. 
Gar.  Her  Father  has  allow'd  it. 
Alph.  But  not  (he  J 
Or  if  both  have,  yet  my  Confent  is  wanting. 
You  take  upon  you  in  a  Foreign  Kingdom, 
As  if  you  were  at  home  in  your  Navarre. 

Gar.  And  you,  methinks. 
As  if  you  had  no  Father,  or  no  King. 
Farewcl,  I  will  not  ftay. 

Alph.  You  fliall  not  go : 
Thus  as  I  am,  thus  fingle,  thus  unarm'd. 

And  you  with  Guards  attended — — 

Gar.  You  Teach  ir.e  to  forget  the  Rule  of  Manners. 
Alph.  I  mean  to  Teach  you  better. 
[As  Garcia  is  going  to  pafi  by  him,   Alphonfo  runs  to  one 
of  his  Aitendmts,  and  fnatches  his  Sword  away,  then  Jleps 
between  Garcia  Ofid  the  Door. 

Biter  Veramond  and  Ximena,  Attended. 
Ver.  Wliut  mtans  this  rude  Behaviour  in  my  Court  ? 
As  if  our  Arragon  were  turn'd  to  Thrace ; 
Unholpitable  to  her  Guefts,  and  thou 
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Mfhonjo,  a  Lycttrgus. 

-^Iph,  He  would  paGf, 
Without  my  Sifter's  Leave,  into  her  Lodgings. 
By  Heav'n,  if  this  be  luffer'd  to  proceed, 
The  next  will  be  to  treat  the  Royal  Maid 
As  coarfly,  as  fhe  were  fomc  Suburb  Girl. 

Car.  \to  Ver.]  Had  I  not  your  Permiflion,  Sir? 

Ver.  You  had. 
But  thefe,  Alfhonfi,  are  thy  RufSan  Maimers. 
How.dar'ft  thou.  Boy,  to  break  my  Orders, 
And  then  afperfe  thy  Sifter  with  thy  Crime  ? 

^Iph.  She  iaid  his  Prefencc  was  unpleafing  to  her. 

Ver.  Come,  thou  bely'ft  her  Innocence  and  Duty  : 
She  did  not,  durft  not,  fay  it. 

Alfh.  Iffl^edidnot, 
1  dare,  and  will  maintain  to  ali  the  Wo'-ld, 
That  Garcia  is  not  worthy  of  my  Sifter. 

Ver.  Not  worthy  ? 

^'iph.  No ;  I  fay  once  more,  not  worthy." 

Car.  Not  in  my  felfi  for  who-deferves  ViBoria} 
But,  fince  her  Royal  Father  bids  me  hope. 
Not  leis  unworthy  than  another  Prince. 
And  none,  with  your  Permiflion,  Sir,  (hall  dare  \To  Ver. 
To  interpofe  oetwixt  my  Love  and  me. 

^ph.  Sure  a  lefs  Price  than  our  Infanta's  Bed, 
Might  pay  thee  for  thy  Mercenary  Troops. 

Ver.  Peace,  Infolent;  too  long  I  have  endur'd 
Thy  Haughty  Soul,  untam'd  and  turbulent : 
But,  if  I  live,  this  (hall  not  pafs  unpuniftit  j 
Darlcnefs  and  Chains,  are  Medicines  for  a  Madman.' 

Xim.  My  Lord,  I  humbly  beg  you,  fpare  your  Sonj 
And  add  not  Fury  to  a  raging  Fire. 
He  foon  will  recolleft  his  fcatter'd  Reafbn  j 
Which  Heat  of  Youth,  and  Sicknefs  and  Fatigues, 
Have  dillipatcd  in  his  boy  ling  Blood. 
Give  him  but  Time,  and  then  his  Temperate  Humour 
Will  foon  return  into  the  Native  Channelj 
And,  unoppos'd,  be  calm. 

Ver.  No,  never  more; 

Tli: 
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The  Moon  has  roul'd  above  his  Head,  and  turn'd  itj 
As  Peals  of  Thuoder  Ibw'r  the  generous  Wine.    , 

\To  Alph: 
Hence  from  my  Presence  thou,  no  more  my  Son. 

Xim.  If  he  be  mad,  be  Madnefs  his  Excufej 
And  Pardon  Nature's  Error,  not  his  own. 

Ver.  XimenOi,  you  have  fonded  him  to  thisj 
I  Propheiied;  and  now  'tis  come  to  pafs. 

Gufi  PerhapSj  1  interrupted  him  too  rudely: 
And  fince  I  caus'd,  my  fcif,  that  ill  Reception, 
Forgive  our  mutual  Faults. 

Ver.  You  (hall  prevail; 
Tho*  he  deferves  not  fuch  an  Interceflbr : 

[To  Alph,}  Retire,  Alfhnfo,  to  your  inmoft  Lodgings;. 
And  there  inclofe  your  lelf,  and  mourn  your  Crimes : 
Be  this  your  laft  Relapfej  the  next  is  Fatal. 

Mph.  I  wiU  retire. 
But,  ifil  am  a  Madman,  as  you  fay ; 
And  as  I  half  believe  j  exped:  no  Cure, 
But  in  yl//)^j&'s  Death.  i[Alphonfo^(?«f /». 

Xi/».  [afide.]  It  works  apace: 
But  whither  it  will  tend.  Heaven  only  knows. 
[V^ramondy^w  the  Book  upon  the  Ground,  and  takes  it  up. 

Ver.  This  Book  he  left;  go  bear  it  ai"icr  him. 
Yet  ftay,  I  know  not  why,  but  fomewhat  prompts  m3 
To  read  this  foWed  Page. 
[To  Garcia.']  Go,  Royal  Youth, 
I  wou'd  my  ielf  conduit  you  to  Vicioria: 
But  Lovers  need  no  Guide  to  their  Delires : 
^nd  IjOvc  no  Witnefi,  but  himielf,  requires. 

\_Exetint  the  King  and  ^ueen  one  IVay,  with  their  Atten* 
dmts,  and  Don  Garcia  witi?  hit,  another. 

Tv^e  S  G  E  N  E,    A  Street. 

,  "Enter  Carlos,  before  Don  Lopez  hii  Door. 
Carl.  Thai's  the  Door  o^Lopez^  and  Sancho  muft  come 
out  this  Wayi  now  Fool  fit  fafl,  for  thou  fhall  not  want 
for  pcftilent  Advice :  But  firft,  I  niuft  know,  how  far 
thou  haft  proceeded  with  the  Fatlur  and  the  Diugh- 
ter,  that  I  may  know  whit  Drugs  I  muft  prepare,  for 

the 
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the  prefent  Condition  of  my  Patient ;  oh,  the  Door  o-* 
pens  already,  and  he  bolts  out  fingle,  as  I  wifht. 
Enter  Sancho  picking  his  Teeth. 
San.  What,  Carlos,  you  have  Din'd  before  mej  but,  it 
fnay  be,  you  ha*  not  far'd  fo  well. 

Carl.  The  beft  Part  of  your  Entertainment,  I  fuppofe, 
was  the  Deflert  of  the  Fair  Dalirula  after  Dinner }  and 
how,  and  how  go  Matters? 

San.  Better  than  thou  woud'ft  have  *em :  thou  woud'ft 
have  put  at  Spoke  in  my  Wheel,  I  know  it. 

Carl.  No,  Fortune  always  fets  thofe  of  your  admirable 
Underflanding  upperraoftj  but  remember,  Dalmda  was 
once  mine,  however. 

San.  Thou  woud'ft  not  have  me  give  the  Box  away, 
when  I  have  thrown  Seven  ?  Come,  fet  upon  it  what 
thou  dar'ft,  and  I'll  give  thee  Leave  to  do  thy  worft. 

Carl.  You  are  very  confident  of  your  good  Luck. 

San.  Thou  know'll,  I  have  a  perpetu^Afcendant  over 
thee. 

Carl.  And  you  are  fure  to  carry  her  ? 

San.  She  is  fond  of  my  Perfonj  (he  ogled  me  all  Din- 
ner time  i  {he  put  her  Foot  under  the  Table,  and  trod  up- 
on mine ;  and  if  thefe  are  not  certain  Symptoms  of  Fa!f- 
iion,  the  Devil's  in  Womankind. 

Carl.  And  her  Father  ? 

San.  The  goodeft  old  Man;  he  drank  my  Health  to 
his  Daughter ;  and  I  to  comply  with  my  Obligation,  an- 
fwev'd  the  Challenge  j  there  I  think  I  was  with  her  a- 
gain. 

Carl.  You  have  no  more  to  do  but  to  take  out  a  Lv 
cence< 

San.  Indeed  I  have  her  Licence  for  k. 

Carl.  What,  quibbling  too  in  your  Profperity  ?  If  you 
let  another,  I  fliall  be  inrag'd.    But  jou  have  not  told  mc 
that  her  Father  is  confeming. 
•-■  San.  In  a  Manner:  But 

Carl.  But  whatj  is  he  not  abfolutely  yours? 

Sari.  There's  a  fmall  Demur  upon  the  Matter;  in  fhort, 
he  hit  me  in  the  Teeth  Avith  a  damnable  Rich  Old  Conde  j 
ifvho«  I  find,  has  been  dabbling  with  this  Covetous  Oid 

Hunks  > 
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Hunks;  but,  bating  him,  Bon  Lopez,  tells  me  I  (hall  be 
the  welcomcft  Man  alive. 

Carl.  Do  you  know  that  Conde's  Name? 
Sm.  Don  lomething  de  Cardona,  whom  the  Devil  con- 
found. 

Carl.  My  old  Acquaintance ;  he  charged  with  me  in 
the  Battel,  but  what  became  of  him  I  know  not  j  if  he 
be  the  Man,  defpair  betimes,  Sancho ;  he'll  revenge  my 
Quarrel,  and  carry  her  in'fpight  of  you. 

San.  I  am  cunning,  you  know ;  and  I  believe  he  nam'd 
that  curfed  Conde,  only  to  draw  me  on  the  fafter, 

Carl.  And  do  you  think  a  Gentleman  can  flicceed  a- 
gainft  a  Conde,  with  a  Woman  ? 
San.  Why  not? 

Carl.  No  more  than  a  Conde  againft  a  Duke,  and  & 
upwards. 

Abandon  her,  I  fay. 
San.  No;  I  am  refolute. 
CArl.  To  be  the  Shoeing-horn  for  the  Conde? 
San.  1  confefs,  I  wou'd  not  be  the  Shoeing-hora  to. 
draw  him  on. 

Carl.  No;  for  that's  to  be  a  Pimp  for  him. 
San.  Right;  therefore  I  will  leave  her. 
Carl.  Then  go  back;  and  quarrel  with  her  and  her  Fa- 
ther ;  Go,  I  fay,  immediately  before  your  Virtue  cools, 
San.  ril  give  'em  their  own,  I'll  warrant  'em :  what, 
make  a  Shoeing-horn  of  a  Man  of  Honour  ? 

lExit  Sancho. 

Carl,  laltme.']  If  the  Conde  be  in  Love,  then  why  (hou'd 

Lopez,  admit  of  Sancho  for  a  Suitor  ?  if  not,  the  Fool  is 

in  the  right,  that  it  was  only  fcign'd  to  draw  him  on. 

However,  my  Advice  will  ftrike  on  both  Sides;   for  if 

Sancho  quarrels,  he's  difcarded,  and  for  the  Ccmde ftay 

a  little  '  What  if  I  fhou'd  play  this  Conde  ?  I  knovf 

him,  and  can  Mimick  him  exaftly,  'tis  but  a  Jeft  if  I 
am  difcovered ;  and  if  the  Conde  loves  her,  and  Ihe  him, 

then  I  marry  her  in  his  Shape Oh,  they  are  coming 

out  to  quarrel  in  the  open  Air ;  for  the  Houfe  is  grown 
too  hot  for  'em :  but  I  dare  not  ftay  to  fee  the  Battle,  for 
fear  of  getting  Blows  on  both  Sides,  lExit  Carlos. 
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Inter  Lopez,  Dalinda,  and  Saacho. 

Lap,  m  wait  upon  you  out  of  my  Houie,  how^* 
ver. 

Sm,  Father-in-Law,  that  might  have  been,  no  more 
Ceremonies,  I'll  be  no  Shoeing-Eorn  for  any  Man. 

Jjrp.  You  wou'd  not  be  my  Daughter's  Hindcrance? 

Sm.  There's  no  more  to  be  faid  on't  j  but  dther  a 
Bargain,  or  no  Bargain. 

Lo^.  A  Bargain,  if  the  Omdt  comes  not  on. 

Stm.  Then  as  he  coraes  on,  I  mull  go  ofi,  with  a  Pox 
to  you ;  and  to  your  Daughter. 

Dd.  At  leaft  it  (hall  not  be  a  Pox  of  your  giving. 

Sdn.  The  Conde's  Pox  take  you  thenj  that's  an  Honou- 
rable Pox  defcended  in  a  right  Line  Ssowl,  Dm  Bhodtric 
the  Goth,  I'll  warrant  you. 

Ij)p.  Indeed,  if  your  Eftate  were  as  great  as  his— — ^ 

Sm.  Nay,  for  that  Matter  I  can  dr®p  Gold  witii  hira, , 
as  little  as  I  care  for  her. 

Dal.  But  then  his  Title? 

San.  I  have  more  Gold  yet,  to  weigh  down  his  Parcli- 
ment.  And  then  my  Wit  againft  a  CerJe^i  Wit,  thaf* 
for  Overplus ;  for  tho'  I  fay  it 

Lof.  who  fhou'd  not  iay  it. 

San.  Yet  r  do  fay  it,  and  will  fay  it,  efpedalJy  as 
Lords  go  now :  Come,  there's  no  more  to  be  faid,  Lo~ 
tez  j  but  take  back  your  Trumpery,  I  mean  your  Daugh- 
ter; or  I'll  feiKi  for  the  Scavenger  with  a  Dung  Cart, 

Ltf/».   This  is  infufferable :   and  by    this  Honourable 

jPeard  ■         —  M- 

S/wj.  Which  rUpuH  off  by  Handfuls,  if  you  fwagger— 
Lop.  [afide  to  Dalinda.2  What  Ihall  we  do  with  this 
Madman,  Daughter? 

Dal.  You  ihou'd  fend  for  an  Alguazile  to  order  him, 
if  I  were  fure  that  the  Cmde  wou'd  come  on  again ;  but 
^nce  that's  uncertain,  go  in.  Father,  and  let  me  alone 
yrizh  him}  if  I  make  him  your  Soa-in-Law,  that's  Pur 
nifliment  fufficient  for  him. 
UP.  Well,  Cavalier,  you  may  djaoce  to  hear  of  me. 

[£W  Lopez. 
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Safi.  Yes,  and  of  your  Daughter  too,  in  tlie  next  Lam- 
poon, I  doubt  not —  [To  Dalinda.]  Why  don't  you  fol- 
low him  ?  What  do  you  and  I  together,  Madam  Coun- 
tefs? 

Dal.  Nay,  I  know  not. 

San.  Nor  I  neither. 

Dal.  I  hope  you  will  not  beat  me. 

[She  looks  Istngu'tjlmgly  upon  him. 

San,  I  can*ttdl  that Thou  haft  a  damnable  kind  of 

Leer  that  wou'd  provoke  me  to  fomething— —  I  (ay  not 
what. 

Dal.  Beat  me  with  my  own  Hand,  if  I  deferve  it, 
there  'tis  for  you.    [Gives  him  her  Hand,  and  Jqueesies  his. 

San.  If  I  fhould  beat  thee  now,  as  thou  haft  deferv'd 
richly,  I  cou'd  make  thee  Satisfaftion. 

Dd.  Indeed,  .they  fay  an  old  Man  fhould  never  beat  a 
young  Woman,  becaufe  he  cannot  make  her  Satisfadtion. 

San.  Abominable  Chuck.  Ifldidnot  hate  thee  mor- 
tally, I  cou'd  be  content  to  love  thee  for  a  quarter  of  an 
Hour,  or  fo  —  Why,  what's  here  to  do?  You  are  at 
your  old  Tricks  again:  Prithee,  fweet  Devil,  do  not  ogle 
me,  nor  fqueeae  my  Palm  fo  feelingly,  thou  dear  Infernal, 
^o  nor. 

Dal.  Why,  do  I  hurt  you  ? 

San.  No,  but  thou  tickl-ft  me  totheveryHcart-ftrings,' 
moft  wickedly. 

Dal.  You  command  me  then  to  leave  you  ? 

{Seems  to  be  going, 

Sm.  Not  command  you  neither,  not  abfolutely. 

Dd.  I  go  then— — — 

San.  Then  I  do  command  thee 1  mean,  to  ftay 

a  little  longer.  Thou  haft  fir'd  my  Blood  moft  horribly, 
with  that  Tqueczingi  haft  not  thou  the  Irch?  fpeak,  Dam- 
nation, I  think  I  have  got  the  Infedtion  of  thee ■ 

[He  jhakes  his  Hands. 

Dal.  Ill  go  and  comfort  my  poor  oki  Father,  for  the 
Affronts  you  gave  him. 

San.  No,  Perverleiiefs ;  I'll  make. thee  ftay,  in  very 
ipight  of  thy  proud  Sex  I'll  humble  thee. 

Da\ 
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Dal.  But  was  not  you  a  grievous  Man  to  ufc  him  fo  ? 
You  fhall  tell  me,  or  I  break  your  Fingers.    • 

Sofi.  Not  a  word,  to  fave  thee  from  Perdition  j  I  am 
as  dumb  as  a  Heathen  Oracle, 

Dal.  Then  I  muft  fqueeie  it  out  of  you 

[Prejpng  his  Hand  again. 

S/m.  Ah,  ah,  it  runs  through  me  like  Wild  Fire 

{Vanting. 

Dal.  Did  not  Carlos  give  you  this  naughty  Counfel ! 

Sm.  I  fhou'd  not  aniwer  thee,  I  know  it.  Heartlykins, 
this  is  juft  cramping  a  Man  when  he's  afleep,  to  make 
him  tdl  his  Dream ;  let  go  my  Hand,  and  Carlos  did  not 
advife  me ;  but  hold  it,  and  he  did  j  now  will  you  be  at 
quiet  v/ith  me  ? 

Dal.  Not  till  you  promife  me  to  be  Friends  with  my 
Father. 

San.  Well,  confound  thee,  I  am  Friends  vfxth.  him. 

Dal.  And  to  banifh  Carlos  for  an  Evil  Counfellor. 

Sm.  Upon  Condition,  you'D  difcharge  the  Count  from 
feeing  you. 

Dal.  No  Conditions;  either  furrender  upon Difaetion, 
or  ril  put  you  to  the  Sword, 

San.  Pox  on  thee,  for  being  fo  Tyrannical ;  but  I  can't 
help  my  felf,  and  therefore  I  totally  fubmit. 

Dal.  Now  then,  you  fhaH  perceive  how  gracious  a 
Princefs  I  intend  to  bcj  my  Father  dotes  upon  mis  Count, 
but  I  defpife  him. 

San.  That's  a  good  Ghlj  for  Love  of  me,  111  warrant 
you. 

Dal.  You  think  I  cokes  you  now, 

San.  No,  1  knov/  my  own  Merit  too  well  for  that. 

Dal.  Then  do  what  I  adviie  youj  my  Father  has  not 
often  feen  this  Counc ;  what  if  you  fliou'd  pafs  for  him  ? 

San.  Hum,  I  do  not  apprehend  thee. 

Dal.  A  Man  of  your  Wit,  and  be  fo  ftupidj  you  fliall 
counterfeit  the  Count. 

San.  Counterfeit  the  Count,  that's  a  pure  quibble,  hut 
I  csn  make  no  more  on't. 

Dal.  He's  an  old  Fellow,  and  a  Fool;  now,  you  Ihall 
take  upon  you  to  be  this  Count,  to  deceive  my  Father > 

and 
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and  I'll  keep  your  Counfel,  and  teach  you  how  to  repre- 
fent  him. 

San.  Oh,  now  I  undcrftand  you  j  but  'tis  impoflible 
for  me  to  counterfeit  a  Fool. 
Dal.  I'll  warrant  you';  truft  Nature. 
Sm.  A  Man  of  my  Senfe  can  never  hide  his  Parts. 
Dal.  No,  but  you  may  fhew  'em ;   go  back  to  your 
Lodgings,  I'll  provide  you  Cloaths,  and  fend  you  Dire- 
ctions in  Writing,  how  to  behave  your  felf  before  my 
Father  ■       ■    One  Word  more,  be  aire  you  manage  this 
in  private,  and  (hut  out  Carks,  left  he  {hould  difcover 
our  Intriegue. 

San.  Well,  I  will  ftrivefor  once  to  get  the  better  of  my 
Wit,  and  play  the  Natural  as  naturally  as  I  can :  but  you 
had  better  come  your  Iclf  and  teach  me,  for  you  have  put 
me  in  a  pure  Way  of  taking  your  Inftru£lions. 

[Exit  Sancho. 
Dal.  l^Alone.']  When  I  confider  what  has  pafs'd  be- 
tween the  Count  and  me,  there's  little  Reafon  to  believe, 
a  Man  ftiould  put  on  a  foul  Shirt  again,  when  he  has 
put  it  off  already,  and  has  change  of  Linnen  by  him  j 
however,  my  Father  Ihall  know  nothing  of  this  Difguife ; 
for  he  that  fold  my  firft  Maidenhead  to  the  Lord,  may 
fell  my  fecond  to  the  Fool;  and  that  wou'd  be  too  much 
in  Confcience,.  that  a  Woman  once  in  twice,  fliou'd  not 
have  the  Letting  her  own  Freehold;  and  therefore,  I  will 
have  the  Selling  of  my  fclf,  and  Sancha  fhall  have  the  re- 
fufal  of  the  Bargain. 

Wife  Heav'n,  in  pity  to  the  Sex,  defign'd 
Fools,  for  the  laft  Relief  of  Womankind. 
Two  Married  Wits,  no  Quiet  can  enjoy : 
Two  Fools  together  would  the  Houfe  dcftroy. 
But  Providence,  to  level  Human  Life, 
Made  the  Fool  Husband,  for  the  Witty  Wife. 

[Exit  Dalinda. 
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ACT    III.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 


W 


SCENE    ViaoriaV    Chamber, 

Inter  Alphonfo,  teith  Mufick. 
A  Song  isfmg:  tohtn  it  is  beginnings  V\£io'ih^ntm.\ 
SONG-    of   Jealoufie. 

I. 

■  HAT  State  of  Life  cm  be  fo  blefi 
As  Love,  that  wetrms  a  Lover's  IBreafif 
Too  Souls  in  one,  the  fame  depre 
To  grant  the  Blifs,  and  to  require ! 
But  if  in  Heav'H  a  Hell  we  find, 
*Tis  all  from  thee^ 
O  Jealoufie ! 
''Us  all  from  thee, 
O  Jealoufie! 

Thou  Tyrant,  Vjrantjealoufief 
Thit  Tyrant  of  the  Mind! 

All  other  Ills,  tho'  fharp  they  prove. 
Swerve  to  refine,  and  ferfeii  Love: 
In  Abfence,  or  unkind  Difdain, 
Sweet  Hope  relieves  the  Lover's  Vain\ 
But  ah,  no  Cure  but  Death  ve  findi 
To  fet  us  free 
Trom  Jealoufie : 
O  Jealoufie ! 

Thou  Tyrant,  Tyrant  Jealoufie, 
Thou  Tyrant  of  the  Mind. 

Ill, 

Talfe,  in  thy  Clafi  all  ObjeBs  are. 
Some  fet  too  mar,  andfome  too  far: 


Thoti 
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Thou  art  the  Tire  ofendUfs  Night, 

The  Fire  thut  bums,  arul  gives  no  Light. 

Ml  Torments  af  the  'DAtmid  we.jmd 

In  only  thee  \ 

O  Jealoufie! 

Thou  Tyrmt,  Tprant  Jealoufie, 

Thou  Tyrant  of  the  Mind!  . 

lExeunt  Mftfictausi 

uilph.'* 'TIS  true,  my  Tyrant  Father  has  confin'd  rncif 

1    But  Love,  who  traverfes  the  World  at  will. 
Who  knows  not  Awe,  nor  Law,  nor  Parentage, 
Has  broke  my  Tedder,  and  enlarged  my  Bounds. 

Vi£i.  Retire  betimes,  the  Court  is  full  of  Eyesj 
As  Eagles  fliarp,  fatal  as  Balilifques} 
Who  live  on  looking,  and  who  fee  no  Death. 

Alfh.  I  come  but  to  depart,  and  go  for  ever: 
Becaufe  denied  the  common  Rights  of  Nature; 
Which  the  firft  Brother,  and  firft  Sifter  had. 
Why  were  not  you  and  I  that  Happy  Pair  ? 
But  Nature  doatc  y/jth  Ag?, 

Via.  Whate'er  it  be;,  'tis  paft  redrefs,  Alfhmfo. 
Alph.  But  then,  fhall  Garcia  take  thee  in  his  Arms? 
Glutted  with  Joys,  which  I  wou'd  die  to  tafte : 
No,  let  me  ftab  the  Wretch  in  every  Veinj 
And  leave  him  dry  of  Pleafure,  ere  we  part. 

ViSi.  Aiphonfo,  no,  you  cannot  kill  Don  Garcia, 
But  you  declare  the  Caufe,  and  own  your  Love.  . 
Alph.  And  what  care  I,  what  After- Ages  fiiy 
jilphonfo  did,  to  make  Alphonfo  happy  ? 
But  oh,  you  Love  J  and  wou'd  prelerve  his  Life 
To  be  for  ever  his. 

ViSl,  My  dearcft  Brother: 
I  hate  your  Rival,  and  I  die  for  you. 
All  but  my  fpotlefs  Honour  fhall  be  yours. 

Alph.  By  Heav'n !  but  that  Word  Hfiav'n  comes  crofs 
my  Thoughts—— 

ViSl.  Beware  i  for  by  my  own,  I  guefs  your  Paffion. 
You  wou'd,  I  tear——* 

/Sfph: 
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jilph.  Enjoy  my  Heaven  one  Moment. 

Vici.  And  part  with  it  for  ever :  Think  on  that. 

jUph.  That  Moment  were  Eternity  in  little: 
A  mighty  Sum,  but  taken  on  content  j 
To  fave  the  tedious  telling  o'er  and  o'er. 

Vi£l.  Oh,  we  are  too  long  together . 

Alph.  Fear  you  that  ? 

ViB.  I  ought  to  fear  it ;  but  I  truft  my  Virtue. 
Depart,  my  Soul,  I  will  not  ask  you  whither  j 
For  fear  I  fliou'd  repent  of  my  Repentance  j 
And  follow  you  to  Death, 

Alph.  I  go,  Vichriit: 
But  Love's  cold  Fit  of  Jealoufie  returns; 
You  muft  not  be  Don  Carcin's ;  Swear,  you  will  not. 

Vi^.  I  fwear  I  will  not,  by  my  own  Confent. 

Alph.  You  may  be  forc'd;  oh,  curfed  Jealoufic, 
Thou  Baftard  Son  of  Love,  unlike  thy  Father, 
Why  doft  thou  fHIl  torment  me  ? 

Vi^.  Truft  my  Honour. 

Alph.  That  may  be  chaft  into  a  Warmth,  ViBoria. 
Talk,  Seeing,  Touching,  are  Incendiaries. 
And  thefe  may  mount  your  young  Deiires,  like  Straw 
To  meet  the  Jett  that  draws  you. 

Vici.  Truft  my  Love. 

Alph.  I  fwear  I  truft  it,  but  I  fear  your  Beauty: 
'Tis  a  fair  Fruit  that  hangs  upon  the  Bough : 
Tempts,  and  is  tempted. 

F/5.  'Tis  indeed  a  Fruit; 
Seen  and  defir'd  of  all,  while  yet  unpull'd, 
But  can  be  gather'd  by  one  only  Hand. 

Alph.  That  one,  is  Garcia ;  Aill  the  Fit  returns ; 
I  wilh  my  Jealoufie  cou'd  quench  my  Love. 

ViB.  It  cannot,  if  I  meafure  yours  by  mine : 
Or  if  extinguifht,  like  a  trail  of  Smoak. 
From  a  Wax  Taper,  foon  wou'd  light  again. 

Alph.  'Tis  fo ;  for  when  I  fay  I  wilJ  not  love, 
Then  I  love  moft;  farewell  my  only  Joy, 
I  go  to  hide  mc  from  the  World  and  you. 

ViH.  As  when  the  Sun  is  down. 
His  Light  is  dipt  into  a  thouland  Stars* 

S« 
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So  your  fwcet  Image,  tho'  you  Ihine  not  on  mc. 
Will  gild  the  horrour  of  the  Night,  and  make 
A  pleafing  Scene  of  folitary  Grief. 

^nter  Veramond  (tad  Ximena,  he  xfith  an  Ovid  m 
his  Hand. 
Vera.  How  dar'ft  thou.  Rebel,  thus  provoke  my  Patience 
Beyond  all  fufferance,  and  tranfgrefs  thy  Bounds  ? 

Al^h.  When  Kings  and  Fathers,on  their  Sons  and  Subje<Sl$ 
Exadl  intolerable  tnings  to  bear, 
Nature  and  Self-defence  difpence  with  Duty. 

Vera.  Oh  Heav'n,  what  horrid  Sin  havej  comnaittcd! 
That  I  was  punifh'd  to  beget  this  Son  ? 

Alfh.  I  cou'd  ask  Heav'n  another  Queftion  tooj 
But  that  'tis  not  io  decent :  In  few  Words, 
Hither  I  came  to  take  my  lateft  leave 
Of  dear  VtHoria,  then  depart  for  ever. 
And  buried  in  fome  folitary  Cave, 
Forgetting  and  forgotten,  end  my  Days. 
Vera.  'Tis  what  thou  haft  deferv'd :  perform  thy  Penance. 
Xim.  So  hard  a  Sentence  for  £o  fmali  a  Fault  ? 
Arc  you  a  Father,  Sir  ? 

Vera.  Is  he  a  Son  ? 
Thou  know'ft  not  his  Offence. 
But  mark  the  glowing  Blood,  the  guilty  Flufli 
Upon  Viiiorias  Face,  and  read  it  there. 
Xim.  I  know  not  what  you  mean. 
Vera.  Victoria,  fpeak 

And  clear  your  felf She  anfwers  not  a  Word. 

Nay  then  my  Fears  are  true,  on  both  fides  Guilty. 
Via.  \Ajide.'\  'Tis  found  i  and  we  are  loft. 
Vera.  But  what  needs  more  Convidion:   Know  you 
(this  ?  [Shewing  the  Ovid  to  Alphonfo. 

This  Book,  the  Tutor  of  Inceftuous  Love .? 
The  Page  is  doubled  down,  and  points  thee  to  thy  Crime. 
I  fear'd,  before,  from  every  rolling  Glance ; 
How  quick  they  fliot  upon  thy  Sifter's  Face: 
And  ftie  receiv'd  thern  ail,  like  fmoaking  Flax; 
Confefs'd  the  Fire,  and  anfwer'd  to  the  FJamc. 
Vtil.  I  love  my  Brother,  and  avow  that  Fire: 
His  Love  to  me,  has  rais'd  his  noble  Thoughts 

T© 
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To  brave  Atchievemcnts,  for  your  Crown  and  you. 
For  Love's  the  Steel,  that  ftrikes  upon  the  Flint : 
Gives  Coldnefs  Heat,  exerts  the  hidden  Fkme ; 
And'fpreads  the  Sparkles  round,  to  warm  the  World. 

Vera.  Oh  Heav'ns,  fhe  makes  a  Merit  of  her  Crime. 
VtBorhi,  I  'wrou'd  yet  think  better  of  thee,   \     '   '  \ 
And  therefore  dare  I  not  enquire  too  far ; 
Willing  to  doubt  the  Guilt  I  fear  to  find. 
Depart,  and  aniwer  not.  [Exit  Victoria. 

For  thee,  whom  I  abhor  to  call  my  Son,    [lb  Alphonfo. 
And  wifh  thou  wert  a  Stranger  to  my  Blood 

Xim.  [Ajide.'\  That  was  a  happy  hiiit;  I  muft  im- 
prove it. 

Vera.  One  Way,  and  only  one,  remains  to  clear  thee : 
If,  with  a  holy  Fire,  thou  lov'ft  thy  Sifter, 
Afpiring  but  to  Fame,  not  finking  down 
Into  th'  abyfs  of  LufV  unnatural, 
Confent  that  fhe  may  be  Don  Garc'ia\  Wife; 
Elfe  give  the  Lye  to  all  thy  fair  Pretences; 
And  ftand  expos'd  a  Monftcr  of  Mankind : 
Foul  as  theFiends,  which  fell  fromFIeaven's  high  Towers, 
Fall  thou  from  Empire  fo ;  and  from  my  Sight 
Depart,  Accurft  for  ever. 

^ph.  Gladly  I  leave  you ;  but  Ihall  go  more  lightly, 
If  eas'd  of  this  your  dreadful  Imprecation : 
O !  let  me  go  unloaded  with  your  Curfc; 
And  I  will  blefs  you  for  my  Banrfhrnent. 

Vera.  SomajthatBleffing  orthatCurfe  o'ertake  thee. 
As  thou  obey'ft  or  difobey'ft  my  Will. 

Alph.  Guiitlefs  of  Sin,  vrlth  Confcience  to  my  Friend, 
1  go,  to  fhun  that  fata!  Hour,  that  ihews  me   . 
ViEhriamznKA,  zni  Alphmjo\oi^.  {He's going. 

Xim.  Sray  yet,  jtipfmjo-y  for  one  Moment  ftay: 
For  fbmewhat,  if  I  durrt,  1  have  to  fpeak, 
"Which  wou'd  at  letft  rake  half  thy  Load  away; 
And  free  thy  Shoulders  from  the  weight  of  Sin. 

Vera.  Ximena,  dar'ft  thou  hope  to  palliate  Inceftj 
And  gild  ft)  black  a  Crime? 

Xim.  I  gild  it  not;  but  if  I  prove  it  none, 
You  may  be  kind,  Al^honfi  may  be  happy, 

And 
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And  thefe  domeftick  Jarw  for  ever  ceafc. 
Vera.  Explain  your  felf. 
Xirn.  Afford  me  then  your  Patience 
A  mighty  Secret  labours  in  my  Soul> 
And  like  a  rufhin^  Stream  breaks  down  the  Dam  j 
This  Day  muft  give  it  vent,  it  refts  in  you 
To  make  it  end  in  a  Tempeftuous  Night, 
Or  in  a  Glorious  Evening. 
Vera.  No  more  Preface. 

Xim.  You  wonder  at  Mfhonfi^  haughty  Carriage, 
His  fiery  Temper,  and  his  awlefs  Mind. 
Vera.  Too  true,  Xmena. 
Xim.  And  he  wonders  more 
At  your  harfli  Nature,  and  your  rugged  Ufage, 
On  each  fide  unbecoming  Son  and  Father  j 
And  yet  the  Caufe  of  both  is  to  be  found. 
But  e're  I  "farther  ftiall  proceed  to  Ipeak; 
Command  your  Royal  Prifoner  to  be  brought} 
For  I  muft  be  confronted  with  Ramirez,: 
And  in  his  Prefence  tell  you  wondrous  things  j 
Which  if  he  vouch  not,  let  Ximena  Dye. 

Vera.  I  fent  for  him  to  hear  his  final  Doom: 
And  think  he  waits  without. 
Admit  the  Prifoner.  [He  goes  to  the  Door  mdf^et^". 

Inter  Ramirez,  Guarded. 
Now,  Sir,  is  yet  your  haughty  Soul  reiblv'd 
To  quit  your,  empty  Title  for  your  Freedom  ? 

Xim.  Ramirez,,  anfwer  not  to  raife  his  Paflion ; 
For  now  th'  important  Secret  of  our  Lives 
Muft  come  to  publick  View;  and  on  that  Hinge 
Depends  thy  Crown,  thy  Liberty,  and  Life, 
My  Honour  and  thy  Son's. 
Alph.  [Ajide.']  What  means  my  Mother  ? 
Vera.  A  Son,  Ramirez .? 
Rofn.  Yes,  a  Son  I  had. 
Vera.  He  dyed  an  Infant  here  in  Sarragojfa. 
Ram.  A  living  Son  I  have  j  _and  fince  the  Queen 
Is  pleas'd  t'  expoie  my  Life, 
Betore  a  Judge  fo  prejudic'd  as  you; 
Undaunted  in  the  Face  of  Death  I  fpcakj 
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And  claim  Alfhonfo  mine. 

Vera.  There  needs  no  morej  I  fpare  thee  all  the  reft: 
My  Wife's  Adultery,  thy  foul  Interloping} 
My  own  Diflionour,  and  that  Baftard's  Birth. 

Xim.  Injurious  Words,  unfitting  you  to  /peak; 
And  me,  my  Lord,  and  thofe  concern'd,  to  hear. 

Mfh.  [to  Vera.']  Tho'  I  wou'd  give  whate'er  the  Sua 
beholds 
Not  to  be  yours }  yet,  when  my  Mother's  Fame 
Is  queftion'd,  none  fhall  wrong  her  Innocence : 
Nor  Ihall  Ramirez,  go 
Unpunilht,  for  that  infamous  Afperfion. 

Ram.  Alphmfo,  Peace,  your  Father  bids  you  Peace. 

Vera.  Then,  what  am  I  ? 

Ram.  His  Fofter-Father. 

Fer/*.  Impudently  faid: 
And  yet  I  hope  'tis  true;  fo  much  I  hate  hin^ 
That  I  cou'd  buy  the  publick  Scorn,  to  be 
An  Alien  to  his  Blood. 

Xim.  Have  patience.  Sir; 
And  you  fhall  nave  your  wifh,  on  cheaper  Terms, 
But  hear  me  fpeak. 

Vera.  Good  Heav'n,  then  give  me  Patience. 

Xim.  When  you  and  brave  R^»?/rez,  then  your  Friend, 
Me  and  my  Sifter  married,  four  full  Years 
We  pafs'd  in  Barren  Wedlock,  Childleis  both; 
Ramirez,  you  remember,  brought  his  Queen 
To  Sarragojfa  on  a  friendly  Vilit : 
Then  as  we  both  were  married  on  one  Day ; 
We  both  conceiv'd  together. 

Vera.  I  obferve  it : 
That  when  Ramirez,  came,  you  both  conceiv'd. 
Mark  thatj  and  if  thou  haft  the  Face,  proceed, 

Xim.  My  Lord,  I  dare; 
You  took  me  once  afide ;  and  as  your  Rage 
Infpir'd  your  Soui,  Ipoke  thus ;  Ximena,  know 
That  if  the  Fruit  thou  bear'ft,  be  not  a  Son, 
Henceforth,  no  more  my  Queen,  we  part  for  ever. 
The  Word  was  hard,  I  bore  it  as  I  cou'd ; 
I  pray'd,  and  Heav'n  in  pity  heard  my  Vows; 

Two 
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f  wo  Boys  in  one  fair  Morning  were  diitlos'd, 

By  me,  and  by  my  Sifter. 

And  both' the  Fathers  equally  were  bleft. 

Vei-a.  Say  one  was  bleft  with  two  j  and  fpeak  more  truly. 

Xim.  Forbear  this  Language,  Sirj  or  1  am  Dumbj 
It  fcems  that  you  deferv'd  not  him  you  had: 
For,  in  k\\\  Days,  Heav'n  raviflit  your  Al^hnfi; 
My  Sifter's  httle  Veramond  furviv'd, 
And  flic's  a  living  Witnefs  of  this  Truth, 
Great  was  my  Griefj  but  greater  was  my  Fear, 
Fi  om  your  (ala';)  too  much  experienc'd  Anger. 
Thus  low  redut'd,  and  urg'd  by  anxious  Thoughtj, 
Of  what  I  might  expect  fro;ii  your  Unkindneis—— 
Now  fpeak,  Ramirc'.;  and  relate,  the  reft ; 
For  my  Tongue  fauiters,  and  denies  its  OiUccj 
So  much  1  fear  my  Lord  ft.ou'd  take  Oftcnce. 

Reim    Then  like,  or  difapprove  v,  thu?  it  was. 
She  told  my  Wite  and  me  this  mournful  Stoiy, 
H'.r  I'cars  for  thy  Refcntment  of  thy  Lofs, 
If  by  Misibrtune  it  fhou'd  reach  thy  Ears: 
Begg'd  Secrefy,  and  then  implor'd  our  Aid, 
To  iiabftitute  the  Living  for  the  Dcadj 
And  make  our  Ver^mottd  pafs  for  thy  yllphonfo. 
A  hard  Requeft,  but  with  Compaflion  mov'd. 
At  length,  'twas  granted. 

Vera.  Is  this  true,  Ximem? 

X::?:.  So  Heav'n  and  you  forgive  my  Pious  Fraud, 
As  what  he  lays  is  certain. 

Alph.  Oh  joyful  News,  Oh  happy  Day;  too  good 

To  end  in  Night, My  Father,  and  my  King. 

[Runs  to  Ramirez,  bieels  to  him,  and  kijjes  his  Hmd. 
My  Saul  foreknew  you  with  a  lure  Prefage 
Of  native  Daty,  and  inftinclive  Love. 

iiam.  Arife,  my  Son. 

Vera.  Ycu  own  him  then  ? 

Ram,  I  do. 

Vera.  A  welcome  rid.i'ancc; 
Mean  time,  in  prolpeil  of  a  double  Crown, 
Yo  •  gave  the  SpaiTow  ieavc  to  brood  upoa 
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The  Cuckoo's  Egg. 

Ram.  The  Advantage  was  to  you ; 
He  prov'd  his  Blood  upon  me  when  we  fought. 
Fierce  Eagles  never  procreate  fcai  ful  Doves : 
I  fent  him  Word  he  was  my  Son,  before 
The  Battle,  but  the  Hand  of  Fate  was  in  it: 
The  Note  mifcarried,  and  we  blindly  met. 

Jiim.  Paft  Accidents  imbitter  both  your  Miads. 
Think  forwards  on  your  mutual  Intereftsj 
uilphonjb  loves  Viiim/t: 
I  faw  it  in  the  Seeds,  before  di/clos'd 
To  other  Eyesj  conniv'd  at  it,  approv'd  ft. 
Fera.  A  mc^  commodious  Mother! 
Xim.  Blame  me  not } 
Guilt  there  was  none,  but  in  their  Apprchenfion: 
And  both  their  Virtues  barr'd  ill  Coniequenccs. 
Now  take  the  bleft  Occafion  by  the  Foretop ; 
/nd,  on  their  Marriage  found  a  Jafting  Peace. 

Ram.  A  trivial  Accident  begot  this  War. 
Some  paltry  Bounds  of  ill-diftinguifht  Earth  ; 
A  Clod  that  lay  betwixt  us  unalcertain'dj 
And  royal  Pride,  on  both  Mes,  drew  our  Swords: 
Thus  Monarchs  quarrel,  and  their  Subjcfts  bleed. 
Remove  your  Land-marks,  fet  'em  where  you  plea(e : 
Stretch  out  your  Arragon  on  my  Cajiiie; 
And  be  once  more  my  Brother. 

Alph.  I  implore  it : 
-'And  proftrate,  beg  your  Parden,  and  your  Grace  j 
I  have  offended  in  my  procd  Behaviour  5 
But  make  VtHma  mine,  and  what  your  Son 
In  Duty  wanted,  by  your  S<Mi-in-Laf«r 
Shall  doubly  be  fupply'd. 
Xhn.  What,  wou'd  you  more? 
Vera,  [to  her.']  Are  you  the  Mediatrix  of  this  Peace  ? 
Xim.  It  well  becomes  the  Seftnefs  of  mv  Sex, 
■  To  mediate  for  fweet  Peace,  the  beft  of  Bleflings  j 
And  like  a  Sadine  Wife,  to  run  betwixt 
Relations  lifted  Swords. 
ITtra.  A  rare  Chafte  Supine  you! 

To 
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To  fave  th'  Adulterer  of  thy  Husband's  Bed : 
See  there  Alphonfo's  Father,   that  old  Goat,  ^ 

Who  on  two  Sifters  propagated  Lufl: : 
And  got  two  Children,  for  himfclf  and  me. 
Suppofe  thee  Chafte,  a  favourable  Guefs 
To  any  of  thy  Sex,  thefe  are  my  Foes. 
[To  Ramirez,.']  Thou  firft,  the  former  Sharer  of  my  Sheets : 
A  King  without  a  Kingdom,  thine  is  conquer'dj 
And  Garcia  vf'ith Vi^oria  Ihall  enjoy  it. 
Ram.  So  monftroufly  you  wrong  your  Wife  and  mc^— 
Vera.  No  more,  my  Will  is  Law^ 
Ram.  So  Tyrants  fay. 

Vera.  I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak;  Condud  him  hence  i 
And  (low  him  in  the  Dungeon's  depth  with  Toads. 

{The  Gmrdt  carry  off"  Ramirez.' 
[To  ./llphon.}  For  thee,  the  worthy  Son  of  fuch  a  Father — 

[mih  by  himjelf. 
Xrm.  [to  Alph.}  'Tis  defp'rate  nowj  at^d  I  with  iM- 
tim'd  Zeal, 
-Have  haften'd  your  Deftru£lion. 
Alph.  [to  her.]  You  have  fav'd  me. 
Ver*.  [Ajide.]  Say  I  fhould  put  th'  ungrateful  Wretch 
to  Death;  (rous. 

He's  thought  my  Son,  and  whilft  fo  thought,  'tis  dang?- 
T'imprifon  him;  the  People  might  rebel: 
He's  popular,  and  I  am  ill-belovii. 
Then  Banifh  him,  that's  beft,  but  yetunfafc: 
He  may  with  Foreign  Aid  reconquer  all. 
rU  venture  that,  with  G^cia  to  my  Friend; 
He  (hall  recall  his  Troops,  mine  are  at  Haud, 
And  ready  preft  fpr  Service. 

iHe'^fomft  to  Alph.  a>id  Xnnem 
Xim.  Now  the  Storm-.-— -r.— 
V^a.  [to  Alph^  Thy  DoQm's  rcfojv'd :  too  gentle  far 
thy  Crimes: 
I  fpare  thy  Life,  depart  to  Banirtiment; 
To  morrow  leave  the  Realm,  this  day  the  Towfl ; 
And  Hke  the  Scape-Go^t  dnv'n  iato  the  Dcfart, 
£ear  &11  ill  OmfiRf  with  thee. 
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Alph.  Proud  of  my  Exile,  with  crefted  Face, 
I  leave  your  Court,  your  Town,  and  your  Dominion*. 
Pleas'd  that  I  love,  at  leaft  without  a  Crime  i 
Lighter  by  wliat  I  loft,  I  tread  in  Air, 
Unhappy,  but  Triumphant  in  Defpair. 

\J.xit  Alphonfo. 

Vera.  Behold  how  haughtily  he  ftrides  away. 
Lofty  and  bold;  as  it  not  banifht  hence, 
But  feeking  for  fomc  other  Place  to  reign. 
I  think  he  cannot  hope;  but  left  he  fhou'd, 
Victoria  fbon  fliall  be  hon  Garcia's  Biide. 
[To  Xim.']  Go,  Madam,  for  I  know  you  are  in  hafte. 
To  greet  your  Daughter  with  this  goodly  News. 
Tell  her  Alphonfi  is  no  more  my  Son. 
But  tell  her  too,  he  fhall  not  be  her  Husband. 
Bid  her  prepare  her  felf  to  wed  Ncniarr: 
Whether  by  Force  or  by  Conient,  I  care  not: 
To  morrow  fhall  determine  that  Affair. 
Nor  fhall  my  Will  be  fruftratc,  or  delay'd ; 
Kings  are  not  Kings,  unlefs  they  be  obey'd. 

[Exeunt  Ambo. 

7%e   SCENE    //   in   the    Street^   before 
Lopez'j  Houfe. 

Xnttr  Sancho,  Haiited  like  Don  Alonzo  de  Cardona.  Da- 
linda  meeting  him. 

DaI.  I  watch'd  your  coming  at  the  Window,  and  told 
iny  Father :  He's  coming  out  to  welcome  you. 

San.  But  if  I  chance  to  breakout  into  a  little  Wit  fome- 
times,  you'll  excufe  my  Frailty. 

Dal.  Pugh,  you  are  lb  fufpiciousof  your  felf,  and  have 
fo  little  Reafon  for't:  Be  as  witty  as  you  can;  I  fear 
jou  not. 

Enter  Don  Lopez,  and  falutes  him. 

Jj)p.  Noble  Q>We,  yi-u  are  welcome  from  the  Wars: 
/fid  who  did  bell  in  the  Battel,  1  beieech  your  Honour  i 
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Sm.  Why,  next  my  Honour,  one  Colonel  Sancijo  did 
beft. 

Lop.  Who,  SstKcho?  he's  litrlc  better  than  a  Coxcomb. 

Son.  Nay,  he  has  too  much  Witj  if  he  had  as  much: 
Grace,  'twou'd  be  better  for  him. 

Lop.  But  hcs  your  Lordlbip's  Rival  in  my  Daughter. 

Sm.  Is  he  fo?  then  make  much  of  him,  old  Gen- 
tleman. 

Lcp.  You  wou'd  not  have  me  prefer  him  to  your  Ex- 
ctlicncy  ? 

San.  Faith,  you  can  hardly  chufe  amifs  betwixt  us  twoj 
he's  my  other  felf,  Man. 

Lfyp.  I  make  a  vMrt:  Difierence  betwixt  you. 

&-i».  That  Avail  be  a  vciy  good  Jeft  between  you  and 
me  another  time. 

D.il.  [yijrde.'}  The  Fool's  too  much  a  Fool,   he's  go'n 
to  difcover  himlelf,  if  I  prevent  it  not. — [Tj  Loj  c^ 
Make  hafte,  Father,  and  put  him  upon  the  Point,  or  hc'ii 
give  me  up  to  Sancho. 

Lop.  Let  Sancho  be  no  Fool,  fince  your  Lordfliip  plca- 
£rsj  for  he  is  not  bound  to  make  my  Daughter  any  Satis- 
faftion,  as  you  are. 

San.  And  STtisfadiion  fliefhall  have;  What,  I  hope  you 
dotft  think  I  am  an  Eunuch? 

Dal.  \_A^.de.]  Oh  Htavcn!  I  fball  be.  ruin'd  betv/eea 
i^hcm,  I  forgot  to  inftrudi  my  Father  not  to  meddle  with 
that  Point.  [Ta  Lopez.]  Say  no  more  of  it,  I  befeech 
you.  Sir. 

Lop.  [to her ^  'Tis  for  thy  good;  let  me  alone:  You 
know  you  have  injur'd  the  poor  Giil,  my  Lord. 

San.  Not  to  my  Remembrance,  Sennorj  You  and  1 
may  have  quarrel'd,  I  confefs,  and  I  think  I  may  have 
given  you  fome  hard  Words  to  day. 

Dal.  [Aj:de.']  Now  has  he  forgotten  he's  my  Lord, 
and  is  harping  upon  the  Quarrel  he  had  with  him  as 
Sancho:  This  muft  end  in  my  Deftruftion. 

Lop.  Your  Lordfhip  and  I  can  have  had  no  Quarrel  to 
day,  for  I  have  not  feen  you  this  Twelve-month. 

San.  That's  true ;  now  I  remember  my  felf,  you  have  not. 
U  3  Uf. 


4<J2  Love  triumphant :  Or^ 

Lop.  6ut  that  you  have  wrong'd  my  Daughter  is  mi- 
Hifeft. 

Dal.  [to  SmchJ]  Sir  I  muft  needs  fpcak  a  Word  with 
you  in  Private;  If  you  love  me,  confcfs  you  have  enjoy'd 
me ;  for  I  told  my  Father  fb  on  purpofc  to  make  him 
the  more  condefcending  to  the  Match. 

San.  [to  her.']  A  Word  to  the  Wife,  I  underftand  youi 
Now  you  fhall  fee  me  top  upon  the  old  Fellow. 

[7(?  Lopez.]  Well,  Sennor,  I  won't  ftand  with  you 
for  a  Night's  Lodging  with  your  Daughter;  I  acknow- 
ledge I  have  been  a  little  familiar  with  her,  or  fo :  But 
to  make  her  amends  I  will  marry  her,  and  confummatc 
with  her  moft  abundantly. 

Lop.  Then  ail  fhall  be  fet  right,  and  the  Man  (hall  have 
his  Mare  again. 

Enter  Carlos  habited  like  Sancho. 

Lop.  What,  another  Dm  Alonz^?  this  is  prodigious! 

Carl,  lyljide,  feeing  Sancho.]  Blels  me,  the  Port  is  taken 
up  already,  and  the  true  Count  is  here  before  me. 

Dal.  [Afide^  This  is  not  my  Ctnde:  But  fome  other 
Counterfeit.  [To  Sancho.]  You  arc  as  true  a  Count  as 
he:  Stand  to  your  Likenefs. 

Sm.  Wou'd  I  were  out  of  my  Likenefs. 

[Sntfitking  bttck, 

Dal.  Put  forward,  Man,  111  fccond  you. 

San.  But  what  a  devilifn  high  Back  he  has  gotten  too  ? 
he'll  carry  me  away  a  pick  a  pack,  that's  certnin. 

Curl.  [  Ajide.  ]  I  find  him  now  :  by  their  whifpering» 
snd  by  his  Aukwardnefs,  this  muft  be  Sancho ;  and  I'll 
cut-face  him. 

{To  Lopez.]  Sennor  Don  Lopez.,  I  am  fcomc  by  your 
PermifTion,  to  renew  my  Addreffes  to  your  fair  Daughter. 

Lop.  Your  Lordfhip  is  moft  welcome. 

S'/w.  WhofeLordniip? 

Lop.  Why,  oneof  yourLordfhips;  I  know  not  which ; 
for  by  your  Backs  you  are  both  my  Lords:  That's  as  you 
two  can  agree  the  Matter, 

San.  [to  Ottbs.J  Sirrah,  wh«rc  did  jfou  ileal  that  Ba<* 
#f  oiinc? 
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Carl.  Sirrah,  I  was  born  with  it ;  but  what  He  Ca- 
mel has  your  Mother  been  dealing  withal,  that'  you  are 
begotten  in  my  Rcfemblance? 

San.  What,  I  hope  you  won't  pretend  to  pafe  for  the 
true  Conde  ? 

C/wl.  T  am  Don  AIohzjo  de  CarJona, 

San.  And  fo  am  I. 

Carl.  If  you  ftay  a  little  longer,  1*11  Ibretch  your  Bones 
till  you  are  as  ftreight  as  an  Arrow. 

^^».  Do  not  provoke  me;  I  am  mifchlevoudy  bent. 

Carl.  Nay,  you  are  bent  enough  in  Confcience,  but  I 
have  a  bent  Fift  for  Boxing. 

San.  And  I  have  a  ftreight  Foot  for  Kicking. 

[They  come  up  to  each  other. 

Lop.  Here  will  be  Blood- (bed  immediately;  hold  No- 
ble-men both;  will  ye  be  content  that  I  fliould  examine 
ye  ■  and  then  ftand  to  my  award  which  is  the  true  Conde. 

San.  "Well,  to  fave  Chriflian  Blood,  I  will. 

Carl.  And  to  fave  Jewifh  Blood,  that's  your  BIocd» 
Sin  ah,  I  am  contented'  too. 

Ij>p.  [to  CarUs.']  What  Command  had  you,  my  Lord, 
in  the  laft  Battel  ? 

Carl.  I  had  none;  I  was  a  Volunteer,  and  Charg'd 
with  Honourable  Colonel  Carlos  in  the  Fight. 

ifip.  [toSancho.\  And  what  Commancihad  yourLord- 
{hip  there  ? 

San.  \  had  none  neither;  and  I  charg'd  with  that 
Rogue  Carlos. 

Lop.  [afide!]  So  far  they  are  both  right,  as  I  have  heard. 
\To  Sancho.]  And  what  became  of  you  afterwards? 

San.  Now  I  am  pos'd;  for  Carlos  told  me  he  knew  no- 
thing of  the  Count  afterwards :  Sennor,  1  do  not  well  re- 
member what  became  of  me,  for  I  was  in  a  very  great 
PafHon;  but  I  did  prodigious  Things,  that's  certain. 

Carl,  [to  Lop^  Sennor,  you  may  fee  he's  a  Counter- 
feit, becaufe  he  knows  nothing  of  himfelf;  but  1,  the 
true  Conde,  was  trodden  under  the  Horfes  Feet,  and  lay 
ibr  dead  above  half  an  Hour. 

San.  Wellj^  and  now  I  remember  my  fel^  I  W4s  laid 
U  4  foe 
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for  dead  too  for  jufl:  about  half  a  Year. 

Lop.  [to  Dal.l  This  is  the  wrong  Lord,  he  can  fay- 
nothing  but  what  the  other  Lord  has  faid  before  him. 

Dal.  Then  he's  the  likelier  to  be  the  true  CoTuie,  for 
tie's  a  Fool,  Father. 

Carl.  You  fee,  Scnnor,  he  does  not  remember  what 
fcecame  of"  him,  as  I  faid  before. 

San.  How  wou'd  you  have  a  Man  remember,  when  he 
was  laid  for  dead .' 

Carl.  But  I  recover'd,  Rogue,  and  purfu'd  the  Enemy. 
'  San.  And  I  recover'd,  andpurfii'd  'em  too,  for  above 
sn  hundred  Miles  together,  at  full  Speed. 

Lop..  That's  farther  than  you  needed  by  threefcorc 
Milesj  for  'tis  but  forty  from  the  Place  of  Battel  to  the 
City. 

Carl.  Yes,  at  full  Speed  upon  the  fame  Horfc,  and  ne- 
ver drew  Bit  neither, 

San.  [to  Dal.'}  Help  me,  dear  Dalmda !  I  am  Bogg'd, 
you  fee. 

Dal.  [tn  him.'}  That's  with  purfuing  your  Enemies  too 

far;   but  I'll  help  you  out  again (To  Lopez.)  Pray, 

Sir,  let  mc  examine  'cm  a  little. 

Lcp.  You'll  make  nothing  of  that  firft  CorJe. 

Dal  Yes,  a  Son-in-Law,  I  warrant  you. 
iTo  them.)  Which  of  you  two  promis'd  mc  Marriage? 

Both.  I  did. 

Dal.  [to  Carl.}  And  did  you  enjoy  me? 

Cvl.  Heaven  forbd,  Madam-,  what,  before  Marriage? 
■     Dal   [to  Sa!T.}  And  what  did  you  ? 

Saa.  1  did  enjoy  her,  fo  I  did  :  and  there  I  was  before 
you,  for  a  falfe  Covde  as  you  are. 

Carl.  Speak  for  your  fclf,  Madam,  and  clear  your  Re- 
"putation  from  that  fcandalous  Companion. 

Dal.  [jvith  her  Fan  before  her  Face.}  I  muft  confefs  the 
true  Coride  has  enjoy'd  me;  the  more  my  Frailty. 

Lop..  The  Matter  mends  on  that  Side. 

San.  Now  Good-  Man  Goofe-cap,  who's  the  moft  a 
Man  of  Honour,  he  who  has  enjoy'd  a  fair  Lady,  or  he 
who  has  only  lickt  his  Lips,  aad  gone  without  her? 
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Carl.  [aJiJe.]  I  fee  flie  takes  his  Part ;  this  is  all  a  Lye 
contriv'd  betwixt  'em. 

E?jter  a  Meffenger. 
l/Ief.  [to  Dal.']  Madam,  I  am  fent  to  you  on  a  /ad  Er- 
rand from  the  late  Conde  Don  Alonzo,  who  was  kill'd  in; 
the  laft  Battel. 

Lop.  You  are  miftaken.  Friend^  for  here  he  (lands  a- 
jivc,  and  weli.  [Fointifig  to  Sandio. 

And  for  fear  of  Failing,  here's  a  Countetpait  of  him, 

[Pointing  to  Carlo?.' 

Mef.  Do  not  abufe  your  fe!f,  Sennor ;  neither  of  theie 
is  the  true  Conde:  \  took  him  from  under  the  Horics 
Feet,  and  he  had  only  Life  enough  to  fay.  Remember 
rue  to  my  fair  Dalinda. 

Lop.  [to  San.}  What  does  your  Lordfl:iip  fay  to  this? 

San.  He  was  fairly  kill'd,  I  muft  conlefs :  but  I  caa 
give  you  a  better  Account  of  his  Lordfhip  afterwards. 

Lop.  You?  why,  who  are  you? 

San.  Nay,  I  am  he  too. 

Mef.  You  fee  he's  a  Counterfeit j  and  fo  is  the  otkcr. 

Lop.  'Tis  too  true. 

Dal.  Did  the  Conde  leave  me  nothing  in  his  WiH? 

Mef.  Not  a  Crofs,  Madam. 

Dal.  There's  the  fame  Payment  for  your  News;  be 
gone,  poor  Feliow.  [Exit  M^Jfeagen 

Carl  At  leaft  I  have  the  Satisfaftion,  that  he's  diico- 
ver'd  as  well  as  I  am.  [Tr^ro^vingaJf/omePart  of  hisDifguiJe. 
Now,  Sancho,  you  are  welcome  to  the  Difcovery  of  your 
fine  Intrigue.     ,,   j 

Lop.  Then*  Sanche,  I  make  good  my  Word  to  you  j 
fincc  the  Co/uie  is  dead,  you  iiznd  fairefl:  for  my  Daugh- 
ter; and  you,  Couiin  Cm-Ios,  with  your  Wit  and  your 
Poverty,  are  in  5.^^/^<  ^^o:  Come  away,  Son-in-Law, 
and  leave  the  forfaken  Lover  to  make  himiclf  a  ,Willow. 
Garland.  [Exemtt  Sancho,  Lopez,  and  Dalinda. 

Carl.  Yet  if  I  cou'd  hinder  Smcho  from  marrying  her, 
I  fliou'd  make  my  felf  fome  Satisfadtion.  I'll  think  on'c 
farther}  and  fomething  conies  into  my  Head  already. 

[Stands  rrmfingl' 
U  J  f>«er 
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Inter  Alphonfo. 
Alph.  Now  Carlos,  what  make  you  here  in  this  Dlf» 
guile  ?  I  have  been  looking  for  you  at  kaft  half  an  Hour. 
Carl.  Only  a  Mafquerade,  Sir,  an  innocent  Diverfion 
in  Times  ot  Peace. 

Al^.  No,  Carlos,  thefe  are  Times  of  War,  not  Peace: 
I  muft  abruptly  tell  you  what  is  paft  ; 
I  am  BAmhrtx.'  Son,  not  Veramond's. 
I  love  ViBoria,  and  for  her  am  banifht. 

Carl.  Juft  my  own  Condition :  I  have  had  a  Revoluti- 
on in  my  fmall  Affairs  too ;  I  am  baniflit,  and  going  to 
look  for  the  next  commodious  Tree  to  make  a  wry  Face 
upon  it. 

jilfh.  I  know  you  Brave;  and  if  you  love  me  ftill» 
Tollow  my  Fortune;  yours  fhall  be  my  Care. 
Our  Army  lies  Encamp'd  without  the  Walls  : 
Your  Regiment  is  Quarrerd  in  the  Town : 
I  think  I  can  with  Eafe  Revolt  the  Troops, 
Bccaufe  they  love  me;  and  with  their  Affiftancc 
Rdeafe  my  Father;  and  redeem  my  Miftrefs: 
While  you  and  yours  at  an  appointed  Signal, 
procure  me  Entrance. 

Carl.  Right;  and  force  the  Gatc^ 

Alph.  That's  all  I  ask:  I  think  my  felf  as  worthf 
To  wed  Viiforia,  as  this  Foreign  Prince : 
But  if  you  find  Reludlance  to  this  Adion, 
Now  Ipcak,  that  I  may  fcek  fome  other  Friend. 

Carl.  No,  Sir ;  I  (hall  never  break  with  you  for  Co  fmaQ 
a  Matter  as  a  Rebellion:  1  warrant  you  for  my  Soldiers, 
they'll  never  flinch,  when  there's  a  Town  to  Plunder. 
Jilph.  The  Signal  and  the  Time  ftiaU  be  concerted  j 
YiBoria  be  the  Word 

That  happy  Name  our  bold  Attempt  Jhall  blels ; 
Jkai  give  an  Omen  of  aflur'd  Succels, 

[Exeunt  ^rveralif. 
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ACT    IV.     SCENE    I. 

'The  S  C  E  N  E  <»   Street ;  with  a  Temple  at  a 
Dijiance, 

Enter  Garcia,  vith  4  Letter  in  his  Hmdi  Ximena  W 
Celidca. 

Gar.  \M  A  Y  I  believe  you,  'tis  ViSforia^s  Hand? 
iV A     For  'tis  a  ftrange  Requeft. 

Xitn.  So  may  it  move  your  Noble  Mind  to  Pity^ 
As  what  the  Paper  tells  you  is  moft  true. 
She  gave  it  me;  and  with  a  thoufand  Sighs, 
Begg'd  me  to  recommend  her  Life,  her  Love, 
And  all  her  Hopes  of  Happinefs  to  you. 

Gar.  To  break  my  Marriage  off,  renounce  her  Bed, 
T«  ftand  excluded  from  my  promis'd  Blifs, 
And  as  my  proper  Aft  to  do  all  this  ? 
Difdainful,  Faithlefs,  and  Ungrateful  Maid! 

Cel.  Difdainful  and  Ungrateful ;  but  not  Faithlefs, 
Becaufe  fhe  never  vow'd  nor  promis'd  Love, 
But  only  to  Alpbonfo. 

Xim.  They  lov'd  not  as  a  Brother  and  a  Sifter, 
But  as  the  Fair  and  Brave  each  other  love. 
For  Sympathy  of  Souls  infpir'd  their  Paflion. 

Gar.  That  Sympathy  which  made  him  love  Vt&oria, 
Has  caus'd  the  fame  Eneft  of  Love  in  me. 

Cel.  But  not  in  her:  She  lov'd  him  firft,  my  Lordj 
And  you  Befieg'd  a  Town  already  his. 
As  you  for  her,  others  may  Dye  for  you ; 
And  plead  that  Argument  to  hope  your  Loy^ 
If  the  fame  Rcafon  hold. 

Gar.  No  Doubt  it  wou'd. 
Were  not  my  Soul  akeady  prepoflfeft, 

Cel.  So  KYiUmA'i  Soul,  for  her  uilfbonfr.  .  ■  -  ^ 
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And  that's  her  Plea  for  Conftancy  to  him. 

Gar.  My  Reafon  is  convinc'd,  but  not  my  PafTiOB; 
For  I  muu  Love,  and  Loving  muft  Enjoy. 
Cel.  Others  muft  not  Enjoy,  and  yet  muft  Low,     . 
Xim.  You  cannot  wed  llSorla  but  by  Force;         ■  - 
And  Force  can  only  make  her  Perfon  yours. 
Think  what  a  fatal  Doom  you  pafs  on  her. 
To  make  your  felf  half  happy. 

Gar.  When  fhc's  mine 
1  will.purfue  her  with  fo  dear  a  Pafljon, 
So  chafe  her  Coldncfs  with  my  warm  Embraces, 
That  fhc  fliall  melt  at  length,  hard  as  fhe  isj 
And  run  Hke  flubbom  Mettal. 

Cel.  No,  my  Lord, 
Ticiorii*  is  not  form'd  of  Steel,  but  Marble, 
"Which  is  not  made  to  melt,  but  flies  the  Fire; 
And  neither  yiekis  nor  foftens  to  the  Flames. 
Gain  her  Efleem  at  ieaft,  her  Love  is  hopelefs. 

Gar.  Efteem,  a  fcanty,  mean  Reward  of  Pafllon, 
That  pays  not  half  the  Value  of  the  Lofs !  (furc; 

del.  Pay  Scorn  with  Scorn,  and  make  Revenge  a  Piea- 
So  Generous  Minds  fhou'd  do,  and  lb  ihou'd  I } 
What  needs  there  more, 
You  fee  who  loves  you  not  And—' 

Xim.  And  fhc  wou  d  fay,  you  may  behold  who  loves 
"But  Maiden  Bafhfulnefs  has  ty'd  her  Tongue:  [youj 

l.ook  on  her  Eyes,  they  fpeak  (fore. 

Cel.  [Jiiftly^  A  Language  which  they  never  fpokc  be* 
Xim.  Mark  how  ihe  whifpers,  like  a  Weftern  Wind- 
■Which  trembles  thro'  the  Foreft;  (lie,  whofe  Eyes 
Meet  ready  Vidiory  where-e'cr  they  glance  j 
Whom  gazing  Crowds  admire,  whom  Nations  court. 
And  (did  her  Praile  become  a  Mother's  Mouth) 
One  who  cou'd  change  the  Worfhip  of  all  Climates, 
And  make  a  New  Religion  where  fhc  comesj. 
Unite  the  differing  Faith  of  all  the  World, 
To  Ido;i2e  her  F  ace. 

Gar.  And  well  fhe  may: 
Her  E/Cs,  hef  Ligs,  her  Ckeks,  her  Shape,  her  Feature^, 

Seexxt 
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Seem  to  be  drawn  by  Love's  own  Hand ;  by  Love  . 

Himfelf  in  Love;  but  oh,  'tis  now  too  late. 

My  Eyes  have  draak  aPoifon  in,  before; 

A  former  Bafilisk  has  fecn  me  firft* 

Yet  know,  fair  Princefs,  if  there  were  a  Part. 

In  all  my  Brcaft,  that  cou'd  receive  a-  Wound, 

Your  Eyes  cou'd  only  give  it. 

Cel.  So  helplefs  Friends,  when  fife  themfelves  a-flioar. 
Behold  a  Veflel  driv'n  againft  a  Rock, 
They  Sigh,  they  Weep,  they  CounfeJ,  and  they  Pray, 
They  ftretch  their  unaflifling  Hands  in  vain. 
But  none  will  plunge  into  the  raging  Main, 
To  lave  the' finking  Paffenger  from  Death. 

Xim.  Already  fee  the  joylcfs  Bride  appears; 
Grief,  Rage,  Difdain,  Difl:ra<5tion  and  Defpair 
Are  equal  in  my  Daughters  difT'rcnt  Fates : 
In  one,  to  be  conftrain'd  to  be  your  Wifej 
In  one,  to  be  refus'd. 

£»/«•  Veraniond,  «»</ Viftoria  le/l  as  to MarriA^e ;' A  Tr^ia 
follows;  and  after  it  a  Guar  J. 
Cel.  Great  Nature  break  thy  Chain,  that  links  together 
The  Fabrick  of  this  Globe,  and  make  a  Chaos 
Like  that  within  my  Soul;  Oh  Heav'n  unkind 
That  gives  us  Paflicns,  ftrong  and  unconfin'dj 
And  leaves  us  Reafon  for  a  vain  Defence ; 
Too  pow'rful  Rebels,  and  too  weak  a  Prince. 

[Garcia,  Ximena,  Celidea,  mix  mth  the  Train,  -which 
walk  as  in  ProceJ/ion,  towards  the  Temple. 
J.nter  on  the  fudden  Alphonlb  and  Carlos  at  the  Head  of  their 
Varty,  the  Soldiers  attack  the  Guards,  ar.d  King;  and 
drive  'em  oQ  the  Stage:  Alphonfo  fights  with  Garcia, 
grapples  with  him  and  gets  him  under;  in  the  mean  time 
Ximena,  Viftoria,  and  Celidea,  retire  to  a  Corner  of  the 
Stage:  IVhen  Cssch  ts  fall'n  Celidea  rtins,  and  kneels  t» 
Alphonfo. 

Cel.  Oh  fpare  him,  fpare  the  noble  Garcia's  Life : 
Or  take  the  Forfeit  in  the  lofs  of  mine. 
How  happy  fliou'd  I  be  to  die  for  hinj, 
Who  will  not  live  for  me! 
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Al^h.  \Ta  Garcia^  Rife,  and  be  fafe; 
If  yot>  have  any  Thanks  to  pay,  referye  "em 
To  give  this  Royal  Maid. 

Gar.  [Rifing  ]  You'd  been  more  kind 
To  take  my  Life,  for  I  wou'd  throw  it  offj 
Difhonour'd  as  I  am,  'tis  worn  to  Rags, 
Not  worth  a  Prince's  wearing. 

[nx'tt  Garda»  folhwU bj CcKdei^ 
"Rjt-tnter  Veramond  dif»rm*d,  and  led  b^  Carlos. 

Vera.  Ungrateful  Tray  tor  ! 

jilfh.  Hold  thy  peace,  old  Man : 
I  do  not  love  t'infult  on  thy  Misfortunes. 
Tho'  thou  haft  brought  this  Ruin  on  thy  fcif. 

Vera.  Avenging  Heav'n     ■  ■     ■ 

Alpb.  I  prithee  curfe  me  not, 
Becaufc  I  held  thee  for  my  Father  once. 

Vera.  Then  wou'd  I  were  thy  Father,  that  my  Girfe 
Might  take  the  furer  Place,  and 

Mfh.  Guard  him  hence  j 
But  ufe  no  Violence  to  his  Royal  Perfbn : 
Call  back  the  Soldiers,  Carbs,  from  the  Spoil. 
I  have  my  Wifh  in  having  my  Vicloria, 
And  would  no  more  of  him,  nor  what  is  his. 

[Carlos  rejlores  to  Veramond  his  Sicord,  with  RefpeSi^ 
and cmduHs kirn  off';  Ximcnz  follows  him:  Alphoafo 
vails  on  them  to  the  Door,  and  returns. 

Vict.  What  have  you  done,  Alphonfo ! 

Alfh.  What  I  ought. 
Obtain'd  the  glorious  Prize  for  which  I  fought  j 
Redcem'd  you  from  a  Father's  Tyranny  j 
And  from  a  hated  Rival  fet  you  free. 
Remove,  my  Fair,  from  this  unhappy  Place; 
The  Scene  of  Sorrows,  Suff 'rings,  and  Difgrace : 
To  my  Vidlorious  Camp  with  me  remove: 
The  Scene  of  Triumph,  and  rewarded  Love. 

ViB.  Mars  has  been  prefent  with  your  Arms  to  Day, 
But  Love  and  Hymen  have  been  far  away : 
You  forc'd  me  from  a  Rival's  Pow'r,  I  knowj 
But  then  you  forc'd  me  from  -a  Father's  too. 

Al^i. 
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Alth.  "What  words  are  thefe!  I  feel  my  Vital  Hc&t 
Forfake  my  Limbs,  my  curdl'd  Blood  retreat: 
Too  much  amai'd  to  ipeak,  in  this  Surprize, 
"With  filent  Grief,  on  yours  I  fix  my  Eyes : 
To  learn  the  Reafons  of  your  Change  from  thence; 
To  read  your  cruel  Doom,  and  my  Offence. 

ViB.  Your  Arms,  and  glorious  Aftion,  I  approve: 
Efteem  your  Honour,  and  embrace  your  Love. 
»    jil^h.  My  Soul  recovers,  as  a  gentle  Show'r 
Refrelhes  and  revives  a  drooping  Flow'r. 
I'm  yours  fo  much,  ib  little  am  my  own ; 
Your  Smiles  are  Life ;  and  Death  is  in  your  Frown. 

ViH.  But  oh,  a  hard  Requeft  is  yet  behind; 
Which,  for  my  fake,  endure  with  equal  Mind : 
Your  Debt  of  Honour  you  have  clear'd  this  Dayj 
But  mine  of  Duty,  ftill  remains  to  pay ; 

Reftore  my  Liberty,  and  let  me  go 
To  make  a  full  Dilcharge  of  all  I  owe. 

Al^h.  What  Debts  but  thole  of  Love  have  you  to  clear  t 

Are  you  not  free,  are  you  not  Soveraign  here? 

And  were  you  not  a  Slave,  before  I  broke 

Your  fatal  Chains,  and  loos'd  you  from  the  Yoke  ,* 
ViB.  'Tis  true,  I  was;  but  that  Captivity, 

Tho'  hard  to  bear,  w^as  more  becoming  me. 

A  Slave  I  am ;  but  Nature  made  me  fo, 

Slave  to  my  Father,  not  my  Father's  Foe: 

Since,  then,  you  have  declar'd  me  free,  this  Hoar 

I  put  my  felf  within  a  Parent's  Power. 

.    Alfh.  Cruel  ViBoria !  would  you  go  from  hence. 

And  leave  a  defolate,  dcfpairing  Prince  ? 

Is  this  the  Fredom  you  demand  from  me; 

Are  thefe  the  Vows,  and  this  the  Conftancy.' 

Put  off  the  Mask :  For  I  too  well  perceive 

Whom  you  relolve  to  love,  and  whom  to  leave: 

Go,  teach  me  at  my  own  Expence,  to  find 

Whut  change  a  Day  can  make  in  Womankind. 
ViB.  Think  net  a  Day,  or  all  my  Life,  can  make 

ViBoria's  Heart  her  ffedi^  Loveforiake: 
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I  plighted  you  my  Faith:  And  I  renew 
My  ^^ows  once  more,  to  love  but  only  you. 

Alfh.  You  vow'd  no  time  our  Fortune fl.ou'd divide: 
And  well  'twas  kept,  like  all  your  Vows  befide, 
"When  ev'n  this  Hour  you  went  to  be  a  Bride. 
Vifl.  I  went  j  but  was  fecurely  firft  prepar'd : 
Fw  this  wias  my  Redemption,  or  my  Guard. 

[¥tills  out  « -Dagger, 
Let  this  your  caufelefs  Jealoufie  remove ; 
And  learn  no  more  to  doubt  Vi^oria's  Love. 
u^ph.  That  fatal  Proof  I  never  did  deijre. 
Fifi?,  And  yet  a  Procrf  more  fatal  you  require. 
Which  would,  with  Infamy,  my  Namepurfiiej 
To  fly  my  Father,  and  to  follow  you. 

Alph.  Your  Love  you  forfeit,  if  you  go  away. 
ViB   I  forfeit  my  Obedience  if  I  ftay. 
Alph.  You  may  transfer  your  Duty,  and  be  mine. 
Viit.  Yes,  when  my  Father  (hall  his  Claim  refign : 
For  when  the  Nuptial  Knot  our  Love  affures} 
All  that  was  his  before,  is,  after,  yours.  [fwore". 

uilph.  Then,  -when  you  vow'd  your  Love,  you  faJfly 
Vici.  I  love  you  much,  but  love  my  Honour  more. 
Alph.  You  hate  my  Rival,  yet  you  take  the  way 
To  make  you  his  inevitable  Prey. 

F/f?.  Beafts  fear  not  more  to  be  the  Hunter's  Spoil. 
Alph.  Then  fore  you  v/ould  not  run  into  the  Toil. 
How  illyour  Adtions  with  your  Words  agree ! 
Vici.  This  Friend  is  ftil".  at  Hand  to  fet  me  free. 

[Holriing  up  the  Dagger. 
Alph.  Let  me  not  live  to  fee  that  fatal  Hour: 
Rather  return  into  your  Father's  Pow'r. 
Rather  return  into  his  Arms  again. 
For  whom  your  loft  Alphonfo  you  di{3ain. 
If  one  muft  die,  to  fet  your  Honour  free. 
You  have  already  caft  the  Lot  on  me. 
Death  is  my  only  way  to  clear  my  Fame; 
Which  muft  be  branded  with  a  Coward's  Name, 
If  bafely  I  relign  ViSlmas  Charms, 
And  tamely  give  you  to  my  Rival's  Arras. 
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Vi^.  To  give  me  to  my  Father  is  no  Crime. 

^!ph.  Tis  ftill  the  fame;  your  Father  gives  you  him. 
Ungrateful  Woman! 

Vi^.  More  unf^raceful  Man ! 
More  than  I  ought  I  give,  and  all  I  can : 
But  if  my  Duty  I  prefer  to  you. 
Be  fatisfy'd  with  all  that  Love  can  do. 

Alph   Not  fatisfy'd;  but  yet  your  Will  ftiall  be 
Like  Fate's  inviolaole  Law  to  me. 
Since  my  unhappy  Stars  will  have  it  fo, 
IDcpart  from  hence,  and  leave  your  Father's  Foe. 
Go  then;  but  quickly  go;  for  v/hile  you  ftay. 
As  on  a  Rack  I  find  my  lelf  decay; 
And  every  Moment  looks  a  Part  of  me  away. 

Vici.  I  wifli  I  with  my  Duty  could  difpence: 
Heav'n  knows  how  loath  I  am  to  part  from  hence: 
So,  from  the  Seal  is  fofren'd  Wax  disjoined ; 
So,  from  the  Mother  Plrmr,  the  tender  Rind: 
But  take  the  latefl;  Pledge  that  Love  can  give  j 
Have  Courage;  and  for  your  VifforU  live. 

[She  offers  him  her  HavJ,  he  kijjes  it:  Exit  Victoria-,  he 
Looking  after  her. 
Enter  Ramirez    attended  by  Carlos.  Ramirez  tmbrnce* 
Alphonfo. 

Vjim.  Prop  of  my  Age,  and  Pattern  of  my  Youth, 
But  fuch  as  far  excels  th' Original; 
Ten  thoufand  BlclTings  on  thee,  for  this  Deed. 

Alph.  Heav'n  and  my  Fatefpeak  other  Language  tome  j 
No  Blcflings,  none,  but  millions  of  their  Curies, 
Like  burning  GlalTes,  with  contradtcd  Beams, 
Are  pointed  on  my  Head. 

Kam.  What  words  are  thefe,  on  this  aufpicious  Day! 

jfUph.  Oh  fly  me,  fly  me,  Sir. 
Left  the  Contagion  of  my  Woes, 
Pollute  my  Father's  Joys;  Victoria'?,  gone; 
And  with  her    went  Aipkonfo's  Life,  and  Soul'. 

Ram.  You  had  her  in  your  Pow'r ;  and  were  too  eafic, 

Alph.  Or  rather  fhc  too  cruel. 
Her  Duty  forc'd  her  hence,  in  fcorn  of  Love. 
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Ram.  You  muft  refume  your  Arms; 
And  force  her  Father's  Will,  to  make  her  yours* 
Why,  like  a  Woman,  (land  you  thus  complaining. 
Born  to  the  Strength,  and  Courage  of  a  Man  ? 
Rouze  up  your  Spirits  to  a  juft  Revenge: 
Like  Lightning  waftful,  and  like  Thunder  loud. 
Rivers  of  Bbod  fhall  run  about  the  Town ; 
For  which  you  were  fo  lavifh  of  your  own. 
Garcia  fhall  die;  and,  by  his  Death,  remove 
The  Caufe  of  Jealoufie,  and  injur'd  Love, 
The  Kinghimfelf,  th' ungrateful  King,  (hall  fallj 
Of  all  our  Ills,  the  curft  Original. 

^/ph.  Befeech  you,  Sir,  no  more. 

Ram.  Your  Reafon,  Son? 

^Iph.  For  you  have  giv'n  my  Soul  Co  large  a  Swing» 
That  it  bounds  back  again  with  double  force: 
Only  becauie  you  carried  it  too  far. 
You've  fet  an  Image  of  fo  vaft  Deftruftion 
Before  my  Sight,  that  Reafon  fhuns  th' Approach; 
And  dares  not  view  the  fearful  Precipice. 

RAm.  Is  Vengeance,  which  is  faid  fo  fweet  a  Morfel, 
That  Heav'n  relerves  it  for  its  proper  Tafte, 
I&  it  fb  foon  dif-reliflit? 

^Iph.  What  have  the  People  done  ?  the  Sheep  of  Princes, 
That  they  (hould  pcrifh  for  the  Shepherd's  Fault  ? 
They  bi  ing  their  yearly  Wool,  to  cloath  their  Owners, 
And  yet  when  bare  themfelves,  are  cuU'd  for  Slaughter. 
Should  I  do  this,  what  could  the  Wolf  do  more» 
Than  v/hat  the  Mafter  did  ? 

Ram.  Then  Garcia,  muft  he  fcape  ? 

uilph.  'Tis  true,  I  had  htm  at  my  Mercy  once; 
I  fiiould  have  kill'd  hin^  then,  or  once  forgiven* 
Should  fpare  him  now. 

Ram.  [Afide.]  His  noble  Soul  relents ! 

./ilph.  But  then  I  give  V%S»ri(t  to  his  Arms ; 
And  make  my  own  Deftruition  my  own  A6t— — — • 

That  fixes  my  Blood  again yet  if  (he  love  him. 

Is  killing  him  flic  loves,  the  way  to  gain  hcr^ 
No,  Ictliim  li.v«  -^  Sue  Vtrmmi  fbatl  die» 

Who, 
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who,  when  he  was  my  Father  as  he  thought. 

When  I  defeiv'd  his  Love;  then  hated  me.  (wa7. 

Kam.  [Ajiclt.^  Oh!   now  the  Tempeft  drives  another 

Alph.  No  more  Deliberation,  there  it  goes : 
I'll  kill  him  firft,  to  fatisfie  my  Vengeance: 
And  then  t*  Atone  her  Anger,  kill  my  felf. 

[Seems  going  hnjltly. 

Ram.  Hold,  hold,  Alphonfo,  Heav'n  and  Earth  and  I, 
Who  have  a  Father's  Title  to  your  Life> 
Forbid  that  Parricide. 

Alph.  Wou'd  you  refufe  a  Mad-man  leave  to  fleep  ? 
*Tis  Sleep  muft  cure  me,  and  that  Sleep  is  Death. 

Bictm.  A  Mad-man  muft  be  cool'd,  to  make  hini  Sleep. 
I  have  prepar'd  a  gentle  Opiat  for  you, 
One  Moment's  Patience,   and  I  will  iafufe  it: 
You  fee  me  difpofleft  of  all  my  State — 

Alph.  Yes,  to  my  Grief:  and  to  enhance  that  Griel'» 
*Tis  to  my  Sword,  my  Father  owes  his  Ruin. 

Ram.  And  'tis  that  only  Sword  that  can  reftorc  me,. 
It  muft,  and  ought:  you  owe  it  to  your  Duty. 

Alph.  Duty  was  what  ViSioria  urg'd  to  me: 
I  hate  that  fatal  Word,  becaufe  ftie  us'd  it; 
And  for  a  cruel  Father,  left  her  Love. 

Ram.  Cou'd  ftie  do  that,  for  Veramond,  a  Tyrant-, 
Which  you  refui'e  to  me  ? 
The  conquering  Troops  of  ;Arragon are  yours: 
You  are  their  Life,  their  Idol,  and  their  Soul. 
Conduit  me  Home,  and  with  their  Aid  reftore  mej 
And  that  once  done,  we  ftiail  not  need  to  treaty 
For  Veramond  himfelf  will  fend;  and  Hie 
For  that  Alliance,  which  his  Pride  now  fcorns. 

Alph.  Long  e're  that  time,  ViShria  will  be  GaracCiv 
Her  Father  will  not  lofe  one  Moment's  fpace. 
To  gratifie  his  Vengeance  with  my  Ruin: 
H"  I  wou'd  force  him,  this  muft  be  the  Time : 
Which  fince  I  now  refufe,  'tis  loft  for  ever. 
Hear  then ;  and  take  it  as  my  laft  Refblve ; 
Lead  you  the  Troops :  you  need  not  fisar  their  Faith : 
The  Guilt  of  their  £lcbdlioa  m^^e^'em  yours. 

With 
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With  them,  and  with  your  own,  reftore  your  felf. 

Ram.  Then  what  becomes  of  you? 

^Iph.  No  iratter  what. 
Provide  your  felf  of  fome  more  worthy  Heir, 
Tor  I  am  loft,  beyond  Redemption  loft; 
Farewcl  the  Joys  of  Empire  from  this  Moment: 
Farewel  the  Honours  of  the  dufty  Field; 
Here  lay  I  down  this  Inftiument  of  Death. 

[Ungirds  his  Srvord,  arJ  lays  it  Jovn. 
Andjnay  it  gird  fome  Happier  Soldier's  Side; 
For  nothing  it  ccu'd  gain,  can  countervail 
To  nie,  the  Lofs  of  my  lltf aria's  Love. 
Your  Bkfllng,  and  farewcl [KoeelK 

Kim.  Alas,  I  fear  fome  fatal  Rcfoluticn 
Is  harboiir'd  in  your  Soul :   If  thus  you  leave  me. 
My  Wind  forebodes,  wc  never  more  ftiall  meet. 

-rf//^.  Give  not  fb  black  an  Omen  to  thi?  Parting. 
For  we  may  meet  again,  if  Heav'n  thinks  fit  ■ 

A  beam  of  Comfort,  like  the  Moon  thro'  CloudSj 
Gilds  the  brown  Horrour,  and  direfts  my  Way» 
Blaft  not  my  Pu»-pofe,  by  refnfing  leave. 
Nor  ask  the  Means:  But  know  1  will  not  Dye 
Till  I  have  prov'd  th'  extreamcft  Remedy. 
And,  if  unarm'd,  I  go  to  tempt  my  Fate, 
Think  my  Delpair  is  from  Victorin's  Hate. 

[JExit  A!phorifb. 

Ham.  I  might  have  us'd  the  Pow'r  Heav'n  gives  to  Parents, 
And  hindcr'd  his  Departure : 
But  fomcwhat  of  Divine  controul'd  my  Tongue  j 
For  Hero's  Souls,  irregular  to  us. 
Yet  move  like  Planets  in  their  proper  Sphere; 
Performing  even  Courfe, 
In  Paths  uneven  to  Beholders  Eyes. 

[Peiufes  a  little. 
£ToC;?r/w.}  His  Words,  myfterious  asthey  were,  imported 
Some  defperatc  Defign,  which  I  muft  watch. 
And  therefore  dare  not  lead  the  Forces  far: 
But  camp'd  without  the  Town  at  fome  fmall  Diftanccj 
T'  c-vpedt  the  Ifluc,  and  prevent  his  Dcjth. 

OtrU 
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Carl.  Sir,  what  Orders  give  you?  for  you  are  now  our 
General. 

Ram.  Folio v/,  and  you  fhall  know— — - 

[Exit  Ram  ire?;'. 
Carl.  FoUov/ !  whither  ?  No  Plunder,  when  the  Town 
was  fairly  taken!  there's  a  hopeful  General  to  follow; 
the  Son  and  Father  are  Iwth  gone  away,  without  provi- 
ding for  me,  who  betray'd  the  City  to  'cm;  a  fine  In- 
couragement  for  Virtue;  Well,  thefe  Monarchs  make  no 
more  of  us  Soldiers,  when  their  turn  is  ferv'd  than  we 
make  of  our  old  batter 'd  Horfes;  to  put  us  off  for  Stal- 
lions, is  the  beft  that  can  become  of  us:  And  thofc  in- 
deed are  my  prefent  Circumftances:  Dalinda  will  none, 
and  Sancbo  is  juft  mounting;  if  I  get  not  between,  and 
thruft  him  off:  For  which  purpofe  I  have  inlinuated  to 
him  that  I  have  left  Dalinda  for  his  Sake,   and  am  upon 

another  Scent, Yonder  he  comes :  This,  and  another 

Lye  which  I  have  ready  coin'd,  will  go  near  to  Ipoil  his 
Marker.     . 

Enter  Sancho. 
San.  Well,  C/trlos,  the  Hurly  Burly's  quite  over;  I  met 
Ramirez,  marching  off  the  Army  ;  and  juft  afterwards  ap- 
pear'd  z  Feflow  in  a  Fool's  Coat  on  Horfe-back,  with 
three  Trumpets;  Herod.,!  think  they  Call'd  him;  or  fomc 
fach  Jewifli  Name. 

Carl.  A  Herauld  at  Arms  you  mean. 
San.  It  may  be  fo;   but  1  fhould  have  taken  him  for 
fome  FarJmmer,  for  he  fcattes  'd  Indulgences  by  handfuls 
to  the  People,  but  only  they  paid  nothing  for  'em. 
Carl.  But  did  he  procl.iim  nothing? 
San.   Oh,  yes;  and  now  I  remember,  he  began  his 
Speech  with,  O  Yes,  too;  he  prockim'd  a  General  Pardon 
to  all  Rebels,  of  which  Number,  you  know,  you  and' I, 
Carlos,  were  two  Ring-leaders. 

CarL  Then  farewei  Ramrez,,  e'en  trudge  on  by  your 
felf,  for  there's  an  end  of  my  Expedition;  I  will  laydovvn 
my  Arms  like  a  dutiful  Subjed;  and  lubmit  to  his  Ma- 
jefty  when  I  can  rebel  no  longer. 

i,aa.  Very  goodj  and  try  t'other  touch  for  Dalhida, 
will  you? 

Carl. 
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Carl.  You  know  I  have  quitted  her  for  your  Sake,  and 

now  am  altogether  for Let  me  fee,  what  Lady  am 

I  for? 

5«j.  Pump,  puntp,  Carlos,  for  that's  to  be  invented 

yet. 

Carl.  Only  out  of  my  Head  a  little:  'Tis  the  dead 
Count's  Sifter ;  a  great  Fortune  fince  her  Brother  died, 
but  fomewhat  homely :  She  has  already  made  fome  Ad- 
vances to  me,  or  elfe  I  lye. 

San.  And  will  you  fay  To  H/tve  and  to  Hold,  with  an 
ugly  Woman  ? 

Carl.  Tes,  and  Tor  Bnter  for  Wbrfe,  that  is,  for  Virgin 
or  for  whore,  as  you  will,  Sa»cko-y  who  are  lifting  your 
felf  into  the  Honourable  Company  of  Cuckolds. 

San.  What,  a  Hero  as  I  am,  to  be  a  Cuckold  ? 

Carl.  Do  not  difdain  your  Calling;  fulius  dfar  wai 
one  before  you ;  the  Count  has  had  her  by  her  own  Coa- 
fcflion ;  fo  ftie's  a  Nobleman's  Dowager,  for  your  Cora- 
fort. 

San.  Pugh,  (he  deny'd  it  afterwards  j  that  was  but  a 
Copy  of  her  Countenance. 

Carl.  What  if  it  prove  a  Copy  of  the  Conde^  Count*- 
nace,  do  you  think  fhe  had  not  a  Baftard  by  him  ? 

San.  That  was  only  a  Plot  betwixt  us  to  cheat  her  Fa- 
ther. 

Carl.   Did  her  Father  know  nothing  of  it  ? 

San.  Not  a  Syllable. 

Carl.  Then  when  he  believ'd  you  to  be  the  Coitfit, 
how  came  he  to  charge  you  with  enjoying  her  ? 

San.  That  is  Ibmetnixig  to  the  Purpofe;  but  now  I 
think  on't,  'tis  nothing  neither ;  'tis  but  asking  her  the 
Queftion,  and  I  know  ftiell  faasfie  me. 

Carl.  And  you  are  refolv'd  to  take  her  Word  ? 

San.  Rather  than  yours ;  for  you  may  have  a  Mind  to 
have  a  lick  at  the  Honey-pot  your  felf. 

Carl.  Farcwel;  you  know  I  have  other  Bufinefs  upon 
the  Stocks.  [Seems  going  out. 

S^t.  Stay,  Corks  i  I'm  afraid  you  J^now  fomerhing 

mere 
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more  of  this  bawdy  Bufineis  than  you  confeft. 

Carl.  Fecks,  not  I. 

San.  Fecks!  what  a  fncaking  Oath  is  that  for  a  Man 
*of  Honour?  Swear  me  bloodily  like  a  Soldier,  if  you 
wou'd  be  believ'd. 

Carl.  Without  Swearing,  I  believe  her  honcftj  there- 
fore make  fure  of  her  immediately. 

San.  That  is,  take  a  Rival's  Counfd,  and  make  fiire 
of  being  an  Antedated  Cuckold. 

Carl.  If  you  won't  believe  me,  I  can't  help  it}  but 
marry  Dalimla,  and  be  happy  j  for  I  may  prevent  you, 
if  you  make  not  Hade. 

San.  Thou  haft  cheated  me  fo  often,  that  I  can't  cre- 
dit one  Syllable  thou  fay'ft. 

Carl.  f^w»j  out.']  Then  take  your  Fortune. 

[Carlos  ptlls  out  his  Handkerchief  to  wipe  his  Facet 
and  drops  a  Letter. 
Yonder  comes  Daliinlai  1  know  her  by  her  Trip.    I'll 
watch  their  Greeting,  [Exit. 

San.  The  Rogue's  malicious,  and  wou'd  have  me  mar- 
ry her  in  fpight ;  belides  he's  off  and  on  at  16  devilifh  a 
Rate,  a  Man  knows  not  where  to  have  him :  Well,  I 
am  refolv'd  in  the  firft  Place  not  to  follow  the  Rogue's 
Counfel,  I; will  not  marr}'  her  becaufe  he  advis'd  me  to'tj 
and  yet  I  will  marry  her  becaufe  he  counfel'd  me  not  to 
marry  her :  Hey  day,  I  will  marry  her,  and  I  will  not 
marry  her:  what's  the  Meaning  of  this.  Friend  Saachoi 
That's  taking  the  Rogue's  Advice  one  Way  or  t'  other. 

[Sees  the  Letter,  and  tdkes  it  up. 
what,  has  he  dropt  a  Letter!  To  whom  is  it  djreded? 
to  Don  Corks  IflCbarra,  that's  himfelf. 

[Mutters,  as  reading  to  himfilf. 

Dalinda';  ¥(tir,  and  a  Fortune;  but  marry  her  not;  for  td 
my  Kntneledge  (Pox  confound  him   for  his  Knowledge^ 

(he  has  haa  a -(What  a Mr.  Friend?)  why, 

a  Baftard,  by  the  late  Conde:  (Ay,   I  thought  as  much.) 
But  his  Sifler  Leonora  is  in  Love  with  you, 

Damn  it.  I'll  read  m  more:  It  ngrccs  with  what  he* 
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firft  toM  me;  and  therefore  it  muft  be  all  Orthodox  j 
Here  (he  comes  too,  juft  in  the  nick  of  my  Revenge 
but  I  (hall  be  very  Laconick  with  her. 
Enter  Dalinda. 

Dal.  Now  Servant. 

Sm.  Now  Cockatrice. 

Dal.  You're  pretty  tamiiiar 

San.  So  have  you  been 

DaI.  With  your  Miftrefs, 

San.  With  the  Conde,  of  Whoring  Memory. 
.    Dal.  A  fine  Salutation  I 

Sen.  A  final  Parting. 
-   Dal.  What's  the  iMeaning  of  this!  will  you  come  in? 

San.  Will  you  go  in  ? 

Dal.  Come,  look  upon  me. 
_••;•>.  [SJie  makes  the  Doux  Yeux  to  km. 

San.  I  have  no  Eyes. 

Dal.  Then  I  muft  take  you  by  the  Hand. 

[She  offm,  mJ  he  pulls  back. 

San.  I  have  no  Hands  neither. 

Dal.  How's  this !  I  have  been  but  too  kind 

San.  Yes,  to  the  Conde. 

Dal.  Pugh,  that  was  a  Jcft,  you  know. 

Sa^..  'Tis  turn'd  to  earneit. 

Dal.  You  know  'twas  ot  my  Conception, 

San.  And  of  your  bringing  forth  too. 

Dal.  What  did  I  bring  forth? 

San.  A  Baftard. 

Dal.  Oh  Impudent! 

San.  Woman. 

Dal.  What  Proof  have  you  of  that  Scandal? 

San.  This,  with  a  Pox  to  ye. 

{Throws  her  the  Letter. 

Patience,  oh  ye  Gods!  [£''>• 

IShe  takes  up  the  Note,  and  as  Jhe  is  reading  it,  Rt-enter 

Carlos.  X-         .>! 

Carl  Much  good  may  do  you  with  your  Note,  Ma- 
dam; now  I  think  I  am  Rcveng'd  at  fuJ;  your  Cully 
has  foriakcn  you. 
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Da/;  Well,  I  did  not  ex]ie£tthis  from  you,  Cjufin  Carlos.. 

Curl.  What  did  you  rake  me  far?  King  Lo^  in  JEfofs 
Fables,  fbr  you  to  infult  fiifc,  ahd  play  at  Leap-Frog  'over 
me?  Did  not  you  forfike  me  for  a  Fool? 

Dal.  tiut  was  not  th's  a  terrible  Revenge  of  yours? 
miift  you  riceds  fliew  him  the  Letter  which  has  ru  n'd 
my  Reputation,  and  loft  my  Fortune?  Am  I  the  firtt 
frail  Creature,  that  had  the  Misfortune  of  two  C  reac 
Bellies,,  and  yet  afterwards,  was  d^^cently  Married,  and 
pafs'd  for  a  Virgin  ? 

Carl.  Nay,  don't  aggravate  the  Matter :  confult  your 
Note,  and  you'll  find  but  one  Baftard  charg'd  upon  youj 
yoo  fee  1  was  not  for  hying-Loadefs. 

Dal.  A  great  Courte  ie  to  bate  me  one,  as  if  that  was 
not  enough  to  do  my  Bulinefs,  .. 

C»rl.  Well,  fuppofe  I  fhou'd  difcover  this  Contrivance 
of  minej  and  f?t  all  right  again  ?        . 

Dal.  [ajfde.]  Contrivance;  oh  Heav'n !  I've  undone  ray 
felf,  by  confjeiling  all  too  ioon. 

Carl.  Ir  I  (hou'd  prove  yod  ^nffdcent,  you'd  prove  un- 
gTatcful?  .,.,,.'  .u    t  I  _ 

Dai.  1^6,  you'  know TalWyis'lbx^d  you. 

Carl.  You've  fliow.n  it.  mollt  ^bliridantly,  in  cHufing' 
SarUho !  •  :      '. 

Dal.  You  fpeak  more'  'truly  than  you  think :  I  have 
Ihewn  it.  For,  fitice  I  rhuft  cohfcfs  the  Truih  to  you,' 
I  am  no  Fortune:  my  Father,  tho'  ho  bfars  it  hif^h  to 
put  me  off,  has  Mortgag'd  his  Eft'a'^e:  We  keep  S!.?vants 
for  fliev/,  and  when  we  (liou'd  pay  tKeir  Wa^rs,  pick  a 
Qjiarrcl  with  their  Servifce,  and  turn  'em  o|f  Pennylels. 
Theic's  neither  Sheet  nor  Shirt  in  the  whole  Family  ,  the 
Lodging  Rooms  are  fumiflit  with  Loam':  ahd  bare  Mat- 
treflcs  arc  the  Beds.  The  Dining  Room  plays  the  Hy- 
pocrite for  all  the  Hoaie;  for  all  the  Furnitue  is  there; 
when  Strangers  dine  with  us,  vve  Eat  before  the  Ser- 
vants, and  then  they  Faft ;  but  when  we  Dine  alone, 
't;s  all  a  Mufs:  They  fcramble  for-  the  Viduais,  before 
'tis  ferv'd  up,  and  then  we  Fa(^.    - 

Vol.  Vi.  X  ari 
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Carl.  The  Spirit  of  Famine  comes  upon  me,  at  the 
'  very  Dcfcription  of  it. 

Dal.  Now  fince  neither  you  nor  I  have  Fortunes, 
what  fhou'd  we  do  together,  unlefs  we  fhou'd  turn  Can- 
tiihals,  and  Eat  up  one  another  ?  But  if  you  wou'd  make 
up  this  foul  Bufinefs,  and  help  mc  to  tnat  rich  Fool  Sm- 

cho,  I  fay  no  more,  But 

Carl.  But  thou  wou'dft  be  kind  to  me;  (peak  outj  for 
I  dare  not  truft  thee;  thou'rt  fuch  a  Woman. 

T>d.  You  {hou'd 

Carl.  What  fhou'd  I  ? 

Dd.  Why,  you  fliou'd 

Curl.  Well,  well,  I  will  believe  thee,  tho'  my  Heart 
mifgives  me  plaguily.  And  therefore,  in  the  firft  Place, 
I  beg  your  Pardon  for  the  Scandal  I  have  laid  upon  you : 
In  the  next,  I  reftore  your  Virginity,  and  take  away 
ycur  Baftard. 

Dal.  And  you'll  tell  S/mcho  'twas  a  forg'd  Letter. 
Carl.  No  Doubt  on't;  for  I  wrote  it  to  my  fclfj  and 
out  of  Revenge  invented  the  whole  Story. 

Dal.  But  fuppofe,  Dear  Coufin,  that  Sancho  fhou'd  not 
beh'eve  all  this  to  be  your  Invention;  and  Ihou'd  ftill  fuf- 
pcct  the  Letter  to  be  true? 

Carl.  I  can  eaiily  convince  him,  by  Writing  the  fame 
Hand  again,  in  which  that  Letter  was  Indited. 

Dd.  That's  an  excellent  Expedient;  but  do  it  now } 
for  a  Woman  can  never  be  clear'd  too  foon. 

Carl.  But  when  you  are  clear'd,  you'll  forget  your  Pro- 
mife  to  me 

Dal.  But  if  I  am  not  clear'd,  I  cannot  Marry  him ;  nor 
be  put  in  a  Way  to  keep  my  Promife.  Come,  I'll  hold 
my  Hand,  Write  upon  it,  I  always  carry  Pen  and  Ink  a- 
bcut  me. 

Carl.  Let  me  feal  my  Affedlion  firft :  [Kijfes  htr  Hand. 
Now,  What  fliou'd  I  write  ? 

Dal.  Only  thefe  Words  at  the  Bottom  of  the  Note,  in 
the  fame  Charader. 
This  Letter  was  wholly  forg'd  by  me,  Carlos. 

[He  Kneels  ar.d  Wriits. 
Carl.  There  'tis-  [Givu  it  her,  Jht  }titi  it  m  btr  Pocket. 

But 
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But  now  tell  me  truly ;  what  made  you  confefs  a  couple 
of  Baftards,  have  you  indeed  been  dabbling? 

Dal.  Who,  I  confefs  it !  Oh  thou  impudent  Fellow  \ 
I  only  footh'd  thee  up  in  thy  Villany,^  to  make  thee  be- 
tray thy  own  Plot.  I  contefs'd  feeraingly,  to  makethcc 
confefs  really.  Heav'n  and  thy  own  Confcience,  know 
I  did.  [Seetns  to  weep. 

Carl.  But  when  you're  Married,  you'll  remember  your 
Promife  ? 

Dal.  What  Promife? 

Carl.  That  I  ftou'd^— 

Dal.  Shou'd  what  ? 

Carl.  Muft  I  tell  you  ? 

Dal.  No,  I'll  tell  you ;  I  faid  you  fhou'di  and  fo  you 
fliall,  be  cozen'd  in  your  Expedation. 

Carl.  I  foreboded  this ;  and  yet  was  Fool  enough  to 
truft  thee ;  give  me  back  my  Letter. 

Dal.  What,  deliver  up  my  Evidence,  that's  the  Tefti- 
mony  of  my  Virtue,  and  thy  Wickednefs? 

Carl.  I'll  ftarch  your  Petticoat. 

DfJ.  Dare  but  touch  my  Petticoat,  and  I'll  cry  out  a 
Rape  againft  thee. 

Carl.  Oh  thou  Eve  of  Genefis;  thou  woud'ft  have 
Tempted  the  Serpent,  if  thou  hadft  been  there. 

Dal.  The  next  News  you  hear,  is  of  my  Wedding ;  be 
patient,  and  you  fiiall  be  invited  to  the  Dinner. 

Carl.  I  fay  no  more,  but  I'll  go  home  and  Indite  lam- 
bickti  thou  fhalt  not  want  for  an  Epithalamium;  I'll  do 
thy  Bufinefs  in  Verfc.  lExif, 

Dal.  My  Comfort  is,  I  have  done  your  Bufinefs  ia 
Profc,  already. 

The  Wittieft  Men  are  all  but  Women's  Tools, 
'Tis  our  Prerogative,  to  make  'em  Fools. 
For  one  Sweet  Look,  the  Rich,  the  Beaux,  the  Braves^ 
And  all  Mankind,  run  headlong  to  be  Slaves. 
Ours  is  the  Harveft  which  thofe  Indians  mow ; 
They  Plough  the  Deep  j  but  we  Reap  wl»t  they  Sow,' 

[Exit. 
X  *  ACT 
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A  C  T    V.     SCENE   I. 

The  SCENE,  LopeiV  Houfe. 

Sancho,  Lopez,  Dalinda,     Carlos  meeting  them. 

Ciirl./~^  Ive  you  Joy  Mr  Bridegroom  and  Mrs.  Bride, 
VJI     you  fee  I  have  accepted  your  Invitation. 

Sm.  And  thou  att  welcome,  as  a  Wit  ueis  of  my  Tri- 
umph. 

Carl.  I  cou'd  tell  Tales,  that  wou'd  fpoil  youi-  Apfpe- 
tite,  both  to  your  Dinner  and  your  Bride;  You  think  yoa 
are  married  to  a  vaft  Fortune. 

Dd.  A  better,  perhaps,  than  you- imagine. 

Lop.  For  if  S/imho  looks  into  hi«  Writings,  he'll  find 
that  my  Eftate  was  mortgag'd  to  his  Father. 

Sm.  Then  wou'd  I  hadJookt  into  my  Writings  befwe 
I  had  lookt  fo  far  into  your  Daughter. 

Dal.  My  Father's  Fortune  will  be  yours  at  laft:  and  I 
kave  but  rcdeem'd  it  for  you. 

San.  I'm  lure  I'm  married  without  Redemption! 

Carl.  You  muft  take  the  good  and  the  bad  togetlicr^ 
he  that  keeps  a  tame  Cat  muft  be  content  to  be  icratcht 
a  little. 

-   Dal.  The  Count's  Sifter,  I  hope,  has  Claws  ios  you 
too. 

Carl.  That  was  invented  only  in  hopes  of  you,  Ddin- 
ia:  tho'  now  I  thank  my  Stars  that  I  have  niifs'd  you : 
for  two  Wits  without  Fortunes,  wou'd  be  like  two  Mil- 
ftones  without  Corn  betwixt  'em  ■■,  they  wou'd. only  grind 
upon  one  another,  and  make  a  terrible  Nolle,  oht  no 
Meal  wou'd  follow. 

Bnttr 
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iKter  a  Nurfe  le.tding  a  Boy  and  a  Girl. 
,,r.)iiHrfe.  Madam,  here  «et^o  poor  Orphans,  that  hcir- 
£hg  you  are  marricii,  come  to  dine  with  you. 

Bed.  fafide.']  My  two  Baftards/  I  am  undone:  what 
fliall  I  do  with  'em  ? 

Lop.  [A'^de.]  The  Devil  take  my  damn'd  Grand-Chil- 
dren for  their  unfcafonable  Vifir. 

San.  Welcome,  welcome :  They're  come  a  mumming 
to  /Trace  my  Weddin?,  T'!l  warrant  you. 

Carl.  I  begHi  to  fufpeft  they  come  to  Sup  and  Lodge, 
as  well  as  Dine  here. 

Lop.  [to  Nur-e-l  There's  two  Piftoles  for  you  ;  take 'em 
away,  and  brin^  'cm  a^ain  to  Morrow  Morninfj. 

Nurfe.  Thank  your  Honour:  Come  awav.  Children; 
but  firft  I  muft  deliver  a  Note  to  this  Gentleman :  Don 
Carlos,  I'm  fiire  you  remember  me.       [Gives  him  a  Note, 

Carl.  Did  not  you  wait  on  Donna  Leonora,  the  Conde's 
Sifter  ? 

Nurfe.  Have  you  forgotten  r«tf^  the  faithful  Truftee  of 
your  AffeAion  >  Read  your  Letter ;  there's  better  News 
than  you  deferve.  '  [  Carlos  reads  his  Letter  to  himfelf. 

Dal.  [to  Nurfe.]  Steal  away,  dear  Nurfe,  while  he's 
reading,  and  there's  more  Money  for  you;  fear  not,  you 
(hall  be  duly  paid ;  for  I  am  married  to  one  who  can 
provide  for  them. 

Nurfe.  [to  her. 1  Well  I'll  keep  your  Credit:  butremem- 
hcr.  [Exit  Nurfe  with  the  Children. 

CmtI.  [after  Reading.']  Poor  loving  Creature,  fhe  is  e'en 
fOo  Conftantj  I  cou'd  never  have  expeftcd  this  from  her: 
Look  you  here,  you  fhall  fee  I  have  no  Reafon  to  envy 
your  Fortune,  Sancho.  [Looks  nbout  him. 

How  now,  what's  become  of  the  Nurfe  and  the  two 
Children? 

lyal.  They  wou'd  have  been  but  too  troublcfbme 
Guefts,  and  are  gone  away. 

Carl.  By  your  Favour  I  fhall  make  bold  to  call  'em 
back  again.  [Exit  Carlos; 

Bd.  [to  Lofex,^  Oh  Barbarous  Villain!  hc'lldifcover 
all.  X  3  tof. 
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Lop.  The  beft  on't  is,  you're  already  married. 
Dal  But  we  have  rwt  Confummated ;  I  cou'd  have  fo 
wheedled  Mr.  Bridegroom  to  Night,   that  e'er  to  Mor- 
row Morning  he  fhou'd  have  forgiven  me. 

Ke-er.tcr  Carlos  with  Uurfe  and  Children. 

Carl.  Come,  Nurfe,  no  more  mincing  Mattersj  your 
Lady's  Orders  in  my  Letter  mufl  be  obey'd:  I  muft  find 
a  Father  and  Mother  for  the  Children  in  this  Company. 

Sm.  Whofe  pretty  Children  are  thcfe,  Carlos,  thit  you 
are  to  provide  for  ? 

Carl.  E'en  ycur  Bride'r,  Sancho,  at  your  Service :  Chil- 
dren, do  your  Duty  to  your  Mother. 
■  Children.  [Kneelirjg .']  Mamma,  your  Blefilng. 

Sci/].  Hey  Day,  what's  here  to  do?  Are  thefe  the  IlTuc 
of  ycur  Bociy,  Madam  Bride? 

Carl.  Yes  3  and  they  are  now  yoiu-  Children  by  the 
Mother's  Side:  The  late  Corde  prefcnts  his  Service  to  you, 
with  thefe  two  Pledges  of  his  Affedion  to  your  Wife. 

San.  Is  it  even  thus,  Daiinda  ? 
'    Lop.  Chriftinn  Patience,  Son-in-l,aw. 

San.  Chriftian  Patience!  I  fay  Pagan  Fury:  This  is 
enough  to  make  me  turn  Jew  again,  like  my  Father  of 
Hebrew  Memory. 

Carl.  You  may  m.ake  your  Affault,  Colonel,  without 
Danacr ;  the  Bteach  is  already  miade  to  your  Hands, 

San.  Ay,  the  Devil  take  him  that  ftorm'd  it  firft, 

Carl.  Speak  well  of  the  Dead. 

Dal.  [Kneeling.']  And  forgive  the  Living. 

San.  Oh  Balinda\  no  mere  Dalinda,  but  Dalilah  the 
fhiliftine'.  Cou'd  you  find  none  but  me  to  praftife  on? 

Carl.  Sooner  upon  you  than  upon  any  Man ;  for  Na- 
ture  has  put  a  Superfcription  upon  a  Fool's  Face,  and  all 
Cheats  are  direded  thither. 

Lot.  There's  no  recalling  what's  paft  and  done. 

San.  You  never  faid  a  truer  Word,  Father-in-Lawj  'tis 
done,  indeed,  to  my  Sorrow. 

Carl.  If  you  cou'd  undo  it,  Saticho,  it  were  fomething  i 
but  lincc  you  cannot,  your  only  Remedy  is  to  do  it  a- 
gaiu.  ^""^^ 
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San.  That's  true:  but  the  Memory  of  that  damn'd 
ConJe  is  enough  to  turn  ones  Stomach  to  her:  Do  you 
remember  what  a  Devililh  hunch  Back  he  had  when  you 
and  I  play'd  him? 

Carl.  For  that  Rcafon  you  may  be  fure  (he'll  loath  the 
Thought  of  him. 

Sim.  Do  you  think  fo,  Carlos? 

Dal.  How  can  I  do  orherwife,  when  I  have  in  my 
Arms  fo  handfome,  fo  fweet,  and  fo  charming  a  Cava- 
lier as  you  ? 

San.  Well,  I  am  I  know  not  howifh ;  flie  has  a  delici- 
ous Tongue  of  her  ov/n,  and  I  begin  to  moliihe. 

Carl.  Do,  Smcho :  Faith,  you've  held  it  out  too  long, 
in  Confcience,  for  fo  flight  a  Quarrel  j  this  is  nothing  a- 
mong  great  l.adics,  Man;  how  many  Fathers  have  I 
kncrvvn  that  have  given  their  Blcffings  to  other  Mens. 
Children?  Conic,  BIcis  'eui,  bicfs  'cm,  honell;  Daddy. 
Kneel  down,  Ch'idren. 

CMUren.  [K.neei'mi.']  Your  Blcfling,  Papfa. 

[ChiUren  crj. 

San.  It  goes  a^ainfl:  th?  Grain  to  give  it  them. 

C-irl.  For  (hanie,  Sancho,  take  'cm  i:p :  you'!!  brealT 
their  pretty  Hearts  elfe:  'twou'd  grieve  a  Man's  Soul  ta 
fee  'em  weep  thus. 

Sm.  Ay,  tl'.cy  learnt  that  Trick  of  their  Mother  j  bat 
I  cannot  be  obdurate,  the  Fault  was  none  of  theirs,  I'm 
fire.  {^ryiag. 

Heav'n  e'en  b!ef<;  you,  and  I'i!  provide  for  you:  Nay,  and 
it  fliail  go  hard,  but  I'll  get  you  fbme  more  Play-Fcilows: 
if  your  Mother  be  as  Fruitful  as  fne  us'd  to  be. 

Lop.  Why  this  is  as  it  (hou'd  be. 

Dal.  Heav'n  reward  youi  and  I'll  ftudy  Obedience  to 
yon. 

San.  They  fay.  Children  are  great  Blelfrngs;  if  they' 
are,  I  have  two  great  Bleflings  ready  gotten  to  my  Hands. 

Carl.  For  your  Comfort,  Marriage,   they  fay,'isHoJy. 

San.  Ay,  and  fo  is  Martyrdom,  as  they  iay;  but  boti: 
«f  'em  are  good  for  juft  nothing,  but  to  make  an  End  of 
a  Man's  Life.  X  4  X,(»>. 
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Lop.  Cifftar  up,  Son-in-Law,  your  Children  ar^  very 
towsrdlyl  v6u  fee  they  can  ask  Bleflirig  already. 

Dal.  It  he  does  not  like  'cm,  he  jnay  get  the  next 

C^.rl.  I  will  not  trouble  the  Company,  with  reading 
my  Letter  from  the  dead  Count's  Sifter  j  'tis  eaoqgh  to 
Tell  you,  that  I  lov'd,  her. once, .  and  forlbok  her,  be^aufe 
fhe  was  then  no  Fortune:  But, Aie;ha5  been  l^injd^  to  me, 
than  I  deferve:  And  has  oflfer'cl^liVR-hj^'BtotJ^cr'?  Eftatc 
in  Dowry  v/ith  her.  ,  . 

Dal.  Which  I  hope'you  will  accept. 

Carl.  Ye?,  and  releafc  you  of  a  certain  Promiie  to  me, 
without  explaining.  She  only  recpm mended  to  me  her 
Brother's  Children  by  Dalinda.  And  I  think  I  havp 
taken  a  decent  Care  in  providing  tncm  a  rjch  Father.  ^. . 

San.  I  always  lov'd  a  Harlot,  and  now  J  have  one  of 
my  own,  I'll  e'en  take  up  with  her  ;  for  my  Youth  is 
going;  and  my  Days  of  Whoring,  I  mean  cmphatical 
Whoi- ng,  arealmoft  over:  But  for  once,  we'll  have  a 
Frolick;  come  Off- Iprin^,  can  either  of  you  two 
Dance  ? 

I  ChiU.  Yes,  forfcoth  Father,  and  my  Sifter  can  ling 
too  like  a  little  Angel. 

San.  Then  foot  it  fcatly ;  that  you  may  fay  hereafter, 
you  remember  when  your  Mother  was  firft  married,  and 
danc'd  at  her  Wedding. 

Carl.  Hold  a  little ;  you  may  remember  too,  Madam 
Bride,  that  1  promis'd  you  an  Epithalamium :  'Twas 
meant  a  Satir;  but  Fortune  has  turn  d  it  to  a  Jeftj  I  have 
giv'n  it  to  the  Muficians,  and  brought  'em  along  with 
me;  ftrike  up,  Gentlemen. 

'  nhe  Dance  is  fir  ft,  then  the  Song,  the  lafi  Words  of  whicfi. 
are  Sung  vhile  the  Company  is  going  out,  and  the 
iinjick  ilays  before  them. 
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S  O  IsT^  i'^  l3^;|gi%"  C  0  NG  R  EVE. 

ail  ^aiil^ 
How  happy s  the  Husbnnd,  whofe  U^fe  h.is  bem  trfd  ! 
Not  damn'd  to  the  Bed  of  an  i^ywrcwt  Bride  ? 
Secure  of  T»hat's  left,  he  ne'er  ^nijes  iP»  irji, 
Bm  fthere  there's  enough,  fttppofis  a  Feajl; 

So  f&rekiifm'mx  the  Cheat, 

He  efcapes  the  Deceit, 
And  infpite  of  the  Ct*rfe,  refolves  to  beblefl. 

If  Chdilren  are  BlcJJi-igs,  his  Comfort's  the  more, 
Whofe  Spoufe  has  been  known  to  be  fruitful  before ; 
AKd  the  Boy  that  fhe  brings  ready  made  to  his.  Handy 
May  flarul  him  inflead,  for  an  Heir  to  his  Land, 

Shou'd  his  own  prove  a  Sot, 

When  he's  lavefully  got, 
As  when  t*er  ^tisfe,  if  he  don't,  Vll  be  hang'd, 

S  ON  G  for  a  GUI  L.. 
I. 

Young  I  am,  and  yet  unshill'd  . 
How  to  make  a  Lover  yield: 
How  to  keep,  or  how  to  gain ; 
^.y^^tWhen  talove;  and  when  to  feign: 

Like  me,  take  me,  fome  ofyotti 
While  I  yet  arayoiMg  and  true; 
E'er  I  can  my  Soul  difguife; 
Heave  my  Breafis,  and  rout  mi'^yes. 

III. 
Stay  not  till  I  learn  the  way. 
How  to  Lie,  and  to  betray  : 
He  that  has  me  firft,  is  bhfl^  , 
tor  I  vtay  deceive  the  refi. 

X  /  ,  IV.  CohU 
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IV. 

Cou^d  I  find  It  blooming  Youth-, 

Tull  of  Love,  and  full  of  Truth, 

Brisk,  and  ofajanty  Meiit, 

J  Jliou'd  long  to  be  Fifteen.  [Exeunt  omneS' 

A  Royal  Chamber  Is  difcover'd,  by  drawing  the  former  Scene; 

Veramond,  Garcia,  Ximena,  Viftoria,  Celidea,  with  a 

full  Train  of  Courtiers  and  Guards;  among fi  the  Croud, 

Ramirez  difguis'd,  with  fome  of  his  Party. 

Vera.  [To  F/^.J  No  more  delays,  but  go. 

Xim.  This  is  Inhuman, 
To  prefs  her  to  a  Marriage  made  by  Force. 
At  leaft  allow  your  felf  and  her  this  Day, 
That  each  of  you  may  think,  and  one  may  change. 

Vera.  You  mean  the  Times  or  Accidents  may  change. 
And  leave  her  for  Alphonfo. 

Xim.  Your  Enemies  are  but  without  your  Gates, 
And  Ibon  they  may  return :  Forbear  for  fear. 

Vera.  The  fooner  then 
2  muft  prevent  th'  Effcdl  of  their  Return, 
What  now  remains,  but  to  complcat  my  Vows, 
And  Sacrifice  to  Vengeance  ? 

Xim.  Your  own  Daughter ! 

Vera.  Even  her,  my  felfc  and  all  tlie  World  together 

ViH.  Can  you  refufe  me  one  poor  Day  to  live? 

Vera.  Obey  me,  and  be  bleft ;  if  not,  accurft. 
A  Father's  Curfe  has  Wings,  remember  that} 
Thro'  this  World  and  the  next,  it  will  purfue  thcej 
And  fink  thee  down,  for  ever. 

Vt£i.  'Tis  enough, 
I  know  how  far  a  Daughter  owes  Obedience; 
But  Duty  has  a  bpund  like  other  Empires.: 
It  reaches  but  to  Life,  for  all  beyond  it 
is  tlie  Dominion  of  another  World, 
"U'liere  you  have  no  command. 
For  you,  Don  Garcia, 

You  know  the  Pow'r  a  Miflrefs  ought  to  havej 
Hut  fmce  you  will  be  Maflcr,  take  your  Hour, 

Tte 
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The  next  is  mine. 

Gar.  I  grant  the  Debt  of  Service  which  I  owe  you: 
But  'tis  a  Sum  too  vaft  to  pay  at  fight. 
If  now  y«u  call  i:  in,  I  muft  be  Bankrupt 
To  all  my  future  Blifs. 

Vi^.  I  find  by  you. 
The  Laws  of  Love,  are  like  the  Laws  of  Heav'n; 

All  know,  but  few  will  keep  'em To  the  Temple, 

Where  I  my  felf  am  Viftim, 

Enter  Alphonfo,  unarm  di  dlfeem  imax^d. 

Alph.  Stay,  Veramond.  [blafted. 

Vera,  [^ide.']  Alphonfo  here!  then   all  my  Hopes  are 
The  Town  is  his,  and  I  once  more  a  Slave. 

Alph.  Difmifs  thy  Fears,  and  tremble  not,  old  Man, 
I  neither  come  with  Purpofe,  nor  with  Power 
T'avenge  my  Wrongs,  but  fingle  and  unarm'd: 
This  Head  is  neceflary  to  thy  Peacej 
And  to  ViOoria's  violated  Vows : 
Who,  while  I  live,  can  never  be  Don  Garcia's. 
Take  then  this  odious  Lifej  fecurely  take  it, 
And  glut  thy  Vengeance  with  Alphonfo's  Blood. 
Behold  the  Man  who  forc'd  thee  in  thy  Strength^ 
In  thy  imperial  Town  made  thee  a  Captive. 
Now  give  thy  Fury  fcope :  Revenge  th'  Affront, 
And  fhew  more  Pity  not  to  fpare  my  Life, 
Than  I  in  fparing  thine. 

Xim.  \To  CeHdea.']  Oh  boundlefs  Courage,  or  extrearrr 
Defpair !  [reddens^ 

Cel.  [To  her.']  I  tremble  for  th'  Event ;  fee  the  King 
The  Fear  which  feiz'd  him  at  Alphonft's  Sight, 
And  left  his  Face  forfaken  of  his  Blood, 
Is  vaniflit  now ; 

And  a  new  Tide  returns  upon  his  Cheeks : 
And  Rage  and  Vengeance  fparkle  in  his  Eyes.     [Streets}- 

Vera.  [A/ide.'}  All  things  are  hufhti  no  Noife  is  in  t^w 
Nor  fliouts  of  Soldiers,  nor  the  cries  of  Matrons, 

To  fpcak  a  Town  in  plunder Then  I  take 

A  Tray  tor's  Counfel  once,  and  thou  flialt  die^    [r*  Alph, 
Condemn'd  by  thy  own  Sentence,  go  to  Death  j 

Nor 
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Kor  fliall  thy  feeming  Gencrofity, 

And  feign'd  Afturance,  fave  thee; 'tis  Defpair,  ,      , 

To  fee  thy  fruftrate  Hopes,  tliat  brought  thee  hither;        ""■ 
To  meet  my  juft  HevengG.  ' 

jilph.  Yes,  I  will  die,  becaufe  I  chufe  to  die.  *^ 

Which  had  I  not  delir'd,  I  had  not  come 
Unarm'd,  unguarded,  and  alone,  to  tempt 
Thy  known  Ingratitude,  and  barb'rous  Hate:,  -^ 

Boafl:  not  th'  Advantage,  which  thou  hold'ft  of  mCj 
But  know,  thy  felf  fior  what  thou  art;  no  moie 
Than  the  mean  Minifter  of  my  Defpair. 

Vera.  Whether  to  Heax'Cn'is  Jufrice,  or  thy.  ChoicCi 
I  owe  I  his  happy  Hour  of  fweet  Revenge, 
I'll  not  be  wanting  to  the  wiflit  occafion. 

Vici.  You  fliall  not  die  alone,  my  dear  Jtlphcnji, 
Tho'  much  I  blame  this  defp'rate  Enterprize: 
Yoti  fhould  have  (laid,  to  fee 
Th' Event  of  what  I  promis'd  to  perform: 
For  hrid  I  been  £0  bafe  to  "be  another's. 
That  Bflfencfs  m'ght  have  cKr'd  your  ill-plac'd  Lo??. 
But  this  untimely' RaH^neis  makes  you  guilty, 
Both  of  your  Fate,  and  mine. 

Alph.  U'hile  1  believ'd 
JMy  Life  was  precious  to  my  dear  VtBoriaj 

valu'd  and  prciecv'd  it  for  her  fske. 
Put  when  you  broke  from  your  Dcliv'rer's  Arjua, 
Tq  put  your  felt"  into  a  Tyrant's  Power; 
I  t.h'tw  3  worthlefs,  wretched  Being  from  mej 
Abanc'on'd  firft  by  ycu. 
Vici.  Oh  cruel  Man ! 
Vhrrc,  at  what  moment  did  that  Change  begin, 
\i\.h  which  you  tax  my  violated  Vows  ?. 
1  lett  your  l.v  lefs  Pow'v,  to  put  my  felf 
Into  a  Father's  Chains,  my  lawflil  Tyrant. 
'  If  this  be  n;y  upbi aided  Crime,  even  this, 
Cn  that  occaiicn,  would  I  do  once  more. 
But,  could  1,  with  my  Honour  fafe,  have  ftaj<J 
In  yeur  dc:.r  Arms,  bear  witnefs  Heav'n  arid  Earth, 
^or  Threats,  noi  Force,  nor  Promifcs,  nor  Fears 

Should 
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Should  take  me  from  your  i.0^e'. 

Alph.  Oh,  I  believe  you. 
Vanifh  my  fears,  and  caufeleft  Jealoufics  -, 
Live,  my  l^ithria:  For  your  felf,  not  mCj 
But  let  tW nnfonumte^^bhrjfi  die: 
My  Death  will  glut  y.6ur  cruel  Father's  R^ej 
when  1  am  gone,  and  his  Revenge  corupkat. 
Pity  perhaps  may  fei^je  a  Parent's  Mind  3 
To  free  you  fcom  a  hated  Lover's  Arnis,. 

Cel.  [To  Ximen.]  Speak  Mother,   fpeal^ :  My  Father 
gives  you  time, 
He  ftands  amaz'd,  irrefolute,  and  dumb: 
Like  the  ftill  Face  of  Heav'n  before  a  Storm  j 
Speak,  and  arreft  the  Thunder  e'er  it  rowls. 
Xim.  I  (land  {lifpedied :  But  you,  Celide^, 
The  Favourite  of  his  Heart,  his  darling  Child, 
May  fpeak,  and  ought,  your  Int*refl;  is  concern'd: 
For  \i  Alphonfo  die,  your  Hopes  arc  loft. 
I  fee  your  Father's  Soul^  like  glowing  Steel 
Is  on  the  Anvil;  ftrike,  while  yet  he's  hot: 
Turn  him,  and  ply  him,  fct  him  ftrait  betimes. 
Left  he  for  ever  warp. 

Cel.  1  fear,  and  yet  would  fpeak;  but  Vji^xW  he  hear  me^. 
Xim.  For  what  is  all  this  Silence,  but  to  hear? 
Bring  him  but  to  calm  Reafoning,  and  he's.gain'd. 

Cel.  Then  Heav'n  infpire  my  Tongue^- — 
Sir,  Royal  Sir— — f- 

He  hears  me  not}  he  lifts  not  up  l?is  Eyes: 
But  fixt  upon  the  Pavement,  looks^  the  way 
That  points  to  Death.  [She  fnUs  tam. 

Oh  hear  me,  hear  me.  Father. 
H  ive  you  forgot  that  deai-  indulgent  Name, 
Never  before  in  vain  pronounc'd  by  me? 
Vera.  Ha !  who  difturbs  my  Thoughts  ? 
Cel.  [Kneeling.^  'Tis  Celulea. 
Alas  I  would  relieve  you,  if  I  durftj 
If  ever  I  offended,  even  in  Thought, 
Or  made  not  your  Commands 
The  bounds  of  all  my  Wifties,  and  Dcfires, 
Bid  me  be  dumb,  or  clfe  permit  me  Speech, 

Verff. 
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Vera.  Oh  rife,  my  only  unoffending  Child, 
Who  reconciles  me  to  the  Name  of  Father ! 
Speak  then;  but  not  for  her,  and  lefs  for  him. 

Cel.  Perhaps  I  would  accufe  'em,  not  defend; 
For  both  are  Guilty,  dipt  in  equal  Crimes : 
And  are  obnoxious  to  your  Juftice  both. 

Vera.  True,  Cel'tdea-y  thou  confirm'ft  my  Sentence; 

*  Tis  jufl:  Alphon/o  die.  [Faults  j 

Xim.  [Jfide.']  Forgiveher,  Heav'n!  (he  aggravates  their 
And  puflies  their  Defirudtion, 

Cel.  Speak  uilphonjo : 
Can  you  deny,  when  Royal  Veramcnd, 
Then  thought  your  Father,  and  by  you  fo  deem'd. 
When  he  requir'd  your  Captive,  old  Ramirez,, 
And  order'd  his  Confinement;  did  you  well 
Then  to  controul  the  Pleafure  of  that  King, 
Under  whofe  juft  Commands  you  fought  and  conquer'd? 

uilph.  I  did  not  well :  But  heat  of  boiling  Youth, 
And  ill-weigh'd  Honour,  made  me  difobey. 

Vera.  That  Caufe  is  gain'd ;  for  he  confefles  Guilt. 
Proceed,  moft  equitable  Judge,  proceed. 

Cel.  [To  Alphonfo.]   Next  I  reproach   you,  with  a. 
worfe  Rebellion, 
The  King's  firfl:  Promife  to  Don  Garcia  made. 
You  dai'd  t'oppofe:  Forbad  his  fair  Addrefles; 
Then  made  a  Ruffian  Quarrel  with  that  Prince. 
And  laft,  were  guilty  of  inceftuous  Love. 
I  will  not  load  my  Sifter  with  Confent; 
But,  in  ftridt  Virtue,  lifthmgto  a  Crime, 

•  And  not  reje&ing,  is  it  felf  a  Crime. 

V0.  Is  this  a  Sifter's  Office?  Peace  for  fliamc,' 
We  lov'd  without  tranfgrefling  Virtue's  bounds  j 
We  fixt  the  Limits  of  our  tend'rcft  Thoughts; 
Came  to  the  Verge  of  Honour,  and  there  ftopt : 
We  warm'd  us  by  the  Fire;  but  were  not  fcorchfi 
If  this  be  Sin,  Angels  might  love  with  lefs; 
And  mingle  Rays  of  Minds,  le{s  pure  tiian  ours. 
Our  Souls  enjoy 'd;  but  to  their  holy  Feafti, 
Bodies,  on  both  ficies,wcrc  forbidden  Gueft?, 
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Cel.  Now  help  me.  Father ;  or  our  Caufe  is  lofl : 
For  much  I  fear  their  Love  was  Innocent. 

Vera.  With  my  own  Trooips  Alphonfo  feiz'd  my  Perfonj 
In  my  own  Town,  to  my  perpetual  Shame : 
Pafs  on  to  that ;  and  ftrike  the  Traytor  Dead. 

Cel.  Yes,  Proud  Alphonfo,  you  were  baniflit  hence  > 
Your  Father  was  confin'd  j  and  doom'd  to  Death  i 
The  Beauty  you  ador'd  was  made  another's. 
How  durft  you,  then,  attempt  t'  avenge  your  Wrongs,' 
And  force  your  Millrcis  from  your  Rival's  Arms? 
Rather  than  dye  contented,  as  you  ought. 

Alfh.  Even  for  thofe  very  Reafons  you  alledge. 

Xtm.  iJ/ide.']  At  laft  I  find  her  drift. 

Vera.  Thou  juftifieft,  and  not  accufeft  him.' 

Cel.  Patience,  good  Father,  and  hear  out  the  reft. 

[To  Alfh, 
Thought  you,  becaufe  you  bravely  fought,  and  conqucr'd 
For  Royal  Veramond,  nay,  fav'd  his  Life, 
And  fct  him  free,  when  you  had  conquer'd  him. 
Only  becaufe  he  was  ViBoria's  Father, 
Thought  you  for  fuch  flight  Services  as  thefe, 
Thathelhou'dfpareyounow?  O  generous  Madman, 
To  give  your  Head  to  one,  who  ne'er  forgave. 

Vera.  [^AjUle^  Oh,  fhe  flings  me. 

Cel.  And  you,  Don  Garcia,  witnefs  to  this  Truth: 
You  were  his  hated  Rival,   fairly  vanqaifht  j 
And  yet  he  fpar'd  your  Life. 

Gar.  At  your  Requeft : 
I  owe  it  to  you  both. 

Cel.  That  he  difmift  my  Sifter,  'twas  her  Fault: 
I  charge  it  not  on  him  5  but  'twas  his  Folly, 
A  Capital  Fool  he  was,  in  that  laft  Error  j 
For  which  he  juftly  ftands  condemn'd  to  death. 
Your  Sentence,  Royal  Sir  ? 

Vera.  That  he  fhou'd  live; 
Shou'd  live  Triumphant  over  VeramonJ, 
And  fhou'd  live  happy  in  ViBorias  Love— — — • 
Oh,  I  have  held  as  long  as  Nature  cou'd  j 
Cunvinc'd  ia  Reafoa,  obftinatein  Willj 
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I  faw  the  Pleader's  Aim,  found  her  Defign, 
I  long'd  to  be  p'ercome,  and  yet  refifted. 
What  have  I  done  againft  thee,  my  Alphonfo  ? 
And  what  haft  thou  not  done  for  Veranwnd  ? 

Xim.  Oh  fortunate  Event ! 

ViSi.  Oh  happy  Day! 

Alph.  Oh  unexpected  Blifs,  and  therefore  double! 

Vera,  [to  Alph.']  Can  you  forgive  me?  yes,  I  know  you  can ; 
jilphonfi  can  forgive  Vicioria's  Father. 
But  yer,  in  Pity,  pardon  not  too  foon : 
Punifh  my  Pride  a  while; 
And  make  me  linger  for  fo  great  a  Good, 
Left  Ecftafieof  Joy  prevent  this  BlciTing ; 
And  you,  inftead  of  Pardon,  give  me  Death, 

iHe  ofers  to  kneel  to  Alphonfo :  Alphonib  takes  him  uf, 
and  kneels  himfelf. 

uilph.  Oh  let  me  raile  my  Father  from  the  Ground ! 

Vera,  [rifing-l  'Tis  your  peculiar  Virtue,  my  Alphcnfi, 
Always  to  raife  me  up. 

Alph.  Here  let  me  grow,  till  J  obtain  your  Grace.: 
My  Life  has  been  one  univerfal  Crim«; 
And  you,  like  Hcav'n,  accepting  ftiort  Repentance, 
Forgive  my  length  of  Sins.  (began. 

Vera,  [raiffjg^  him.']  Let  us  forget  from  whence  Offence 
But  fince  to  fave  my  Shame,  thou  wilt  be  guilty, 
Impute  thy  Hate  for  me,  to  fure  Inftindt; 
That  fliow'd  thee  thy  true  Father  in  my  Foe; 
Now  grafted  on  my  Stock,  be  Son  to  both . 
[turning  to  G.ir..']  To  you,  Don  Garciaj  next. 

G^r.  Before  you  fpeak; 
Permit  me,  Sir,  t'afl'.mie  fome  little  Merit 
In  this  Day's  Happinefs ;  your  Promife  maJc 
Victoria  mine 

Alph.  What  then  ? 

Gar.  Nay,  hear  me  out. 
He  kept  his  Royal  Word  5  he  gave  her  me; 
I  ;oft  her,  when  I  fell  beneath  your  Sword, 
Or  if  I  have  a  Tide,  I  relign  it, 
And  make  her  youi's. 
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Alph.  T  take  her  as  your  Gift.    - 

Gar.  [to  VeraPj^  Make  me  but  Weft  in  CeliJea's  LovCj 
She  fav'd  my  Life,  and  hers  it  is  for  ever.' 
'Tis  pity  (he  who  gain'd  another's  Gaufe, 
Shou'd  lofe  her  own. 

Vera,  [prefenting  CeUdea..']  She's  yours. 

Cel.  My  "Joys  are  full . 

P'icl.  And  mine  o'er-flow. 

j^lph.  And  mine  are  all  a  Soul  can  bear,  and  live. 

Vera.  Then  feck  we  out  Ramirez,; 
To  make  him  Partner  of  this  happy  Day ; 
That  gives  him  back  his  Crown,  and  his  Alphmfo. 

Ram.    Behold  jne   here,  unfought:  with  fome    few 
Friends;       '       .!  [Taking  of  his  ViMrd> 

(Refolv'd  to  fare  my  Son,  or  peri fh  with  him) 
Thus  far  I  trac'd,  and  follow'd  him,  unknown. 
And  here  have  waited,  with  a  beating  Heart, 
To  fee  this  bleft  Event, 

Vera.  Jufl:  like  the  winding  up  of  fbme  Defign, 
Well  form'd,  upon  the  Crowded  Theatre. 
Where  all  concern'd  furprizingly  are  pleas'd ; 
And  what  they  wi{li,  fee  done.    Lead  to  the  Temple; 
L^t  Thanks  be  paid ;  apd  Heav'n  be  prais'd  no  lefs 
F^r  private  Union,  than  for  publick  Peace. 
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^TOPf^  in  Good  Manners,  nothing  fl^ou'd  be  f aid 

^  ^  uigainjl  this  Play,  becaufe  the  Poet's  dead. 

The  Prologue  told  us  of  a  Moral  here: 

Wou'd  I  con' d  find  it,  bm  the  Deziil  knows  whtrt. 

If  in  my  Part  it  lyes,  I  fear  he  means 

Ta  vara  us  of  the  Sparks  behind  our  Scenes: 

For  ifyoftll  take  it  on  DalindaV  Word, 

Tis  a  hard  Chapter  to  re^ufe  a  Lord. 

The  Poet  might  pretend  this  Moral  too ; 

T^^at  rohen  a  U^it  and  Fool  together  woo, 

Ti^e  Damfel  (not  to  break  an  Aicimt  Rule,) 

Shou'd  leave  the  Wit,  and  take  the  Wealthy  Feed. 

Thif  he  might  mem:  but  there's  a  Truth  behind, 

u^ndfnce  it  touches  nor.e  of  all  o:ir  Kind, 

But  Masks  and  Miffes;  faith,  I'll  fpe.ik  my  Mind. 

What  if  he  taught  our  Sex  more  cautious  Carriage, 

And  not  to  be  too  coming  before  Marriage : 

For  fear  off»y  Misfortune  in  the  Play, 

A  Kid  brought  home  upon  the  Wedding  Bay,: 

J  fear  there  are  few  Sancho's  in  the  Pit, 

So  good  as  to  forgive,  and  to  forget ; 

That  will,  like  him,  reflore  ut  into  Favour, 

And  take  us  after  on  our  good  Behaviour. 

Few,  when  they  find  the  Mony  Bag  is  rent. 

Will  take  it  for  good  Payment  on  Content. 
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EPILOGUE. 

But  in  tht  telling,  there  the  Difference  is, 
Ssmetimes  they  find  it  more  than  they  cotid  wifh. 
Therefore  be  warn'd,  you  Miffes  and  you  Masks, 
Look  to  your  hits,  nor  give  the  firfi  that  asks. 
Tears,  Sighs,  and  Oaths,  no  Truth  ofVaffm^rovtt 
True  Settlement  alone,  declares  true  Love. 
For  him  that  weds  a  Pufs,  who  kept  her  firfi, 
I  fiiy  but  little,  but  I  doubt  the  worfl : 
The  Wife  that  was  a  Cat^  maf  mind  her  Houfi, 
And  prove  an  honefi,  and  a  careful  Spoufe } 
Sw  faith  I  nfou'd  not  trufi  her  tsHh  a  Moufit 
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Enter   Janus. 

JANUS. 

'Hronos,  Chrmos,  mend  thy  Pace, 
An  hundred  times  the  fowling  Sufl 
Around  the  radiant  Belt  has  run 
In  his  revolving  Race. 
Behold,  behold,  the  Goal  in  fight. 
Spread  thy  Fans,  and  wing  thy  Flight, 
"Enter  Chronos,  with  a  Scythe  in  his  Hand,  and  a  great  Glob* 

on  his  Back,  which  he  fets  down  at  his  Emrofice. 
Chron.   Weary,  weary  of  my  Weight, 

Let  me,  let  me  drop  my  Freight, 
And  leave  the  World  behind. 
I  could  not  beai'. 
Another  Year, 
The  Load  of  Human-kind. 

Eater  Momus  laughing'. 
Ha!  ha!  ha!  Ha!  ha!  ha!  well  haft  thou  done,] 
To  lay  down  thy  Pack, 
And  lighten  thy  Back. 
The  World  was  a  Fool,  e'er  iince  it  begun, 

And 


Mom. 


[foo] 

And  fmce  neither  Jmu:,  nor  Chrtnut,  nor  I, 
Qin  hinder  the  Crimes, 
Or  mend  the  bad  Times, 
'Tis  better  to  laugh  than  to  crv. 
Ch.ofal!  3.  'Tu  better  to  kngh  than  to  cry. 
funus.  Since  Momm  comes  to  laugh  below. 
Old  Time  begin  the  Showj 
That  he  may  fee,  in  every  Scene, 
what  Changes  in  this  Age  have  been, 
Chron.  Then  Goddels  of  the  Sih'cr  Bow  begin. 
Horns,  or  Nlintihi-Mu^uk  within. 
Enter  Diana. 
DiarM.  With  Horns  and  with  Hounds  I  waken  the  Day, 
,  .    An4  hy^  ^^  "'y  Woodland  Walks  away  j. 
ItUcI  up  my  Robe,  and  am  buskin'dfoon. 
And  tye  to  my  Forehead  a  wexing  Moon. 
I  courle  the  fleet  Stagg,  unkennel  the  Fox, 
Aftd  chnfc  the  wild  Goats  o'er  Sumriiets  of  Rocks, 
With  (houting  and  hooting  we  pierce  thro'  the  Sky  j 
And  Eccho  turns  HuiiterV  attd  doubles  the  Cry. 
Cho.  \With  (liouting  md  hooting,  we  fierce  through  the  Sky, 
of  all.f  •^^'^  ^^^'^  turns.  UMter,  md  double i  the  Cry. 
JanHs.  Then  our  Age  was  in  its  Prime, 
Chron.  Free  from  Rage. 

Diana,.  —■ And  free  from  Crime. 

Mom.    A  very  merry,  dancing,  drinking. 

Laughing,  quaffing,  and  unrhinking  Time. 
Chot?  jf^^»  "'"'  -4*;^  *'*^  '"  '^^  rrime^ 
ttf ill.  \  ^^^^  /^^-^  K/«je>  i*rd  free  frotn  Crime, 
^  lery  nierry,  dancing,  drinking, 
LnHghing,  c^iiffffn^,  a»d  ttnthi/iking  Time. 
Dance  of  Diana'j  Attendants. 
Eraer  Mars. 
Mars.    Infpire  the  Vocal  Brafs,  infpirc ; 
The  World  is  pafl:  its  infant  Age : 
Arms  and  Honour, 
Arms  and  Honour, 
Sct'thc  Martial  Mind  on  Fire, 
And  kindle  manly  Rage. 


C  f  or } 

Wiwi  has  lookt  the  Sky  to  Red; 
And  Peace,  the  lazy  Good,  is  fled. 
Plenty ,  Peace,  and  Plcafure  fly ; 

The  fprightly  Green 
In  Woodland-'Walks,  no  more  is  feen; 
The  fprightly  Green  has  drunk  the  Tyriafi  Dye." 
Cho.  of  all.  P/ew/y,  Peace,  Sec. 
Mars.    Sound  the  Trumpet,  beat  the  Drum, 
Through  all  the  World  around ; 
Sound  a  Reveille,  found,  found. 
The  Warrior  God  is  come. 
Ch.ofaW.Sound  the  Trumpet,  8cc. 
Mom.   Thy  Sword  within  the  Scabbard  keep. 
And  let  Mankind  agree; 
Better  the  World  were  faft  afleep. 

Than  kept  awake  by  thee. 
The  Fools  are  only  thinner. 

With  all  oyr  Coft  and  Care; 
But  neither  Side  a  Winner, 
For  Things  are  as  they  v/ere. 
Ch.ofall.I^e  Fools  are  only,  8cc. 

Enter  Tenus. 
Venus.    Calms  appear,  when  Storms  are  paftj 
Love  will  have  his  Hour  at  lall : 
Narure-is  my  kindly  Care; 
Mars  deftroys,  and  I  repair; 
Take  me,  take  me,  while  you  may, 
Venus  comes  not  ev'ry  Day. 
Ch.o^zW.  Take  her,  take  her.  Sac. 
Chron.  The  World  was  then  fo  light, 
1  fcarcely  felt  the  Weight ; 
Joy  nil'd  the  Day,  and  Love  the  Nigkti  ' 
'But  fince  the  Queen  of  Pleafure  left  the  Ground, 
I  faint,  I  lag. 
And  fc-ebly  drag 
The  pond'rous  Orb  around. 
Mom.    All,  all,  of  a  Piece  throughout; 

Thy  Chafe  had  aBcall:  in  view;  {Fokt'mgtoT^'.mSi. 

Thy  Wars  brought  nothing  about ;  [To  Mars. 

Thy  Lovers  were  all  untixie.  [To  Venus 

Vot.  VL  Y  J.^a>.i. 


[  ro6  ] 

Jaiuis.  'Tis  wdl  an  old  Age  is  out, 
Chron.   And  time  to  begin  a  new. 
Cho.  ?  All,  all,  of  a  Fiece  throughout  i 
of  all.3  'fhy  Chafe  had  n  Beaft  in  View  -, 

Thy  Wars  brought  nothing  about  i 

Thy  Lovers  were  all  untrue. 

''lis  well  an  old  Age  is  out. 

And  time  to  begin  a  rmo. 
Dance  of  Huntfmen,  Nymphs,  Warriors  and  Lovers!^ 


SONG  of  a  Scholar  and  his  Mifirefs^  who  be- 
ing crofs'd  by  their  Friends,  fell  Mad  for  one 
another;  and  now  firft  meet  in  Bedlam. 

"Mjijick  xcithin.    Hie  Lovers  enter  at  oppojite  Doors,  each  held 
ky  a  Keener. 

thillis.  T  OOK,  look,  I  fee 1  fee  my  Love  appear : 

JL>    *Tis  he 'Tis  he  alone ; 

For,  like  him,  there  is  none: 
'Tis  the  dear,  dear  Man,  'tis  thee.  Dear. 
Amyn.  Hark!  the  Winds  War; 
The  foamy  Waves  roar  j 
I  fee  a  Ship  afar, 

Tofling  and  toffing,  and  making  to  the  Shoar  : 
But  what's  that  I  view. 
So  radiant  of  Hue, 
St.  Hermo,  St.  Hermo,  that  fits  upon  the  Sails? 

Ah !  No,  no,  no. 
St.  Hermo  never,  never  (honefo  bright} 
'Tis  Vhillis,  only  Vhillis,  can  (hoot  fo  fair  a  Light  .* 
'Tis  Fhillis,  'tis  Vhillis,  that  faves  the  Ship  alone, 
For  all  the  Winds  are  hulh'd,  and  the  Storm  is  o- 

[ver-blown. 
Vhillis,  Let  me  go,  let  me  lun,  let  me  fly  to  his  Arms. 

A/nyn. 


[  f  07  ] 

Jbnyn.  If  all  the  Fates  combine. 

And  all  the  Furies  join,  [Cliarni.' 

I'll  force  my  way  to  I'hiUis,  aiid  break  through  the 
[^Here  they  break  from  their  Keepers ;  run  to  each 
other.  Olid  embrace, 
fhtllls.  Shall  I  marry  the  Man  I  love? 

And  {hall  I  conclude  my  Pains  ? 
Now  bleft  be  the  Powers  above, 
J  feel  the  Blood  bound  in  my  Veins;  " 
With  a  lively  Leap  it  began  to  move. 
And  the  Vapours  leave  my  Brains. 
Ariiyn.  Body  join'd  to  Body,  and  Heart  joln'd  to  Heart, 
To  make  fure  of  the  Cure; 
Go  call  the  Man  in  Black,  to  mumble  o'er  his  Parr. 
Thillis.  But  fuppofe  he  (lioud  flay— — — 
Amyn.  At  v/orft,  if  he  delay, 

'Tis  a  Work  muft  be  done; 
We'll  borrow  but  a  Day, 
And  the  better  the  fooner  begun. 
Cho.ofboth.  ^f  v:o*fi,  if  he  delay.  Sec. 

[They  run  out  together  hand  in  haiid. 
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Ho  W  -uretched  is  the  Tate  ofthofe  who  write  ! 
Brought  muzled  to  the  Stage,  for  fear  they  6iu. 
fihere,  like  Tom  Dove,  they  fland  the  Common  Foe, 
Luggd  by  the  Critick,  baited  by  the  Beau. 
let  worfe,  their  Brother  Poets  damn  the  Play, 
And  roar  the  loudeji,  tho'  they  never  Fay. 
The  Fop  are  proud  of  Scandul,  for  they  cry,- 

At  ezery  levrd,  low  CharaBer, That's  I. 

He  who  writes  Letters  to  himfelf,  wou'dfwear 
Tfje  JVorld  forgot  him,  if  he  was  not  there. 
What  flwu'd  a  Poet  do?  'Tis  hard  for  One  "7 

To  pleafiire  all  the  Fools  that  won  d  be  fljown :  > 

And  yet  not  Tvo  In  Ten  will  pajs  the  Town.  ^ 

M<^i  CoxcsTZ/bs-  are  r.ot  of  tin  laughing  kind; 
More  goes  to  osahe  a  Fop,  than  Fops  can  find, 
^ack  Msurus,  tho'  he  never  took  Degrees 
In  eii'hir  of  our  Univerfties ; 
2'ct  to  be  fJyown,  by  fome  kind  Wit  he  looks, 
Becaufe  he  plaid  the  Fool,  and  writ  three  Boeks. 
Bat  if  he  wou'd  be  worth  a  Poet's  Pen, 
Be  muji  be  more  a  Fool,  and  vrrite  agen : 
Tor  all  the  former  Fufian  Stuff  he  vro:e. 
Was  dead-bom  Do^grel,  or  is  cfuite  forgot ; 
His  Man  of  Hz,  flript  of  his  Hebrew  Robe, 
Is  jufl  the  Prozerb,  and  As  poor  as  Job. 
One  wou'd  have  thought  he  cotid  no  longer  Jog\ 
But  Arthur  was  a  Level,  JobV  a  Bog. 
There,  tho'  he  crept,  yet  fill  he  kept  in  fight; 
But  here,  he  founders  in,  and  finks  downright, 
Had  he  prepar'd  us,  and  been  dull  by  Rule, 
Tobit  hadfirfl  been  tum'd  to  Ridicule: 
But  our  bold  Briton,  without  Fear  or  Awe, 
Oerleap  m  once  the  whole  Apocrypha  j 

Imades 
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Invades  the  Pfalms  tcith  Rhymes,  md  leaves  no  Room 
For  any  Vandal  Hopkins  yet  to  come. 

But  what  if,  after  all,  this  Godly  Geer 
Is  not  fo  Jenfelefs  as  it  wou'd  appear  ? 
Our  Mountebank  has  laid  a  deeper  Train  j 
Bis  Cant,  like  Merry  Andrew '^  Noble  Vein, 
Cat-Call's  the  Seifs,  to  draw  'em  in  again, 
yit  lei  fare  Hours,  in  Bpick  Song  he  deals, 
Writes  to  the  rumbling  of  his  Coach's  Wheels, 
Trefcribes  in  hafte,  and  feldom  kills  by  Rule, 
But  rides  triumphant  between  $tool  and  StooL 

Well,  let  him  go ;  'tis  yet  too  early  Day, 
To  get  himfelf  a  Tlace  in  Farce  ur  Flay ; 
We  know  not  by  what  Name  we  fJmtld  arraign  him. 
For  no  one  Category  can  contain  him ; 
A  Pedant,  Canting  Freacber,  and  a  ^uack. 
Are  Load  enough  to  break  one  Ajfes  Back : 
At  laft,  grown  wanton,  he  pre  furred  to  write, 
Traducd  two  Kings,  their  Kindnefs  to  requite ; 
Oue  made  the  BoBor,  and  one  dubb'd  the  KnighL 
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Plrhaps  the  Tarfonftretch'd  a  Vo'mt  too  far , 
When  with  our  Theatres  he  tcag'tl  a  H^ar- 
He  tells  you,  T/Mt  this  zery  Moral  Age 
Receiv'd  the  firft  Infeciion  from  the  Stage, 
But  fure,  a  baaiJJjt  Court,  Toiih  Lewdnefs  fraught,  ' 
The  Seeds  of  open  Vice  returning  brought. 
Thjis  lod^'d,  (as  Vice  by  great  Ex  •it-b  : 'rives) 
It  firft  debauch' d  the  Daughters  and  the  Wli^ts, 
London,  a  fruitful  Soil,  yet  never  bort 
So  plentiful  a  Crop  of  Horns  before. 
The  Poets,  vho  mufl  live  by  Courts  or  fiarvt, 
Were  proud,  fo  good  a  Government  to  firve  ; 
And  mixing  with  Buffoons  and  Pimps  profane,   ■ 
Tairded  the  Stage,  for  form  fmall  Snip  of  Gain,  - 
Tor  they,  like  Harlots  tmder  Bawds  profeft. 
Took  all  th'  ungodly  fains,  and  got  the  leafi. 
Thus  did  the  thriving  Malady  prevail. 
The  Court,  its  Head,  the  Poets  but  the  Tail. 
The  Sin  was  of  our  Native  Growth,  'tis  tme  > 
The  Scandal  of  the  Sin  was  wholly  new. 
Mifles  there  were,  but  modeftly  conceafd; 
White-hall  the  naked  Venue  firft  reveal d. 
Who  ftanding,  as  at  Cyprus,  in  her  Shrine, 
The  Strumpet  was  ador'd  with  Rites  Divine. 
"Ere  this,  if  Saints  had  awf  fecrtt  Motion, 
Twas  Chamber'VraSiice  all,  and  clofe  Devotion. 
1  pafs  the  Peccadillo's  of  their  time-y 
Nothing  but  open  Lewdnefs  was  a  Crime. 
A  Monarch'^  Bhod  was  venial  to  the  Nationi 
Gom^dnr'd  with  one  foul  A3  of^ormmon. 
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i^owy  they  rmidfilence  us,  and  flmt  the  Door 

That  let  in  all  the  bureJAc'd  Vice  before. 

As  for  reforming  us,  -which  for>:e  petendt 

That  IVork  in  Er  gland  is  rcithoHt  an  Endi, 

Well  we  ma'  chp.n^e,  but  toe /JmU  never  mend. 

Yet,  if  you  can  but  bear  the  frefint  Stage, 

We  hope  much  better  of  the  co,.zi/jg  Aft, 

WhM  ivou'dyoH  fay,  tf-me  fhou'd  firjt  begin 

To  Stop  the  Trade  of  Love,  behi  ul  the  Scene: 

Ji^ere  Adtrefles  make  bold  with  man-ied  Men? 

For  while  abroad  fo  podigal  the  Dolt  is, 

Toor  Spoufe  at  home  as  ragged  as  tt  Colt  is. 

In  fnort,  still  grow  as  Moral  as  vce  '■an. 

Save  here  and  there  a  h  oman.  or  a  Man  : 

But  neither  you,  nor  we,  vith  all  our  Pains, 

Can  make  clean  Work;  there  will  be  fome  Remains, 

While yoH  have  Jiill  yottr  Oats,  and  we  ottr  Haiiw, 
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